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PROLOGUE. 

ApTNES  S  for  Mirth  to  all,  this  inftant  Night 
Thalia  hath  prepaid,  for  your  Delight, 
Her  choice  and  curious  Viands ,  in  each  part 
Seafon'd  with  rarities  of  Wit  and  Art  \ 
Nor  fear  I  to  be  tax*d  for  a  vain  boa  ft, 
My  Promife  will  find  Credit  with  the  moft, 
When  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made  it,  he 
Being  in  himfelf  a  f erf  eft  Comedy : 
And  fome  fit  here,  I  doubt  not,  dare  aver 
Living  he  made  that  Houfe  a  Theatre 
Which  he  pleased  to  frequent  ;  and  thus  much  we 
Could  not  but  pay  to  his  loud  Memory  . 
For  our  felves,  we  do  entreat  that  you  would  not 
Expeft  ftrange  turns  and  windings,  in  the  Plot, 
Objefts  of  State,  and  now  and  then  a  Rhime,  \ 
To  gall  particular  Perfons  with  the  time  ; 
Or  that  his  towring  Mufe  hath  made  her  flight 
Nearer  your  Apprehenfion  than  your  Sight ; 
But  if  that  fweet  Expreffions,  quick  Conceit, 
Familiar  Language^  fafloion'd  to  the  weight 
Of  fuch  as  fpeak  it,  have  the  power  to  raife 
Tour  Grace  to  us,  with  Trophies  to  his  Praife  \ 
We  may  prof efs,  prefuming  on  his  Skill, 
If's  Chances  pleafe  not  you,  our  Fortune's  ill. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 


MEN, 


D 


UKE  of  Ferrara. 
Petruchio,  Governor  of  Bolognia. 

'Dm  Frederick  } two  ^Pan'^  Gentkmen9  and  Comeradeu 
Antonio,  an  old  flout  Gentleman,  Kinfman  to  Petruchio, 
Three  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  the  Duke. 
Two  Gentlemen,  Friends  to  Petruchio; 
Francifco,  a  Mufician,  Antonio'*  Boy. 
Peter  Vecchio,  a  teacher  of  Latin  and  Mufick,  a  reputed 
Wizard. 

Antony* }  tw0  Servants  io  Don  John  and  Frederick, 

A  Surgeon. 

WOMEN. 


Conftancia,  Sifter  to  Petruchio,  and  Miftrefs  to  the  Duke. 
Gentlewoman,  Servant  to  Conftancia. 
Old  Gentlewoman*  Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Frederick* 
Conftancia,  a  Where  to  old  Antonio, 

Bawd, 


scene  bolognia; 


THE 


THE 


CHANGES. 


ACT   t    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony. 

Peter. 

WOULD  w'were  removed  from  this  Town, 
Anthony,  [own  part, 

That  we  might  tafte  fome  quiet ;  for  mine 
I'm  almoft  melted  with  continual  trotting 
After  Enquiries,  Dreams,  and  Revelations, 
Of  who  knows  whom,  or  where:  ferve  Wenching  Soldiers, 
That  know  no  other  Paradife  but  Plackets  ? 
I'll  ferve  a  Prieft  in  Lent  firfiy  and  eat  Bell-ropes. 

Aril.  Thou  art  the  fro  ward' ft  Fool  . 

Pet.  Why,  good  tame  Anthony  ? 
Tell  me  but  this ;  to  what  end  came  we  hither  ? 
Ant.  To  wait  upon  our  Mafters. 
Pet.  But  how,  Anthony  ?  ■ 
Anfwer  me  that ;  refolve  me  there,  good  Anthony  ? 
Ant.  To  ferve  their  ufes. 
Pet.  Shew  your  ufes,  Anthony. 
Ant.  To  be  imploy*d  in  any  thing. 
Pet.  No,  Anthony, 
Not  any  thing  I  take  it  j  nor  that  thing 
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We  travel  to  difcover,  like  new  Iflands ; 
A  Ult  itch  ferve  fuch  ufes  ;  in  things  of  moment 
Concerning  things,  I  grant  ye,  not  things  errant, 
Sweet  Ladies  things,  and  things  to  thank  the  Surgeon  § 
In  no  fuch  things,  fweet  Anthony,  put  cafe  

Ant.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended ;  this  invifible 
Of  infinite  report  for  Shape  and  Virtue,  [Woman 
That  bred  u*  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpofe, 
They  are  determined  now  no  more  to  think  on, 
But  fall  clofe  to  their  Studies. 

Pet.  Was  there  ever 
Men  known  to  run  mad  with  Report  before  ? 
Or  wander  after  that  they  know  not  where 
To  find  ?  or  if  found,  how  to  enjoy  ?  are  Mens  Brains 
Made  now-a-days  of  Malt,  that  their  Affections 
Are  never  fober  ?  But  like  drunken  People 
Founder  at  every  new  Fame  ?  I  do  believe  too 
That  Men  in  Love  are  ever  drunk,  as  drunken  Men 
Are  ever  loving. 

Ant,  Prithee  be  thou  fober, 
And  know,  that  they  are  none  of  thofe,  not  guilty 
Of  the  leaft  vanity  of  Love,  only  a  doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  report,  or  rather  flatter 
The  Graces  of  this  Woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  fince  they  find  fo  blocked 
And  lock'd  up  from  their  fearches,  they're  now  fettled 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Pet.  Would  they  were  fettled 
To  give  me  fome  new  Shoes  too :  For  Pll  be  fworn 
Thefe  are  e'en  worn  out  to  th'  reafonable  Soles 
In  their  good  Worfhips  bufinefs  ;  and  fome  lleep 
Would  not  do  much  amifs,  unlefs  they  mean 
To  make  a  Bell-man  on  me;  and  what  now 
Mean  they  to  ftudy,  Anthony,  moral  Philofophy 
After  their  mar-all  Women  ? 

Ant.  Mar  a  Fool's  Head. 

Pet.  It  will  mar  two  Fools  Heads  and  they  take  not  heed> 
Befides  the  Giblets  to  'em. 

Ant.  Will  you  walk,  Sir, 
And  talk  more  out  of  hearing  ?  Your  Fool's  Head 

May 
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May  chance  to  find  a  wooden  Night-cap  elfe. 
Pet.  I  never  lay  in  any. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  Frederick,' 


? 


Ant.  Then  leave  your  lying, 
And  your  blind  prophefying  :  Here  they  cpme, 
You'd  befl  tell  them  as  much. 


John.  I  would  we  could  have  feen  her  though  \  for  fure 
She  muft  be  fome  rare  Creature,  or  Report  lies  : 
AH  Mens  Reports  too. 

Fred.  I  could  well  wifli  Pd  feen  her  ; 
But  fince  (he's  fo  concealed,  ib  beyond  venture 
Kept  and  preferv'd  from  view,  fo  like  a  Paradife, 
Plac'd  where  no  Knowledge  can  come  near  her ;  fo  guarded^ 
As  'twere  impoflible,  though  known,  to  reach  her, 
I've  made  up  my  belief. 

John.  Hang  me  from  this  hour 
If  I  more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her, 
But  as  me  came  a  ftrong  Report  unto  me3 
So  tjie  next  Fame  (hall  lofe  her. 

Fred.  'Tis  the  next  way  ; 
But  whither  are  you  walking  ? 

John.  My  old  Round 
After  my  Meat,  and  then  to  Bed. 
Fred.  Tis  healthful, 
John.  Will  not  you  ftir  ? 
Fred.  I  have  a  little  bulinefs. 
John.  Upon  my  Life  this  Lady  ft  ill  «-v.-» 
Fred.  Then  you  will  lofe  it. 
John.  'Pray  let's  walk  together. 
Fred.  Now  I  cannot. 
John.  I  have  fomething  to  impart. 
Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I  will  not  mifs  to  meet  you. 
John.  Where? 
Fred.  Pth*  high  Street  ; 
For  not  to  lie,  I  have  a  few  Devotions 
To  do  firlr,  then  Pm  yours. 


Pet.  I  am  no  Tell-tale. 


[Exeunt, 


John,  Remember, 
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S     C     E     N     E  H. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  twcf  Gentlemen, 

Ant.  Cut  his  Wind-pipe,  I  fay. 
i  Gent.  Fye,  Antonio. 

Ant.  Or  knock  his  Brains  out  firft,and  then  forgive  him  \ 
If  you  do  thruft,  be  fure  it  be  to  th*  hilts* 
A  Surgeon  may  fee  through  him. 

1  Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2  Gent.  Too  open  undifcreet. 
Petr.  Am  I  not  ruin'd  ? 

The  honour  of  my  Houfe  crack'd  ?  my  Blood  poifon'd  ? 
My  Credit  and  my  Name  ? 

2  Gent.  Be  fure  it  be  fo, 
Before  ye  ufethis  violence :  Let  not  doubt, 
And  a  fufpecting  anger  fo  mucii  fway  ye, 
Your  Wifdom  may  be  queftiorrd* 

Ant.  I  fay  kill  him, 
And  then  difpute  the  caufej  cut  off  what  may  be,  ;J 
And  what  is  ftiali  be  fafc. 

2  Gent.  Hang  up  a  true  Man, 
Becaufe  'tis  poflible  he  may  be  thievifh  ! 
Alas,  is  this  good  Juftice  ? 

Petr.  I  know  as  certain 
As  day  muft  come  again,  as  clear  as  truth, 
And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me, 
That  1  am  bafely  wrong'd,  wrong'd  above  Recompence  $ 
Malicioufly  abus'd,  blafted  for  ever 
In  Name  and  Honour,  loft  to  all  remembrance, 
But  what  is  fmear'd,  and  fliameful  $  I  muft  kill  him, 
Necefiity  compels  me. 

1  Gent.  But  think  better. 

Petr.  There  is  no  other  cure  left;  yet  witnefs  with  me, 
All  that  is  fair  in  Man,  all  that  is  noble, 
I  am  not  greedy  of  this  Life*  I  feek  for, 
Nor  thirft  to  fhed  Man's  Blood,  and  would  'twere  poflible, 
I  wifh  it  with  my  Soul,  fo  much  1  tremble 
T*  offend  the  Sacred  Image  of  my  Maker, 
My  Sword  could  only  kill  his  Crimes ;  no,  'tis  Honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  Friends,  that  Idol,  Honour, 

That 
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That  all  the  World  now  worftiips,  not  Petrucbio, 
Muft  do  this  Juftice. 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done, 
And  'tis  no  matter,  whether  you,  or  Honour, 
Or  both,  be  acceflary. 

2  Gent.  Do  you  weigh,  Petruchio9 
The  Value  of  the  Perfon,  Power  and  Greatnefs, 
And  what  this  Spark  may  kindle  i 

Petr.  To  perform  it, 
So  much  Pm  ty'd  to  Reputation, 
And  Credit  of  my  Houfe,  let  it  raife  Wild-fires, 
That  all  this  Dukedom  fmoak,  and  Storms  thattols  me 
Into  the  Waves  of  everlafting  Ruin, 
Yet  I  muft  through-  -If  ye  dare  fide  me  - 

Ant.  Dare? 

Petr.  Y'are  Friends  indeed,  if  not. 
t 2  Gent.  Here's  none  flies  from  you, 
Do  it  in  what  defign  ye  pleafe,  we'll  back  ye. 

(i)  Petr.  But  then  be  fure  ye  kill  him. 

t  Gent.  Is  the  Caufe 
So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  Life  ? 

Petr.  Believe  me, 
A  lefs  Offence  has  been  the  Defolation 
Of  a  whole  Name.1 

2  Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it  ? 

Petr.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hop'd  for, 

2  Gent. .  Think  an  Hour  more  : 
If  then  ye  find  no  fafer  Road  to  guide  ye, 
We'll  fet  up  our  Refts  too. 

Ant.  Mine's  up  already, 
And  hang  him  for  my  part  goes  lefs  than  Life. 

2  Gent.  If  we  fee  noble  Caufe,  'tis  like  our  Swords 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  Words.  [Exeunt; 

(i)  I  Gent.  But  then  he  fure  ye  kill  him.]  As  both  the  Gentle- 
men feem  to  endeavour  to  moderate  Petrucbio's  Pailion  in  every- 
thing they  fay  befide,  it  feems  evident  that  nothing  but  millake  lias 
put  this  Speech  of  Violence  into  one  of  their  Mouths.  It  finely  be- 
longs to  Petruchio,  and  the  next  Speech  which  was  given  to  the 
Second  Gentleman,  may  be  more  properly  given  to  the  Firlt. 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  The  civil  Order  of  this  Town  Bologna, 
Makes  it  belov'd  and  honour'd  of  all  Travellers, 
As  a  mod  fafe  Retirement  in  all  Troubles  ; 
Befide  the  whoifome  Seat,  and  noble  Temper 
Of  thofe  Minds  that  inhabit  it,  fafely  wife, 
And  to  all  Sirangers  virtuous :  But  I  fee 
My  Admiration  has  drawn  Night  upon  me, 
And  longer  to  expect  my  Friend  may  pull  me 
Into  Sufpicion  of  too  late  a  Stirrer, 
"Which  ali  good  Governments  are  jealous  of, 
I'll  home,  and  think  at  liberty;  yet  certain, 
'Tis  not  fo  far  Night  as  I  thought  ;  for  fee, 
A  fair  Houfe  yet  ftands  open,  yet  all  about  it 
Are  clofe,  and  no  Lights  ftirring,  there  may  befoul  Play  \ 
I'll  venture  to  look  in    if  there  be  Knaves, 
I  may  do  a  good  Office.     *  [Woman  within. 

Within.  Signieur  ? 

John.  What?  How  is  this? 

Within.  Signieur  Fabritio  ? 

John.  I'll  go  nearer. 

Within.  Fabritio? 

John.  This  is  a  Woman's  Tongue,  here  may  be  good 

done. 

Within.  Who's  there? 

Fabritio  ? 
John.  Ay. 

Within.  Wrhere  are  ye  ? 
John.  Here. 

Within.  O  come,  for  HeavVs  fake  ! 
John.  I  mult  fee  what  this  means. 

Enter  Woman  with  a  Child. 

Woman.  I  have  ftaid  this  long  Hour  for  you,  make 

no  noife, 

For  things  are  in  ftrange  Tronb'e  :  Here,  be  fecret, 
'Tis  worth  your  Care begone  now  3  more  Eyes  watch  us, 

Than 
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Than  may  be  For  our  Safeties. 

John.  Hark  ye? 

Woman.  Peace  :  Good  night. 

John.  She's  gone,  and  I  am  Joaden ;  Fortune  for  me  \ 
It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well  5  it  may  chance 
To  be  fome  Pack  of  Worth :  by  th*  Mafs  'tis  heavy  ; 
If  it  be  Coin  or  Jtrwels,  'tis  worth  welcome  : 
I'll  ne'er  refufe  a  Fortune  :  I  am  confident 
'Tis  of  no  common  Price :  Now  to  my  Lodging : 
If  it  hit  right,  I'll  blefs  this  Night.  \Exitl 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  'Tis  ftrange, 
I  cannot  meet  him  ;  fure  he  has  encountred 
Some  Light-o'-love  or  other,  and  there  means 
To  play  at  in  and  in  for  this  Night.    Well,  Don  John, 
If  you  do  fpring  a  Leak,  or  get  an  Itch, 
Till  ye  claw  off  your  curl'd  Pate,  thank  your  Night- walks  j 
You  muft  be  ftill  a  boot-halling  :  One  round  more, 
Though  it  be  late,  I'll  venture,  to  difcover  ye, 
I  do  not  like  your  Out-leaps.  {Exih 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duke,  and  three  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Welcome  to  Town,  are  ye  all  lit  ? 

1  Gent.  To  point,  Sir. 

Duke.  Where  are  the  Horfes  ? 

2,  Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 

Duke.  Be  private  all,  and  whatfoever  Fortune 
Offer  itfelf,  let's  ftand  fure. 

3  Gent.  Fear  not  us, 
El*e  ye  lhall  be  endanger'd,  or  deluded, 
We'll  make  a  black  Night  on't. 

Duke.  No  more    I  know  it  > 
You  know  your  Quarters  ? 

1  Gent, 
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1  Gent.  Will  you  go  alone,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Ye  ihall  not  be  far  from  me5  the  leafl  froife 
Shall  bring  ye  to  my  refcue. 

2  Gent,  We  are  counfell'd.  {Exeunt, 

SCENE  Yh 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Was  ever  Man  fo  paid  for  being  curious  ? 
Ever  fo  bobb'd  for  fearching  out  Adventures^ 
As  I  am  ?  did  the  Devil  lead  me  ?  mud  I  needs  be 

peeping 

Into  Mens  Houfes  where  I  had  no  Bufineft, 
And  make  myfelf  a  Mifchief  ?  *Tis  well  carried  5 
I  muft  take  other  Mens  Occafions  on  me, 
And  be  I  know  not  whom  :  Mod  finely  handled  : 
What  have  I  got  by  this  now  !  What's  the  Purchafe 
A  Piece  of  Evening  Arras-work,  a  Child, 
Indeed  an  Infidel :  This  comes  of  peeping  : 
A  Lump  got  out  of  lazinefs  ;  good  white  Bread, 
Let's  have  no  bawling  with  ye ;  'fdeath,  have  I 
Known  Wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of  Wenches,; 
Their  Snares  and  Subtilties  ?  Have  I  read  over 
All  their  School  Learning,  div'd  into  their  Quiddits, 
And  am  I  now  bum-fidled  with  a  Baftard  ? 
Fetch'd  over  with  a  Card  of  five,  and  in  mine  old  Days, 
After  the  dire  Mafiacre  of  a  Million 
Of  Maiden-heads  ?   Caught  the  common  way,  i'th* 
Night  too 

Under  another's  Name,  to  make  the  matter 

Carry  more  weight  about  it  ?  Well,  Don  John, 

You  will  be  wifer  one  Day,  when  ye've  purchas'd 

A  beavy  of  thefe  Butter-prints  together, 

With  fearching  out  concealed  Iniquities, 

Without  Commifiion  :  Why,  it  would  ne'er  grieve.me, 

If  I  had  got  this  Ginger-bread ;  ne'er  ftirr'd  me, 

So  I  had  had  a  ftroak  for't  -9  *t  had  been  Juftice 

Then  to  have  kept  it  j  but  to  raife  a  Dairy 
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por  other  Mens  Adulteries,  (2)  confume  myfelf  in  Caudles, 

And  fcowring  Works,  in  Nurfes,  Bells,  and  Babies, 

Only  for  Charity,  for  meer  I  thank  you, 

A  little  troubles  me :  The  leaft  touch  for  it, 

Had  but  my  Breeches  got  it,  had  contented  me. 

Whofe  e'er  it  is,  fure 't  had  a  wealthy  Mother, 

For  'tis  well  cloath'd,  and  if  I  be  not  cozen'd, 

Well  lin'd  wjthin :  To  leave  it  here  were  barbarous^ 

And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it ;  a  more  Sin 

Than  his  that  got  it :  Well,  I  will  difpofe  on'r, 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  Death's  Heads  in  Rings, 

To  cry  memento  to  me ;  no  more  peeping. 

Now  all  the  Danger  is  to  qualifie 

The  good  old  Gentlewoman,  at  whofe  Houfe  we  live, 

For  me  will  fall  upon  me  with  a  Catechifm 

Of  four  Hours  long  :  I  muft  endure  all ; 

For  I  will  know  this  Mother :  Come,  good  Wonder, 

Let  you  and  I  be  jogging ;  your  ftarv'd  Trebble 

Will  waken  the  rude  Watch  elfe :  All  that  be 

Curious  Night-walkers,  may  they  find  my  Fee.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sure  he's  gone  home: 
I've  beaten  all  the  Purlews, 
But  cannot  bolt  him :  If  he  be  a  bobbing, 
•Tis  not  my  Care  can  cure  him :  To  Morrow  Morning 

I  (hall  have  further  knowledge  from  a  Surgeon's-  

Where  he  lies  mopr'd,  to  mend  his  Leaks. 

(2)  >  confume  my/elf  in  Candles, 

And  /cowing  Works,  in  Nurfes ,  Bells,  and  Babies,]  Mr,  Sympfon 
for  Candles  would  read  Caudles,  and  for  Babies,  Baubles.  The  fint 
feems  probable,  as  John  had  before  declared  the  Child  an  Infidel,  and 
he  muft  of  courfe  have  a  Chriftening  ;  the  latter  I  don't  admit.  Bells 
and  Babies  exprefs  the  Childrens  Toys  better  than  Baubles  ;  for  Bells 
are  equally  Baubles,  as  well  as  Babies  or  Dolls,  and  consequently  that 
Reading  would  give  a  Tautology,  % 


Enter 
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Enter  Conftantia. 

Cm.  I'm  ready, 
And  through  a  World  of  Dangers  am  flown  to  ye. 
Be  full  of  hafte  and  care,  we  are  undone  elfe  : 
Where  are  your  People  ?  Which  way  muft  we  travel  r* 
For  Heav'n  fake  flay  not  here,  Sir. , 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove  ? 

Con.  Alas  I  am  miftaken,  loft,  undone, 
For  ever  perifh'd.    Sir,  for  Heav'n  fake  tell  me, 
Are  ye  a  Gentleman  ? 

Fred.  I  am. 

Con.  Of  this  Place  ? 

Fred*  No,  born  in  Spain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  Jov'd  Honour, 
As  ever  your  Defires  may  gain  their  ends, 
Do  a  poor  wretched  Woman  but  this  Benefit, 
For  I  am  forc'd  to  truft  ye. 

Fred.  You've  charm'd  me, 
Humanity  and  Honour  bids  me  help  ye ; 
And  if  I  fail  your  Truft  

Con.  The  Time's  too  dangerous 
To  ftay  your  Proteftations :  I  believe  ye, 
Alas,  I  muft  believe  ye :  From  this  Place, 
Good  noble  Sir,  remove  me  inftantly, 
And  for  a  time,  where  nothing  but  yourfelf, 
And  honeft  Converfation  may  come  near  me, 
In  fome  fecure  Place  fettle  me  :  What  I  am, 
And  why  thus  boldly  I  commit  my  Credit 
Into  a  Stranger's  Hand,  the  Fears  and  Dangers, 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  Courfe,  at  more  leifure 
I  fhall  reveal  unto  you. 

Fred.  Come,  be  hearty, 
He  muft  ftrike  through  my  Life  that  takes  ye  from  me. 

[Exeunt. 
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S     C     E      N     E  VIII. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Petr.  He  will  fure  come.    Are  ye  well  arm'd  ? 

Ant.  Ne'er  fear  us : 
Here's  that  will  make  'em  dance  without  a  Fiddle. 

Petr.  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  Foes,  my  Friends, 
Nor  unadvifed  ones. 

Ant.  Beft  Gamefters  make  the  beft  Game, 
We  fhall  fight  clofe  and  handfom  then. 

1  Gent.  Antonio^ 

You  are  a  thought  too  bloody. 

Ant.  Why  ?  All  Phyficians 
And  penny  Almanacks  allow  the  opening 
Of  Veins  this  Month  :  Why  do  ye  talk  of  bloody  ? 
What  come  we  for,  to  fall  to  Cuffs  for  Apples  ? 
What,  would  ye  make  the  Caufe  a  Cudgel-quarrel  ? 
On  what  Terms  ftands  this  Man  ?  Is  not  his  Honour 
Open'd  t'  his  Hand,  and  pick'd  out  like  an  Oyfter  ? 
His  Credit  like  a  Quart  Pot  knockt  together, 
Able  to  hold  no  Liquor  ?  Clear  but  this  Point. 

Petr.  Speak  fohly9  gentle  Coufin. 

Ant.  I'll  fpeak  truly  ; 
What  fhould  Men  do  ally'd  to  thefe  Difgraces, 
Lick  o'er  his  Enemy,  fit  down,  and  dance  him  ? 

2  Gent.  You  are  as  far  o'th'  bow  Hand  .now. 
Ant.  And  cry ; 

That's  my  fine  Boy,  thou  wilt  do  fo  no  more,  Child. 

Petr.  Here  are  no  fuch  cold  Pities. 

Ant.  By  Saint  Jaques, 
They  fhall  not  find  me  one :  Here's  old  tough  Andrew 9 
A  fpecial  Friend  of  mine,  and  he  but  hold, 
I'll  ftrike  'em  fuch  a  Hornpipe :  Knocks  I  come  for, 
And  the  beft  Blood  I  light  on  ;  I  profefs  it, 
Not  to  fcare  Cofter-mongers ;  if  I  lofe  mine  own, 
Mine  Audit's  caft,  and  farewel  five  and  fifty. 

Petr.  Let's  talk  no  longer,  place  yourfelves  with  filence, 
As  I  directed  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us, 


As 
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As  ye  are  Friends,  fo  lhew  yourfelves. 

Ant.  So  be  it.  [ExeunK 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  his  Landlady. 

Land.  Nay,  Son,  if  this  be  your  regard. 
John.  Good  Mother. 

Land.  Good  me  no  goods ;  your  Coufin,  and  yourfelf 
Are  welcome  to  me,  whilft  you  bear  yourfelves 
Like  honeft  and  true  Gentlemen  :  Bring  hither 
To  my  Houfe,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A  Gentlewoman  of  a  decent,  and  fair  carriage, 
And  fo  behav'd  myfelf— - 

John.  I  know  ye  have. 

Land.  Bring  hither,  as  I  fay,  to  make  my  Name 
Stink  in  my  Neighbour's  Noftrils  ?  Your  Devices, 
Your  Brats,  got  out  of  Allicant,  and  broken  Oaths  ? 
Your  Linfey  Woolfy  Work,  your  hafty  Puddings? 
I  fofter  up  your  filch'd  Iniquities? 
You  are  deceiv'd  in  me,  Sir,  I  am  none 
Of  thofe  Receivers. 

John.  Have  I  not  fworn  unto  you, 
'Tis  none  of  mine,  and  fhew'd  you  how  I  found  it  ? 

Land.  Ye  found  an  eafie  Fool  that  let  you  get  it, 
She'd  better  have  worn  Patterns. 

John.  Will  ye  hear  me  ? 

Land.  Oaths  ?  What  do  you  care  for  Oaths  to  gain 
your  ends, 

When  ye  are  high  and  pamper'd  ?  What  Saint  know  ye  ? 

Or  what  Religion,  but  your  purpos'd  Lewdnefs, 

Is  to  be  look'd  for  of  ye  ?  Nay,  I  will  tell  ye, 

You  will  then  fwear  like  accus'd  Cut-purfes, 

As  far  off  Truth  too  ;  and  lye  beyond  all  Faulconers ; 

I'm  lick  to  fee  this  dealing. 

John.  Heav'n  forbid,  Mother. 

Land.  Nay,  I  am  very  fick. 

John.  Who  waits  there  ? 

Ant.  Sir.  [Within. 

John. 
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John.  Bring  down  the  Bottle  of  Canary  Wine. 

Land.  Exceeding  lick,  Heav'n  help  me. 

John.  Halle  ye,  Sirrah, 
I  mull  ev'n  make  her  drunk  ;  nay,  gentle  Mother. 

Land.  Now  fie  upon  ye,  was  it  for  this  Pur  pole 
You  fetch'd  your  Evening-walks  for  your  Digeftions, 
For  this  pretended  Holinefs  ?  No  Weather, 
Not  before  Day  could  hold  ye  from  the  Matins. 
Were  thefe  your  bo-peep  Prayers?  you've  pray 'd  well, 
And  with  a  learned  Zeal  :  Watch'd  well  too  $  your  Saint 
It  feems  was  pleas'd  as  well :  Still  ficker,  ficker. 

Enter  Anthony  with  a  Bottle  of  JVine. 

John.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  'till  I  have  drencht  her. 
Give  me  *,  here,  Mother,  take  a  good  round  Draught, 
3 Twill -purge  Spleen  from  your  Spirits :  Deeper,  Mother, 

Land.  Ay>  ay,  Son,  you  imagine  this  will  mend  all. 

John.  AH,  i'  faith,  Mother. 

Land.  I  confefs  the  Wine 
Will  do  his  Part. 

John.  I'll  pledge  ye. 

Land.  But  Son  John. 

John.  I  know  your  meaning,  Mother  ;  touch  it  once 
more, 

Alas  you  look  not  well ;  take  a  round  Draught, 
It  warms  the  Blood  well,  and  reftores  the  Colour, 
And  then  we'll  talk  at  large. 

Land.  A  civil  Gentleman  ? 
A  Stranger  ?  One  the  Town  holds  a  good  regard  of? 

John.  Nay,  I  will  filence  thee. 

Land.  One  that  lliould  weigh  his  fair  Name  ?  Oh, 
a  Stitch! 

John.  There's  ndthing  better  for  a  Stitch,  good  Mother, 
Make  no  fpare'of  it,  as  you  love  your  Health, 
Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  As  i  faid,  a  Gentleman, 
Lodge  in  my  Houfe  ?    Now  HeavVs  my  Comfort, 
Signior ! 

John.  J  look'd  for  this. 


Vol.  V. 
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Land-.  I  did  not  think  you  would  have  us'd  me  thus ; 
A  Woman  of  my  Credit  •,  one,  Heav'n  knows, 
That  lov'd  you  but  too  tenderly. 

John.  Dear  Mother, 
I  ever  found  your  Kindnefs,  and  acknowledge  it. 

Lind.  No,  no,  I  am  a  Fool  to  counfel  ye. 
Where  is  the  Infant  ?  Come,  let's  fee  your  Workmanfhip. 
John.  None  of  mine,  Mother,  but  there  'tis,  and  a 

lufty  one. 
Land.  Heav'n  blefs  thee, 
Thou  hadft  a  hafty  making  ;  but  the  bed  is, 
'Tis  many  a  good  Man*s  Fortune  :  As  I  live 
Your  own  Eyes,  Signior,  and  the  nether  Lip 
As  like  ye,  as  y'  had  fpit  it. 
John.  1  am  glad  on't. 
Land.  Blefs  me,  what  things  are  thefe  ? 
John.  I  thought  my  labour 
Was  not  all  loft,  'tis  Gold,  and  thefe  are  Jewels, 
Both  rich,  and  right  I  hope. 

Land.  Well,  well,  Son  Johny 
I  fee  ye  are  a  Wood- man,  and  can  chufe 
Your  Deer,  though  it  be  i'th'  dark,  all  your  Difcretion 
Is  not  yet  loft  $  this  was  well  clapc  aboard : 
Here  I  am  with  you  now  ;  when  as  they  lay 
Your  pleafure  comes  with  profit    when  ye  muft  needs  do, 
Do  where  ye  may  be  done  to,  'tis  a  Wifdom 
Becomes  a  young  Man  well :  Be  fure  of  one  thing, 
Lofe  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together, 
Is  Seafons  of  a  Fool,  Son,  Time  is  precious, 
Work  wary  whilft  ye  have  it    fince  ye  muft  traffick 
Sometimes  this  (lippery  way,  take  fin  e  hold,  Signior, 
Trade  with  no  broken  Merchants,  make  your  Lading, 
As  you  would  make  your  Reft,  advenKiroufly, 
But  with  Advantage  ever. 

John.  All  this  time,  Mother, 
The  Child  wants  looking  to,  wants  Meat  and  Nurfe<y 

Land.  Now  blefting  o'  thy  care    it  ihall  have  all, 
And  inftantly  ;  rll  feek  a  Nurfe  myfelf,  Son  j 
'Tis  a  fweet  Child  :  Ah  my  young  Spaniard^ 
Take  you  no  further  care,  Sir. 
J<lent  Yes,  of  thefe  Jewels,  I 
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I  muft  by  your  leave,  Mother :  Thefe  are  yours, 
To  make  your  care  the  ftronger  \  for  the  reft 
I'll  find  a  Mailer  \  the  Gold  for  bringing  up  on'f, 
I  freely  render  to  your  Charge. 

Lund.  No  more  Words, 
Nor  no  more  Children,  (good  Son)  as  you  love  me, 
This  may  do  well. 

John.  I  fhall  obferve  your  Morals. 
But  where's  Don  Frederick,  Mother? 

Land.  Ten  to  one 
About  the  like  Adventure  s  he  told  me, 
He  was  to  find  you  out.  [Exit, 

John.  Why  mould  he  ftay  thus  ? 
There  may  be  fome  ill  chance  in't :  Sleep  I  will  nor, 
Before  I've  found  him  :  Now  this  Woman's  pleas'd, 
I'll  feek  my  Friend  out,  and  my  Care  is  eas'd.  [Exit* 

SCENE  X. 
Enter  Duke,  and  Gentlemen, 

I  Gent.  Btlieve,  Sir,  *tis  as  pofiible  to  do  it, 
As  to  remove  the  City  ;  the  main  Faction  [gers 
Swarm  through  the  Streets  like  Hornets,  arm'd  with  An- 
Able  to  ruin  States  :  No  fafety  left  us, 
Nor  means  to  die  like  Men,  if  inftantly 
You  draw  not  back  again. 

Duke,  May  he  be  drawn 
And  quarter'd  too,  that  turns  now  ;  were  I  furer 
Of  Death  than  thou  art  of  thy  Fears,  and  with  Death 
More  than  thofe  Fears  are  too. 

1  Gent.  Sir,  I  fear  not. 

Duke,  I  would  not  crack  my  Vow,  flart  from  my 
Honour, 

Becaufe  I  may  find  Danger  ;  wound  my  Soul, 
To  keep  my  Body  fafe.    1  Gent.  I  fpeak  not,  Sir, 
Out  of  a  bafenefs  to  you.    Duke.  No,  nor  do  not 
Out  of  a  bafenefs  leave  me :  What  is  Danger, 
More  than  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Apprehenfions  ? 
A  poor  cold  Fart  o'th'  Blood  ?  Who  takes  it  hold  of? 

B  2  Cowards, 
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Cowards,-  and  wicked  Livers  :  Valiant  Minds 

Were  made  the  Matters  of  it  *,  and  as  hearty  Sea- men 

In  defperate  Storms,  ftem  with  a  irttle  Rudder 

The  tumbling  Ruins  of  the  Ocean  ; 

So  with  their  Caufe  and  Swords  dp  they  do  Dangers. 

Say  we  were  fure  to  die  all  in  this  Venture, 

As  I  am  confident  againft  it ;  is  there  any 

Amongft  us  of  fo  fata  Senfe,  fo  pamper'd, 

Would  chufe  luxurioufly  to  lie  a- Bed, 

And  purge  away  his  Spirit,  fend  his  Soul  out 

In  Sugar-fops,  and  Syrups?  Give  me  dying 

As  dying  ought  to  be.  upon  mine  Enemy, 

Parting  with  Mankind,  by  a  Man  that's  manly : 

Let  'em  be  all  the  World,  and  bring  along 

Cain's  Envy  with  'em,  I  will  on. 

i  Gent.  You  may,  Sir, 
But  with  what  fafety  ? 

i  Gent.  Since  'tis  come  to  dying, 
You  mail  perceive,  Sir,  here  be  thofe  amongft  us 
Can  die  as  decently  as  other  Men, 
And  with  as  little  Ceremony  :  On,  brave  Sir. 

Duke.  That's  fpoken  heartily. 

i  Gent.  And  he  that  flinches, 
May  he  die  loufy  in  a  Ditch, 

Duke.  No  more  dying, 
There's  no  fuch  Danger  in  it  :  What's  a  Clock  ? 

3  Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  Hour. 

Duke.  Away  then  quickly, 
Make  no  noife,  and  no  trouble  will  attend  us.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Peter  (zviib  a  Candle.) 

Fred.  Give  me  the  Candle  ;  fo,  go  you  out  that  way. 

PeU  What  have  xvc  now  to  do  ? 

Fred.  And  o'  your  Life,  Sirrah* 
Let  none  come  near  the  Door  wichout  my  Knowledge, 
No  not  my  Landlady,  nor  rnv  Friend.  Pet.  'Tis  done,  Sir. 

Fred.  Nor  any  ferious  Bu&ueii  &hat  omcewrc  ir.e. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Is  the  Wind  there  again  ? 
Fred.  Be  gone.    Pet.  I  am,  Sir. 

Conftantia. 

Fred.  Now  enter  without  Fear.  -And,  noble  Lady, 

That  Safety  and  Civility  ye  wifh'd  for 

Shall  truly  here  attend  you  :  No  rude  Tongue 

Nor  rough  Behaviour  knows  this  Place,  no  Wifhes 

Beyond  the  Moderation  of  a  Man, 

Dare  enter  here ;  your  own  Defires  and  Innocence, 

Join'd  to  my  vow'd  Obedience,  fhall  protect  you, 

Were  Dangers  more  than  Doubts. 

Con.  .Ye're  truly  noble, 
And  worth  a  Woman's  truft:  Let  it  become  me, 
(I  do  befeech  you,  Sir)  for  all  your  kindnefs, 
To  render  with  my  Thanks,  this  worthlefs  Trifle; 
I  may  be  longer  troublefome.    Fred.  Fair  Offices 
Are  (till  their  own  Rewards  :  Heav'n  blefs  me,  Lvjy, 
From  felling  civil  Courrcfies :  May  it  pleafe  ye, 
If  ye  will  force  a  Favour  to  oblige  me, 
Draw  but  that  Cloud  afide,  to  latisne  me 
For  what  good  Angel  I'm  engag'd. 

Con.  It  mall  be, 
For  I  am  truly  confident  ye're  honeft : 
The  Piece  is  fcarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Truft  me 
The  Abftract  of  all  Beauty,  Soul  of  Sweetnefs  ! 
Defend  me  honeft  Thoughts,  I  fhall  grow  wild  elfe : 
What  Eyes  are  there,  rather  what  little  Heav'ns, 
To  ftir  Mens  Contemplations  ?  What  a  Paradiie    [ratf : 
Runs  through  each  Part  (he  has  ?  Good  Blood  be  t;rmx* 
I  muft  look  off;  too  excellent  an  Objcdt 
Confounds  the  Senfe  that  fees  it.    Noble  Lady, 
If  there  be  any  further  Service  to  caft  on  me, 
Let  it  be  worth  my  Life,  lb  much  I  honour  ye, 
Or  the  Engagement  of  whole  Families. 

Con.  Your  Service  is  too  liberal,  worthy  Si% 
Thus  far  I  fhall  entreat— 
*   Fred.  Command  me,  Lady,  . 
You  make  your  Power  too  poor, 

B  3  Gcn% 
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Con.  That  prefently 
With  all  convenient  hafte,  you  would  retire 
Unto  the  Street  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  Tis  done. 

Con.  There,  if  you  find  a  Gentleman  opprefi: 
With  Force  and  Violence,  do  a  Man's  Office,  t 
And  draw  your  Sword  to  refcue  him. 

Fred.  He's  fafe, 
Be  what  he  will,  and  let  his  Foes  be  Devils, 
Arm'd  with  your  Pity,  I  fhall  conjure  'em. 
Retire,  this  Key  will  guide  ye  :  All  things  neceflary 
Are  there  before  ye, 

Con.  All  my  Prayers  go  with  ye.  ^ExiL 

Fred.  Ye  clap  on  Proof  upon  me:  Men  fay  Gold 
Does  all,  engages  all,  works  through  all  Dangers  : 
Now  I  fay  Beauty  can  do  more  :  The  King's  Exchequer,, 
Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies,  could  not  draw  me 
Through  halfthofe  Miferiesthis  Piece  of  Pleafure 
Might  make  me  leap  into  :  We're  all  like  Sea-Cards, 
All  our  Endeavours  and  our  Motions, 
(As  they  do  to  the  North)  ftill  point  at  Beauty, 
Still  at  the  faireft  :  For  a  handfom  Woman, 
(Setting  my  Soul  afide)  it  fhould  go  hard, 
But  I  would  (train  my  Body :  Yet  to  her, 
Unlefs  it  be  her  own  free  Gratitude, 
Hopes,  ye  fhall  die,  and  thou  Tongue  rot  within  me, 
E'er  1  infringe  my  Faith  :  Now  to  my  Refcue.  [Exit. 


a  c  T   II.    s  c  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Duke,  purfucd  by  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and 
that  Fatlion. 

Duke.  "V^  O  U  will  not  all  opprefs  me  ? 

\    Ant.  Kill  him  i'th'  wanton  Eye :  Let  me  come, 

to  him. 

Duke.  Then  ye  fhall  buy  me  dearly. 
Petr.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ? 


The  ChancdSy  2.3 

Ant.  I  fay  cut  his  Wezand,  fpoil  his  Piping  : 
Have  at  your  Love-fick  Heart,  Sir. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Sure  'tis  fighting. 
My  Friend  may  be  engag'd  :  fie  Gentlemen, 
This  is  unmanly  Odds. 

Ant.  I'll  ftop  your  Mouth,  Sir. 

[Duke  falls  down,  Don  John  beflrides  him. 
John.  Nay,  then  have  at  thee  freely  : 
There's  a  Plumb,  Sir,  to  fatisfy  your  Longing. 

Petr.  Away  :  I  hope  I've  fped  him :  Here]  comes 
Refcue, 

We  (hall  b'  endanger 'd  :  Where's  Antonio  f 

Ant.  I  mud  have  one  Thru  ft  more,  Sir. 

John.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant.  A  Mifchief  confound  your  Fingers,, 

Petr.  How  is*t  ? 

AnU  Well  : 
Ha's  given  me  my  quietus  eft.  I  felt  him  ~ 
In  my  fmall  Guts,  I'm  fure  h'as  feez'd  me  : 
This  comes  of  lading  with  ye. 

2  Gent.  Can  you  go,  Sir  ! 

Ant.  I  fliould  go  Man,  and  my  Head  were  off. 
Ne'er  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  mall  be  well*  then, 
I  hear  more  Refcue  coming. 

Enter  the  Duke's  Faclion. 

Ant.  Let's  turn  back  then, 
My  Skull's  uncloven  yer,  let  me  but  kill. 

Petr.  Away  for  Heay'n  fake  with  him. 

John.  How  is't  ? 

Duke.  Well  Sir, 
Only  a  little  ftagger'd. 

FaElion  Duke.  Let's  purfue  'em. 

Duke.  No  not  a  Man,  I  charge  ye:  Thanks  good  Coat, 
Thou'ft  fav'd  me  a  fhrewd  Welcome :  *  Twas  put  home  too, 
With  a  good  Mind  I'm  fure  on'c. 

John.  Are  ye  fafe  then  ? 

B  4  Duke. 
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Duke.  My  Thanks  to  you  brave  Sir,  whofe  timely 
Valour, 

And  manly  Courtefy  came  to  my  Refcue. 

John.  Y'ad  foul  Play  offer'd  ye,  and  Shame  befal  him 
That  can  pafs  by  Oppreffiofl. 

Duke.  May  i  crave,  Sir, 
But  thus  much  Honour  more,  to  know  your  Name? 
And  him  I  am  bound  to  ? 

John.  For  the  Bond,  Sir,  , 
*Tis  every  good  Man's  Tie :  To  know  me  further 
Will  little  profit  ye  ;  I  am  a  Stranger, 
My  Country  Spain  ;  my  Name  Don  John,  a  Gentleman 
That  lie  here  for  my  Study. 

Duke.  I  have  heard,  Sir, 
Much  worthy  mention  of  ye  ;  yet  1  find 
Fame  fhort  of  what  ye  are. 

John.  You  are  pleas'd,  Sir, 
To  exprefs  your  Courtefy  :  May  I  demand 
As  freely  what  you  are,  and  what  Mifchance 
Caft  you  into  this  Danger  ? 

Duke.  For  this  prefent 
1  muft  defire  your  Pardon  :  You  flhall  know  me 
E'er  it  be  long,  Sir,  and  a  nobler  Thanks 
Than  now  my  Will  can  render. 

John.  Your  Wlfrs  your  own,  Sir. 

Duke.  What  is*c  you  iook  for,  Sir?  have  you  loft  any- 
thing ? 

John.  Only  my  Hat  i'ch' Scuffle  ;  fure  thefe  Fellows 
Were  Night-fnaps. 

Duke.  No.  believe  Sir:  Pray  ye  ufemine, 
For  'twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John.  No,  Sir. 

Duke.  Indeed  ye  lliall,  I  can  command  another ; 
I  do  befeech  ye  honour  me. 

John.  I  will,  Sir, 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  Leave. 

Duke.  Within  thefe  few  Days 
I  hope  I  fhall  be  happy  in  your  Knowledge, 
Till  when  I  love  your  Memory.  [£.v/7  Duke,  £sfc. 

John.  I  yours. 

This  is  fomc  noble  Fellow*  Enter 
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Enter  Frederick, 

Fred.  'Tis  his  Tongue  fure. 
Don  John  .? 

John.  Don  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  Y'are  fairly  met,  Sir  : 
I  thought  ye  had  been  a  Bat-fowling  :  Prithee  tell  me, 
What  Revelations  haft  thou  had  to  Night, 
That  Home  was  never  thought  of? 

John.  Revelations  ? 
1*11  tell  thee  Frederick,  but  before  I  tell  thee, 
Settle  thy  Underftanding. 

Fred.  'Tis  prepar'd,  Sir. 

John.  Why  then  mark  what  (hall  follow.  This  Night, 
Frederick, 
This  bawdy  Night  — 

Fred.  I  thought  no  lefs. 

John.  This  blind  Night, 
What  dolt  think  I've  got  ? 

Fred.  The  Pox,  it  may  be. 

John.  Would  'twere  no  worfe :  Ye  talk  of  Revelations, 
I  have  got  a  Revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  arrant  Coxcomb  while  I  live. 

Fred.  What  is't  ? 
Thou  haft  loft  nothing  ? 

John.  No,  I  have  got,  I  tell  thee. 

Fred.  What  haft  thou  got? 

John.  One  of  the  Infantry,  a  Child. 

Fred.  How  ? 

John.  A  chopping  Child,  Man. 
Fred.  'Give  ye  Joy,  Sir. 

John.  A  Lump  of  Lewdnefs  Frederick,  that's  the  Truth 
on't  : 

This  Town's  abominable. 

Fred.  I  ftill  told  ye,  John, 
Your  whoring  muft  come  home  ;  I  counfeil'd  ye : 
gut  where  no  Grace  is  

John.  'Tis  none  o*  mine,  Mao. 

Fred.  Anfwer  the  Parifh  fo. 

John.  Cheated  in  troth  ; 

Peeping 
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Peeping  into  a  Houfe,  by  whom  I  know  not, 
Nor  where  to  find  the  Place  again  :  no,  Frederick, 
Had  I  but  kid  the  Ring  for't ;  'tis  no  poor  one, 
That's  my  beft  Comfort,  for'c  has  brought  about  it 
Enough  to  make  it  Man. 

Fred.  Where  is't  ? 

John.  At  home. 

Fred.  A  faving  Voyage :  But  what  will  you  fay  Signior, 
To  him  that  fearching  out  your  fcrious  Worfliip, 
Has  met  a  (tranger  Fortune  ? 

John.  How,  good  Frederick  ? 
A  militant  Girl  now  to  this  Boy  would  hit  it  ? 

Fred.  No,  mine's  a  nobler  Venture :  What  do  you 
think,  Sir, 
Of  a  diftrelTed  Lady,  one  whofe  Beauty 
Would  over-fell  all  Italy  ? 

John.  Where  is  fhe-  

Fred.  A  Woman  of  that  rare  Behaviour, 
So  qualified,  as  Admiration 

Dwells  round  about  her  :  Of  that  perfect  Spirit  — 

John.  Ay  marry,  Sir. 

Fred.  That  admirable  Carriage, 
That  Sweetnefs  in  Difcourfe  ;  young  as  the  Morning, 
Her  Blufhes  ftaining  his. 

John.  But  where's  this  Creature  ? 
Shew  me  but  that. 

Fred.  That's  all  one,  (he's  forth-coming, 
I  have  her  fure,  Boy. 

John.  Hark  ye  Frederick, 
What  truck  betwixt  my  Infant  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  too  light,  Sir, 
(3)  Stick  to  your  Charge,  good  Bon  John,  I  am  well. 

John.  But  is  there  fuch  a  Wench? 

Fred.  Firft  tell  me  this, 
Did  ye  not  lately  as  ye  walk'd  along* 

(3)  Stick  h your  Chages  ]    The  Mirtake  of  rhc  lait  Edition. 

Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  boch  read  Charge,  but  I  find  Charges,  in  the  old 
Folio.  It  may  be  a  Doubt  whether  we  ihould  read  as  we  do,  or  thus  ; 

Stick  to  our  Chargest  good  Don  John,  lm  <we//. 

Difcover 
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Dtfcover  People  that  were  arm'd,  and  likely 
To  do  Offence  P 

John.  Yes  marry,  and  they  urg'd  it 
As  far  as  they  had  Spirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

John,  A  Gentleman  I  found  ingag'd  amongft  'em, 
It  feems  of  noble  Breeding,  Fm  fure  brave  Metal, 
As  I  returned  to  look  you,  I  fet  in  to  him, 
And  without  hurt  (I  thank  Heav'n)  refcued  him, 
And  came  myfelf  off  fafe  too. 

Fred.  My  Work's  done  then  : 
And  now  to  fatisfy  you,  there  is  a  Woman, 
Oh  John,  there  is  a  Woman— 

John.  Oh,  where  is  fhe  ? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  lefs  Worth  than  I  affure  ye  ; 
And  which  is  more,  fallen  under  my  Protection. 
John.  I  am  glad  of  that :  forward,  fweet  Frederick. 
Fred.  And  which  is  more  than  that,  by  this  Night 
Wandrinff, 

And  which  is  mod  of  all,  fhe  is  at  home  too,  Sir. 

John.  Come,  let's  be  gone  then. 

Fred.  Yes,  but  'tis  mod  certain, 
You  cannot  fee  her,  John. 

John.  Why  ? 

Fred.  She  has  fworn  me 
That  none  elfe  fhall  come  near  her  :  Not  my  Mother, 
'Till  fome  few  doubts  are  clear'd. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ?  What  Chamber  is  fhe  in  ? 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let's  go,  I  fay  : 
A  Woman's  Oaths  are  Wafers,  break  with  making, 
They  muft  for  Modefty  a  little :  We  all  know  it, 

Fred.  No,  Pll  allure  you,  Sir. 

John.  Not  fee  her  ? 
I  fmell  an  old  dog  trick  of  yours  ;  well,  Frederick, 
Ye  talk'd  to  me  of  whoring,  let's  have  fair  play, 
Square  dealing,  I  would  wifli  ye. 

Fred.  When  'tis  come 
(Which  I  know  never  will  be)  to  that  Iffue, 
^our  Spoon  fhall  be  as  deep  as  mine3  Sir. 
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John.  Teli  me, 
And  tell  me  true,  is  the  Caufe  honourable, 
Or  for  your  eafe  ? 

Fred.  By  all  our  Fricndfhip,  Johtij 
5Tis  honeft,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  I  am  anfwer'd : 
Buf  let  me  fee  her  though  j  leave  the  Door  open 
As  ye  go  in. 

Fred.  I  dare  not; 

John.  Not  wide  open, 
But  juft  fo,  as  a  jealous  Husband 
Would  level  at  his  wanton  Wife  through. 

Fred.  That  Courtefie, 
If  ye  defire  no  more,  and  keep  it  ftridtly, 
I  dare  afford  ye :  Come,  'tis  now  near  Morning.  [Exit. 

SCENE  ii 

Enter  Peter,   and  Anthony. 

Pet.  Nay  the  old  Woman's  gone  too. 

Ant.  She's  a  Cattervvauling 
Among  the  Gutters  :  But  conceive  me,  Peter, 
Where  oar  good  Matters  mould  be  ? 

Pet.  Where  they  mould  be 
I  do  conceive,  but  where  they  are,  good  Anthony  

Ant.  Ay,  there  it  goes :  My  Matters  bo-peeps  with  me, 
With  his  fly  popping  in  and  out  again, 
Argued  a  Caufe,  a  frippery  Caufe. 

Pet.  Believe  me, 
They  bear  up  with  fome  carvel. 

Ant.  I  do  believe  thee, 
For  thou  haft  fuch  a  Matter  for  that  Chafe, 
That  'till  he  fpend  his  Main  Matt  

Pet.  Pray  remember 
Your  Courtefie,  good  Anthony,  and  withal, 
How  long  'tis  fince  your  Matter  fprung  a  leak, 
He  had  a  found  one  fmce  he  came. 

Ant.  Hark.    Pel.  What?  [Lute  founds  within. 

Ant.  Dolt  not  hear  a  Lute  ? 
Again!    Pet.  Where  is':? 

Ant. 
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Jnt.  Above  in  my  Mailer's  Chamber. 

Pet.  There's  no  Creature  ;  he  hath  the  Key  himfelf,  Man, 

(4)  Ant.  This  is  his  Lute,  Jet  him  have  it. 

Pet.  I  grant  you  ;  but  who  ftrikes  it? 

Ant.  An  admirable  Voice  too,  hark  ye. 

SONG,(  [within.] 

Mercilefs  Love,  whom  Nature  hath  deny'd 
The  ufe  of  Eyes,  left  then  JJjouldft  take  a  pride 
And  glory  in  thy  Murthers :  Why  am  I, 
That  never  yet  tranfgrefs'd  thy  Deity, 
C5)  Never  broke  Vow,  from  whofe  Eyes  never  flew 
"Difdainful  Bart,  who  fe  hard  Heart  none  e'er  flew, 
'Thus  ill  rewarded?  Thou  art  young  and  fair , 
Thy  Mother  foft  and  gentle  as  the  Air, 
Thy  holy  Fire  ft  ill  burning,  blown  with  Prayer. 
Then  ever  lofting  Love  reft  rain  thy  Will, 
9Tis  God-like  to  have  Power,  hit  not  to  kill. 

(4)  Ant.  This  is  his  lute.  Let  him  have  it.]  The  Song  wa\  In- 
ferted  before  this  Line  in  the  two  former  Editions.  The  Reafon  of 
the  Change  of  its  Plac*  is  very  plain. 

(5)  Never  broke  Few,  from  whofe  Eyes  never 
Flew  difdainful  Dart, 

Whofe  hard  Heart  never 
Slew  thofe  Rewards;,*  ? 

Thou  art  young  and  fair,]    The  fecond  Folio  boalb  of  having 
at  no  fmall  Coft  obtained  a  Copy  of  thefe  Plays  corrected  by  an  inti- 
mate and  ingenious  Friend  of  both  the  Authors,  with  feveral  Pro- 
logues, Epilogues  and  Song?,  not  inferted  in  the  former  Folio,  or  in 
any  of  the  old  Quaistos.    1  never  was  able  yet  to  trace  the  lead  Foot- 
ftepsof  any  fucii  ingehWiis  Co'  reclcr  of  the  fecond  Folio,  except  in  one 
fingle  Play,  viz.  The  Fulfe  One,  iu  which  there  are  feveral  jullFmen- 
dations.  But  I  veriiy  believe  that  they  were  not  made  from  the  Ccpy 
thus  boafted  of ;  fur  this  is  one  of  the  Songs  inferced  from  it,  and  the 
Reader  will  fee  how  exceedirgly  incorrect  it  is  printed.  The  Meafure 
of  all,  except  the  laft  Line  queted^above,  only  wants  to  be  replac'd ; 
but  that  laft  is  deficient  in  Senie  as  well  as  Meafure.    I  fuppofe  the 
Word  ill  to  have  been  the  Monofyllable  loft,  and  Rewarders  to  have 
been  put  for  rewarded,  and  then  it  would  run  ■       Thus  Rewarded  : 
This  being  too  glaringly  abiurd  might  be  thought  to  be  amended  by 
making  it         'Tboft  Rewarders. 
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Pet.  Anthony^ 
Apt  fure  we  are  at  home  ? 

'Ant.  Without  all  doubt,  Peter. 

Pet.  Then  this  muft  be  the  Devi!. 

Ant.  Let  it  be* 
Good  Devil  fing  again  :  O  dainty  Devil ! 
Peter  believe  it,  a  moft  delicate  Devil, 
The  fweeteft  Devil  

Enter  Frederick,  and  Bon  John. 

Fred.  If  ye  could  leave  peeping. 

John.  I  cannot  by  no  means. 

Fred.  Then  come  in  foftly, 
And  as  ye  love  your  Faith,  prefume  no  further 
Than  ye  have  promifed. 

John.  Baft  a. 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  fo  early,  Sir  ? 

John.  You,  Sir,  in  your  Contemplations. 

Pet.  O  pray  ye  Peace,  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  Peace,  Sir  ? 

Pet.  Do  you  -hear  ! 

John.  'Tis  your  Lute. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fpeak  foftly, 
She's  playing  on't. 

Ant.  The  Houfe  is  haunted,  Sir* 
For  this  we  have  heard  this  half  Year. 

Fred.  Ye  faw  nothing  ? 

Ant.  Not  L 

Pet.  Nor  I,  Sir. 

Fred.  Get  us  our  Breakfafl  then,  and  make  no  Words  on't; 
We'll  undertake  this  Spirit,  if  it  be  one. 

Ant.  This  is  no  Devil,  Peter.    [Sing.]    Mum,  there  be 
Bats  abroad.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

Fred.  Stay,  now  fhe  fings. 

John.  An  Angel's  Voice  Pll  fwear. 

Fred.  Why  did'ft  thou  flirug  fo  ? 
Either  allay  this  Heat  j  or  as  I  live 
I  will  not  truft  ye. 

John.  Pafc:  I  warrant  ye.  [Exeunt. 


[Sing  again, 
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Enter  Conftantia. 

Con.  To  curfe  thofe  Stars,  that  Men  fay  govern  us, 
To  rail  at  Fortune,  fall  out  with  my  Fate, 
And  tax  the  general  World,  will  help  me  nothing  : 
Alas,  I  am  the  fame  ftill,  neither  are  they 
Subject  to  helps,  or  hurts :  Our  own  Defires 
Are  our  own  Fates,  our  own  Stars,  all  our  Fortunes, 
Which  as  we  fway 'cm,  fo  abufe,  or  blefs  us. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John  peeping, 

Fred.  Peace  to  your  Meditations. 

John.  Pox  upon  ye, 
Stand  out  o'th'  Light. 

Con.  I  crave  your  Mercy,  Sir, 
My  Mind  o'er-charg'd  with  care  made  me  unmannerly. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fee  that  Mind  at  reft,  all  mall  be 
perfect. 

■    John.  I  like  the  Body  rare,  a  handfome  Body, 
A  wondrous  handfome  Body  :  Would  fhe  would  turn  ; 
See,  and  that  fpightful  Puppy  be  not  got 
Between  me  and  my  Light  again. 

Fred.  'Tis  done, 
As  all  that  you  command  mall  be:  The  Gentleman 
Is  fafely  off  all  Danger. 

John.  O  de  Bios. 

Con.  How  mall  I  thank  ye,  Sir  ?  how  fatisfie  ? 

Fred.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  Lady,  all's  rewarded. 
Now  does  he  melt  like  Marmalad.  [Afide* 

John.  Nay,  'tis  certain, 
Thou  art  the  fweeteft  Woman  I  e'er  look'd  on  : 
I  hope  thou  art  not  honeft. 

Fred.  None  difturb'd  ye  ? 

Con.  Not  any,  Sir,  nor  any  Sound  came  near  me, 
I  thank  your  care. 

Fred.  'Tis  well. 

John.  I  would  fain  pray  now, 
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(6)  But  th*  Devil  and  that  Flefli  there,  (O  the  World  !) 
What  are  we  made  to  fuffer  ? 

Fred.  He'll  enter  ; 
Pull  in  your  Head  and  be  hang'd. 

John.  Hark  ye,  Frederick. 
I  have  brought  ye  home  your  Pack-Iaddle. 

Fred.  Pox  upon  ye. 

Con.  Nay  let  him  enter :  Fie  my  Lord  the  Duke, 
Stand  peeping  at  your  Friends. 

Fred.  Ye  are  cozen'd,  Lady, 
Here  is  no  Duke. 

Con.  I  know  him  full  well,  Signior. 

John.  Hold  thee  there,  Wench. 

Fred.  This  mad-brain'd  Fool  will  fpoil  alL 

Con.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  come  in. 

John.  My  Grace, 
There  was  a  Word  of  Comfort. 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter, 
Who  e'er  he  be  ? 

John.  Well  follow'd,  Frederick. 

Con.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Fred.  Come  in  then. 

Enter  Don  John. 
John.  'Blefs  ye,  Lady. 

Fred.  Nay  ftart  not,  though  he  be  a  Stranger  to  ye  * 
He's  of  a  noble  Strain,  my  Kinfman,  Lady, 
My  Country-man,  and  Fellow  Traveller, 
One  Bed  contains  us  ever,  one  Purfe  feeds  us, 
And  one  Faith's  free  between  us  5  do  not  fear  him, 
He's  truly  honeft. 

John.  That's  a  Lye. 

Fred,  And  trufty, 
Beyond  your  Wifhes :  Valiant  to  defend, 

(6)  But  thy  Devil  and  that  Fiejh  there,  o*  the  World, 

What  are  vue  made  to  fuffer  There  are  two  ways  of  csrre&ing 
this,  either  by  making  it,  (O  the  World!  )  an  exclamatory  Paren- 
thefis,  or  by  reading,  and  the  World —  the  Senfe  would  then  be,  That 
bs  would  pray,  if  that  Flem  there,  the  Wc rid  and  the  Devil  did  not 
prevent  him.    I  prefer  the  former,  as  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

And 
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And  modeft  to  converfe  with,  as  your  Blufhes. 

John.  Now  may  I  hangmyfeif;  this  Commendation 
Has  broke  the  Neck  of  all  my  Hopes :  For  now 
Muft  I  cry,  "  no  forfooth,  and  I  forfooth,  and  furely* 
**  And  truly  as  J  live,  and  as  I  am  honeft. 
H'as  done  theie  things  for  'nonce  too  j  for  he  knows, 
Like  a  mod  envious  Rafcal  as  he  is, 
I  am  not  honeft,  nor  defire  to  be, 
Efpecially  this  way :  H'as  watch  d  his  time, 
But  I  mall  quit  him. 

Con.  Sir,  I  credit  ye. 

Fred.  Go  kifs  her,  John. 

John.  Plague  o'  your  Commendations. 

Con.  Sir,  1  fhall  now  defire  to  be  a  trouble. 

John.  Never  to  me,  fweet  Lady :  Thus  I  feal 
My  Faith,  and  all  my  Service. 

Con.  One  Word,  Seignior. 

John.  Now  'tis  impoffible  I  mould  be  honeft, 
iShe  kiffes  with  a  Conjuration 

Would  make  the  Devil  dance :  What  points  fhe  at  ? 
My  Leg  I  warrant,  or  my  well  knit  Body, 
Sit  faft,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  'Twas  given  him  by  that  Gentleman 
You  took  fuch  care  of ;  his  own  being  loft  i'th'  fcufHe. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  wear  it:  'tis  a  right  one, 
I  can  aflure  ye,  Gentleman,  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  in  all  Fights  for  that  fair  Service. 

Fred.  Why  do  ye  blufti  ? 

Con.  'T  had  almoft  cozen'd  me, 
For  not  to  lye,  when  I  faw  that,  I  look'd  for 
Another  Mafter  of  it  ;  but  'tis  well.         {Knock  within, 

Fred.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Anthony. 

Stand  ye  a  little  clofe  :  Come  in,  Sir,  {Exit  Con. 

Now  what's  the  News  with  you? 

Ant.  There  is  a  Gentleman  without 
Would  fpeak  with  Don  John. 

John.  Who,  Sir? 

Ant.  I  do  not  know,  Sir,  but  he  mews  a  Man 
Vol.  V.  C  Of 
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Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Fred.  Let  him  fhew  his  Name, 
And  then  return  a  little  wifer. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir.  [Exit  Anthony. 

Fred.  How  do  you  like  her,  John  ? 

John.  As  well  as  you,  Frederick, 
For  all  I'm  honeft  ;  you  fhall  nnd  it  fo  too. 

Fred.  Art  thou  not  honeft  ? 

John.  Art  thou  an  Afs  ? 
And  modejl  as  her  Blujhes  ?  Why,  what  Blockhead 
Would  e'er  have  popt  out  fuch  a  dry  Apology, 
For  his  dear  Friend  ?  And  to  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  Woman  of  her  Youth,  and  Delicacy. 
They're  Arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 
An  honeft  moral  Man  ?  Tis  for  a  Conftable  : 
A  handfome  Man,  a  wholefome  Man,  a  tough  Man, 
A  liberal  Man,  a  likely  Man,  a  Man 
Made  up  like  Hercules,  unflak'd  with  Service: 
The  fame  to  Night,  to  morrow  Night,  the  next  Night, 
And  fo  to  perpetuity  of  Pleafurcs, 
Thefe  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things  catching  : 
But  you  have  fuch  a  fpie'd  confideration, 
Such  qualms  upon  your  Worfhip's  Conscience, 
Such  Chil-blains  in  your  Blood,  that  all  things  pinch  ye, 
Which  Nature,  and  the  liberal  World  makes  Cuftom, 
And  nothing  but  fair  Honour,  O  fweet  Honour! 
Hang  up  your  Eunuch  Honour :  That  I  was  trufty, 
And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in  ;  but  modeft  ! 
A  modeft  Gentleman  !  O  Wit  where  waft  thou  ? 

Fred'.  I'm  forry,  John. 

John.  My  Lady's  Gentlewoman 
Would  laugh  me  to  a  School-boy,  make  me  blufh 
With  playing  with  my  Codpiece  point :  Fie  on  thee, 
A  Man  of  thy  Difcretion  P 

Fred.  It  fhall  be  mended  : 
And  henceforth  ye  fhall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthony. 

John.  I  look  for't :  How  now,  who  is't  ? 
■Ant:  A  Gentleman  of  this  Town, 

And 
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And  calls  himfclf  Petruchio. 


Enter  Cohftantia. 


John.  I'll  attend  him. 

Con.  How  did  he  call  himfclf?    Fred.  Petruchio^ 
Does  it  concern  you  ought  ? 

Con,  O  Gentlemen, 
The  Hour  of  my  Deftrudlion  is  come  on  me, 
I  am  difcover'd,  loft,  left  to  my  Ruin : 
As  ever  ye  had  pity — 1 — — 

John.  Do  not  fear, 
Let  the  great  Devil  come,  he  fhall  go  through  me : 
Loft  here,  and  we  about  ye  ? 

Fred.  Fall  before  us  ? 

Con.  O  my  unfortunate  Eftate,  all  Angers 
Compar'd  to  his,  to  his- 

Fred.  Let  his,  and  all  Mens, 
Whilft  we  have  Power  and  Life —  ftand  up  for  Heav'n 


Con.  I  have  offended  Heav'n  too  ;  yet  Heav'n  knows — 
John.  We  are  all  evil : 
Yet  Heav'n  forbid  we  fhould  have  our  deferts. 
What  is  he  ?    Con.  Too  too  near  to  my  Offence,  Sir  ; 
O  he  will  cut  me  piece-meal. 
Fred.  'Tis  no  Treafon? 
John.  Let  it  be  what  it  will,  if  he  cut  here, 
I'll  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred.  He  muft  buy  you  dear, 
With  more  than  common  Lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  not : 
By  Heav'n  I'll  fire  the  Town  before  ye  perifli, 
And  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  we'll  jog  with  ye. 
Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  Eyes. 
John.  Pray  no  more  weeping  : 
Spoil  a  fweet  Face  for  nothing  ?  My  return 
Shall  end  all  this  I  warrant  you. 


fake. 


Con.  Heav'n  grant  it. 


[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Petruchio,  with  a  Letter. 

Petr.  This  Man  Ihould  be  of  fpecial  Rank  : 
For  thefe  commends  carry  no  common  way, 
No  flight  worth  with  'em : 
He  mall  be  he. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  'Save  ye,  Sir:  I'm  forry 
My  Bufinefs  was  fo  unmannerly,  to  make  ye 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Petr.  Occafions  mull  be  ferv'd,  Sir : 
But  is  your  Name  Don  John  ? 

John.  .  It  IS)  Sir.    Petr.  Then, 
Firft,  for  your  own  brave  fake  I  mull  embrace  ye : 
Next,  from  the  Credit  of  your  noble  Friend 
Hernando  de  Alvara,  make  ye  mine  : 
Who  lays  his  Charge  upon  me  in  this  Letter 
To  look  ye  out,  and  for  the  Goodnefs  in  ye, 
Whilft  your  Occafions  make  ye  Refident 
In  this  place,  to  fupply  ye,  love  and  honour  ye : 
Which  had  I  but  known  fooncr 

John.  Noble  Sir, 
You'll  make  my  thanks  too  poor:  I  wear  a  Sword,  Sir, 
And  have  a  Service  to  be  (till  difpos'd  of, 
As  you  mall  pleafe  command  it. 

Petr.  Gentle  Sir, 
That  manly  Courtefie  is  half  my  Bufinefs : 
And  to  be  Iriort,  to  make  ye  know  I  honour  ye, 
And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  like  Oracle, 
And  how  above  my  Friends,  which  are  not  few, 
And  thofe  not  flack,  I  eftimate  your  Virtues, 
Make  yourfelf  underftand,  this  Day  Petruchio, 
A  Man  that  may  command  the  ftrength  of  this  Place, 
Hazard  the  boldefl  Spirits,  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a  noble  Office. 

John.  Forward,  I'm  free  to  entertain  it. 

Petr. 
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Petr.  Thus  then  : 
I  do  befeech  ye  mark  me. 
John.  I  lhall  do  it. 

Petr.  Ferrarah  Duke,  would  I  might  call  him  worthy* 
But  that  h'  has  raz'd  out  from  his  Family, 
As  he  has  mine  with  infamy,  this  Man, 
Rather  this  powerful  Monfier,  we  being  left 
But  two  of  all  our  Houfe,  to  flock  our  Memories, 
My  Sifter,  and  myfelf ;  with  Art?,  and  Witchcrafts, 
Vows,  and  fuch  Oaths  Heav'n  has  no  Mercy  for, 
Drew  to  difhonour  this  weak  Maid,  by  ftealths, 
And  fecret  Paflages  I  knew  not  of, 
Oft  he  obtain'd  his  Wi flies,  oft  abus'd  her  : 
I  am  afham'd  to  lay  the  reft  :  This  purchas'd, 
And  his  hot  Blood  allay 'd,  as  Friends  forfake  us 
At  a  Miles  end  upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  Name  to  ruin. 

John.  This  was  foul  Play, 
And  ought  to  be  rewarded  fo. 

Petr.  I  hope  fo  \ 
He  Ycap'd  me  Yefter-night :  Which  if  he  dare 
Again  adventure  for,  Heav'n  pardon  him, 
I  mall  with  all  my  Heart. 

John.  For  me,  brave  Seignior, 
What  do  ye  intend  ? 

Petr.  Only,  fair  Sir,  this  Truft, 
Which  from  the  Commendations  of  this  Letter., 
I  dare  prefume  well  plac'd,  nobly  to  bear  him 
By  word  of  Mouth  a  fingle  Challenge  from  me, 
That  Man  to  Man,  if  he  have  Honour  in  him, 
We  may  decide  all  Difference. 

John.  Fair,  and  noble, 
And  I  will  do  it  home :  When  lhall  I  vifit  ye  ? 

Petr.  Pleafe  you  this  afternoon,  I  will  ride  with  you  : 
For  at  a  Caftle  fix  Miles  hence,  we're  fure 
To  find  him. 

John,  I'll  be  ready. 

Petr.  To  attend  ye, 
My  Man  fhall  wait  \  with  all  my  Love.       [Exit  Petr. 

John.  My  Service  fhall  not  fail  yc. 

C  3  Enter 
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Enter  Frederick. 
Fred.  How  now  ? 

John.  All's  well :  Who  doft  thou  think  this  Wench  is  ? 
Guefs,  and  thou  canft  ? 

Fred.  I  cannot. 

John.  Be  it  known  then, 
To  all  Men  by  thefe  Prefents,  this  k  fhe, 
She,  (he,  and  only  fhe,  our  curious  Coxcomhs 
Were  errant  two  Months  after, 

Fred.  Who,  Conjlantia  ? 
Thou  talk'ft  of  Cocks  and  Bulls. 

John.  I  talk  of  Wenches, 
Of  Cocks  and  Hens,  Don  Frederick ;  this  is  the  Pullet 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred.  It  cannot  be. 

John.  It  (hall  be  ; 
Sifter  to  Don  Petruchio:  I  know  all,  Man. 

Fred.  Now  I  believe. 

John.  Go  to,  there  has  been  ftirring, 
Fumbling  with  Linnen,  Frederick. 

Fred.  'Tis  impofiible, 
You  know  her  Fame  was  pure  as  Fire. 

John.  That  pure  Fire 
Has  melted  out  her  Maiden-head :  She's  crack'd  \ 
We've  all  that  hope  of  our  fide,  Boy. 

Fred.  Thou  tell 'ft  me, 
To  my  Imagination,  things  incredible  : 
I  fee  no  loofe  Thought  in  her. . 

John.  That's  all  one, 
She  is  loofe  i'th'  hilts  by  Heav'n  :  But  the  World  muft 
know 

A  fair  way,  upon  Vow  of  Marriage. 

Fred.  There  may  be  fuch  a  flip. 

John.  And  will  be,  Frederick* 
Whilft  the  old  Game's  a-foot :  I  fear  the  Boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I  took  up. 

Fred.  Good  Circumftance 
May  cure  ail  this  yet. 

John, 
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John.  There  thou  hit'ft  it,  Frederick : 
Come,  let's  walk  in  and  comfort  her:  Her  being  here 
Is  nothing  yet  fufpefted  :  Anon  I'll  tell  thee 
Wherefore  her  Brother  came,  who  by  this  light 
Is  a  brave  noble  Feilow,  and  what  Honour 
H'as  done  to  me  a  Stranger :  There  be  Irons 
Heating  for  fome,  wilj  hifs  into  their  Heart  bloods, 
E'er  all  be  ended  •,  fo  much  for  this  time. 


ACT   III.     SCENE  I. 


Land.        O  M  E,  ye  do  know. 

Pet.  I  do  not  by  this  Hand,  Miftrefs. 

But  I  fufpeft. 

Land.  What  ? 

Pet.  That  if  Eggs  continue 
At  this  Price,  Women  will  ne'er  be  fav'd 
By  their  good  Works. 

Land.  I  will  know. 

Pet.  Ye  mall,  any  thing 
Lies  in  my  Power  :  The  Duke  of  Lorain  now 
Is  feven  Thoufand  ftrong  :  I  heard  it  of  a  Filh-wife, 
A  Woman  of  fine  Knowledge. 

Land.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Pet.  The  Pope's  Bulls  are  broke  loofe  too,  and  'tis 
fufpedted 
They  mall  be  baited  in  England. 

Land.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Pet.  No,  'tis  not  fo  well  neither. 

Land.  But  I  fay  to  ye. 
Who  is  it  keeps  your  Mafter  Company  f 

Pet.  I  fay  to  you,  Bon  John.  , 

Land.  I  fay  what  Woman  ? 

Pet.  I  fay  fo  too. 


Fred.  Well,  Sir. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter  Landlady^  and  Peter. 


c  4 


Land. 
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Land.  I  fay  again,  I  will  know„ 

Pet.  I  fay  'tis  fit  ye  fhould. 

Land.  And  I  tell  thee 
He  has  a  Woman  here. 

Pet.  And  I  tell  thee 
'Tis  then  the  better  for  him. 

Land.  You  are  no  Bawd  now  ?  . 

Pet.  Would  I  were  able  to  be  call'd  unto  it: 
A  worfhipful  Vocation  for  my  Eiders ; 
For  as  I  underftand,  it  is  a  Place 
Fitting  my  Betters  far. 

Land.  Was  ever  Gentlewoman  # 
So  frumpt  off  with  a  Fool?  Well,  fawcy  Sirrah* 
1  will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  Purpofe ; 
I  pay  the  Rent,  and  I'll  know  how  my  Houfe 
Comes  by  thefe  Inflammations :  If  this  geer  hold^ 
Bed  hang  a  Sign-poft  up,  to  tell  the  Signiors, 
Here  ye  may  have  Lewdnefs  at  Livery. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Pet.  'Twould  be  a  great  Eafe  to  your  Age. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 
Why  what's  the  matter,  Landlady  ? 

Land.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Ye  ufe  me  decently  among  ye,  Gentlemen. 

Fred.  Who  has  abus'd  her,  you,  Sir? 

Land.  5Ods  my  Witnefs 
I  will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I  will  not. 

Pet.  I  gave  her  no  ill  Language. 

Land  Thou  lyeft  lewdly, 
Thou  took'ft  me  up  at  every  Word  I  fpoke, 
As  I  had  been  a  Maukin,  a  flurt  Gillian  ; 
And  thou  think'ft,  becaufe  thou.can'ft  write  and  read^ 
Our  Nofes  mutt  be  under  thee. 

Fred.  Dare  you,  Sirrah? 

Pet.  Let  but  the  Truth  be  known,  Sir,  I.befeech  ye, 
She  raves  of  Wenches,  and  I  know  not  what,  Sir. 
Land.  Go  to,  thou  know'ft  too  well,  thou  wicked 

Yarkt, 

Thou 
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Thou  Inftrument  of  Evil. 

Pet.  As  I  live,  Sir, 
She  is  ever  thus  till  Dinner. 

Fred.  Get  ye  in, 
I'll  anfwer  you  anon,  Sir. 

Pet.  By  this  Hand 
I'll  break  your  Poflfet-Pan.  [£xf/. 

Land.  Then  by  this  Hood 
I'll  lock  the  Meat  up. 

Fred.  Now  your  Grief,  what  is't  ? 
For  I  can  guefs  - — — *~ 

Land.  Ye  may  with  Shame  enough, 
If  there  were  Shame  amongft  ye  ;  nothing  thought  on, 
But  how  ye  may  abufe  my  Houfe  ?  not  facisfy'd 
With  bringing  home  your  Baftards  to  undo  me, 
But  you  muft  drill  your  Whores  here  too  ?  .My  Patience 
(Becaufe  I  bear,  and  bear,  and  carry  all, 
And  as  they  fay  am  willing  to  groan  under) 
Muft  be  your  Make-fport  now. 

Fred.  No  more  of  thefe  Words, 
Nor  no  more  Murmurings,  Lady :  For  you  know 
That  I  know  fomething.    I  did  fufpedt  your  Anger, 
But  turn  it  prefently  and  handfomely, 
And  bear  yourfelf  difcreetly  to  this  Woman, 
For  fuch  an  one  there  is  indeed. 

Land.  'Tis  well,  Son. 

Fred.  Leaving  your  Devils  Matins,  and  your  Melan- 
cholies, 

Or  we  (hall  leave  our  Lodgings. 

Land.  You  have  much  need 
To  ufe  thefe  vagrant  Ways,  and  to  much  FroSt : 
Ye  had  that  might  content 

(At  home  within  yourfelves  too)  right  good  Gentlemen., 
Wholefome,  and  ye  faid  handfome  :  But'you  Gallants, 
Beaft  that  I  was  to  believe  ye—™*-* 

Fred.  Leave  your  Sgfcicipn : 
For  as  I  live  there's  no  fuch  thing. 

Land.  Jyline  Honour ; 
And  'twere  not  for  mine  Honour, 

Fred.  Come,  your  Honour3 

Your 
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Your  Houfe,  and  you  too,  if  you  dare  believe  me, 
Are  vvelj  enough  :  Sleek  up  yourfclf,  leave  crying, 
For  I  mud  have  ye  entertain  this  Lady 
With  all  Civility,  me  well  deferves  it, 
Together  with  all  Secrecy  :  I  dare  truft  ye, 
For  I  have  found  ye  faithful  :  When  you  know  her, 
You'll  find  your  own  Fault :  No  more  Words,  but  do  it. 
Land.  You  know  you  may  command  me. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Worfhipful  Lady, 
How  does  thy  Velvet  Scabbard  ?  By  this  Hand 
Thou  look'ft  mod  amiably,  now  could  I  willingly, 
And  'twere  not  for  abufing  thy  Geneva  Print  there, 
Venture  my  Body  with  thee. 

Land.  You'll  leave  this  Roguery 
When  you  come  to  my  Years. 

Job*.  By  this  Light 
Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet,  a  meer  Girl, 
Thou  haft  not  half  thy  Teeth  :  Come- 

Fred.  Prithee,  John, 
Let  her  alone,  fhe  has  been  vex'd  already  ; 
She'll  grow  ftark  mad,  Man. 

John.  I  would  fee  her  mad, 
An  old  mad  Woman- 

Fred.  Prithee  be  patient. 

John.  Is  like  a  Miller's  Mare,  troubled  with  Tooth-ach. 
She'll  make  the  rareft  Faces. 

Fred.  Go,  and  do  it, 
And  do  not  mind  this  Fellow. 

Land.  Well,  Don  John, 
There  will  be  Times  again  ;  when,  O  good  Mother, 
\Vha:'s  good  for  a  Camofity  in  the  Bladder  ? 
O  the  green  Water,  Mother. 

John.  Doting  take  ye  -9 
Do  ye  remember  that  ? 

Fred.  She  has  paid  ye  now,  Sir. 

Land.  Clary,  fweet  Mother,  Clary. 

Fred.  Are  ye  fatisfied  ?  * 

Land.  I'll  never  whore  again,  never  give  Petticoats 

And 
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And  Waftecoats  at  five  Pound  apiece :  Good  Mother, 
Quickly  Mother  •,  now  mock  on,  Son. 

John.  A  Devil  grind  your  old  Chaps.    [Exit  Landlady. 

Fred.  By  this  Hand,  Wench, 
I'll  give  thee  a  new  Hood  for  this. 
Has  me  met  with  your  Lordfhip? 

John.  Touchwood  take  her. 

Enter  Anthony. 

She's  a  rare  Ghoftly  Mother. 

Ant.  Below  attends  ye 
The  Gentleman's  Man,  Sir,  that  was  with  you. 

John.  Well,  Sir ; 
My  time  is  come  then ;  yet  if  my  Project  hold, 
You  fhall  not  flay  behind  ;  I'll  rather  cruft 

Enter  Conftantia. 

A  Cat  with  fweet  Milk,  Frederick  j  by  her  Face, 
I  feel  her  Fears  are  working. 

Con.  Is  there  no  way, 
I  do  befeech  ye  think  yet,  to  divert 
This  certain  Danger  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  impoffible  ; 
Their  Honours  are  engag'd. 

Con.  Then  there  muft  be  murther, 
Which,  Gentlemen,  I  (hall  no  fooner  hear  of, 
Than  make  one  in't :  You  may  if  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
Make  all  go  lefs  yet. 

John.  Lady,  were't  mine  own  Caufe, 
I  could  difpenfe  ;  but  loaden  with  my  Friend's  truft. 
I  muft  go  on  j  though  general  Maflacres 
As  much  I  fear-  

Con.  Do  ye  hear,  Sir ;  for  HeavVs  pity 
Let  me  requeft  one  love  of  you. 

Fred.  Yes,  any  thing. 

Con.  This  Gentleman  I  find  too  refolute, 
Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  Caufe  ;  as  ever 
You  did  a  virtuous  Deed,  for  Honour's  fake 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him    your  fair  Temper 
And  noble  Difpofition,  like  wifh'd  Show'rs, 

May 
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May  quench  thofe  eating  Fires,  that  would  fpoil  all  elfe. 
I  fee  in  him  Deftruction. 

Fred.  I  will  do  it ; 
And  'tis  a  wife  Confederation, 
To  me  a  bounteous  Favour.    Hark  ye,  John  ; 
I  will  go  with  ye. 
John.  No. 
Fred.  Indeed  I  will. 
Ye  go  upon  a  hazard  ;  no  denial, 
For  as  I  live,  Til  go. 

John.  Then  make  ye  ready, 
For  I  am  flraight  o*  Horfe-back. 

Fred.  My  Sword  on, 
I  am  as  ready  as,  you  5  what  my  beft  Labour, 
With  all  the  Art  I  have  can  work  upon  'em, 
Be  fure  of,  and  expect  fair  end  ;  the  old  Gentlewoman 
Shall  wait  upon  you  ;  flic's  both  grave  and  private, 
And  ye  may  truft  her  in  all  points. 
(7)  Con.  You're  noble; 
Fred.  And  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand. 
John.  That  Seal  for  me  too, 
And  I  hope  happy  Iflue,  Lady. 

Con.  All  HeavVs  Care  upon  ye,  and  my  Prayers. 
John.  So, 
Now  my  Mind's  at  reft. 


Enter  Antonio,  a  Surgeon^  and  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Come,  Sir,  be  hearty,  all  the  word  is  part. 
Ant.  Give  me  fome  Wine. 
Sur.  'Tis  Death,  Sir, 
Ant.  *Tis  a  Horfe,  Sir. 

(7)  Con.  You  are  noble  % 

And  Jo  I  kifi  your  Hand.~\  The  latter  part  of  this  cer- 
tainly belongs  to  Frederick.  'Tis  the  uliial  Compliment  from  a  Gen- 
tleman to  a  Lady,  but  not  from  a  Lady  to  a  Gentleman  ;  and  John 
feon&rms  ic  by  defiring  the  fame  Favour. 


Fred.  Away,  'tis  late,  John. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


II. 


To 
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To  be  dreft  to  the  Tune  of  Ale  only  ! 
Nothing  hut  Sawces  to  my  Sores ! 

2  Gent.  Fie,  Antonio^ 
You  mull  be  governed. 

Ant.  H'as  giv'n  me  a  damn'd  Clyfter, 
Only  of  Sand  and  Snow- Water,  Gentlemen, 
Has  almoft  fcowr'd  my  Guts  out. 

Sur.  I  have  giv'n  you  that,  Sir, 
Is  fitted  for  your  State. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me 
With  rotten  ends  of  Rooks,  and  drown'd  Chickens, 
Stew'd  Pericraniums,  and  Pia-maters ; 
And  when  I  go  to  Bed  (by  Heav'n  'tis  true,  Gentlemen) 
He  rolls  me  up  in  Lints,  with  Labels  at  'em, 
That  I  am  juit  the  Man  i'th'  Almanack, 

(8)  My  Head  and  Face  is  Aries  Place. 
Syr.  Wili't  pleafe  ye 

To  let  your  Friends  fee  you  open'd? 

Ant.  Will'c  pleafe  you,  Sir, 
To  let  me  have  a  Wench  ?  I  feel  my  Body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet. 

Sur.  How,  a  Wench  ? 

Ant.  Why  look  ye,  Gentlemen,  thus  I  am  us'd  (till, 
I  can  get  nothing  that  I  want. 

1  Gent.  Leave  thefe  things, 
And  let  him  open  ye. 

Ant.  D'  ye  hear,  Surgeon  ? 
Send  for  the  Mufick,  let  me  have  fome  Pleafure 
To  entertain  my  Friends,  befides  your  Sallads, 

(9)  Your  green  Salves,  and  your  Searcloths,  'and  fome 

Wine  too, 

That  I  may  only  fmell  to  ic$  or  by  this  Light 
I'll  die  upon  thy  Hand,  and  fpoil  thy  Cuftom. 
1  Gent.  Let  him  have  Mufick. 

(8)  In  Head  and  Face  ]    Former  Editions. 

(9)  Tour  green  Salves,  and  your  Searches, —  ]  Neither  Mr.  Symp- 
fon  or  I  reject  Searches  as  Nonfenfe,  but  both  think  that  Searcloths 
is  probably  the  true  Word. 
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Enter  Rowland  with  Wine. 

Sur.  5Tis  in  the  Houfe,  and  ready, 
(10)  If  he  will  ask  no  more.  But  Wine—  [Mufiek, 

2  Gent.  He  mail  not  drink  it. 

Sur.  Will  thefe  things  pleafe  ye? 

Ant.  Yes,  and  let  5em  fing 
John  Dorrie. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  too  long. 

Ant.  I'll  have  John  Dorrie, 
For  to  that  warlike  Tune  I  will  be  open'd:  [geori, 
Give  me  fbme  Drink,  have  ye  ftopt  the  Leaks  well*  Sur- 
All  will  run  out  elfe  ? 

Sur.  Fear  not. 

Ant.  Sit  down,  Gentlemen  t 
And  now  advance  your  Plaiflers.    [Song  of  John  Dorrie* 
Give  'em  ten  Shillings,  Friends  ;  how  do  ye  find  me  ? 
What  Symptoms  do  you  fee  now  ? 

Sur.  None,  Sir,  dangerous  i 
But  if  you  will  be  rul'd  

Ant.  What  Time? 

Sur.  I  can  cure  you 
In  forty  Days,  if  you  will  not  tranfgrefs  me. 

Ant.  I  have  a  Dog  fliall  lick  me  whole  in  twenty  5 
In  how  long  canft  thou  kill  me  ? 

Sur.  Prefently. 

Ant.  Do  it,  there's  more  Delight  in't. 

1  Gent.  You  muft  have  Patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I  muft  have  Bufinefs ;  this  foolifh  Fellow 
Hinders  himfelf ;  I  have  a  dozen  Rafcals 
To  hurt  within  thefe  five  Days ;  good  Man-tnender* 
Stop  me  with  fome  Parfly,  like  (tuft  Beef, 
And  let  me  walk  abroad. 

Sur.  Ye  mall  walk  ftiortly. 

Ant.  For  I  muft  find  Petruchio.  » 

2  Gent.  Time  enough. 

1  Gent.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  him  fleep :  within 
thefe  three  Days 

(10)  If  he  will  ask  no  mvre  but  Wine  ]  Former  Editions. 

We'll 
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We'll  beg  ye  leave  to  play. 

z  Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall, 
We'll  certainly  inform  ye. 

Ant.  But  Surgeon,  promife  me 
I  (hall  drink  Wine  then  too. 

Sur.  A  little  temper'd. 

Ant.  Nay,  I'll  no  tempering,  Surgeon.' 

Sur.  Well,  as't  pleafe  ye, 
So  ye  exceed  not. 

Ant.  Farewel :  And  if  ye  find 
The  mad  Slave  that  thus  flafh'd  me,  commend  me  to  him, 
And  bid  him  keep  his  Skin  clofe. 

i  Gent.  Take  your  Reft,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Conftantia,  and  Landlady. 

Con.  I  have  told  ye  all  I  can,  and  more  than  yet 
Thofc  Gentlemen  know  of  me  ;  ever  trufting 
Your  Counfel  and  Concealment ;  for  to  me 
You  feem  a  worthy  Woman  ;  one  of  thofe 
Are  feldom  found  in  our  Sex,  wife  and  virtuous, 
Dire6t  me  I  befeech  ye. 

Land.  Ye  fay  well,  Lady, 
And  hold  ye  to  that  Point,  for  in  thefe  Bufineffes 
A  Woman's  Counfel  that  conceives  the  matter, 
(Do  you  mark  me  ?  that  conceives  the  matter,  Lady) 
Is  worth  ten  Mens  Engagements  :   She  knows  fomething, 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  Wax  ;  when  Men 
Are  giddy-headed,  either  out  of  Wine, 
Or  a  more  Drunkennefs,  vain  Oftentation, 
Difcovering  all  -9  there  is  no  more  keep  in  'em 
Than  hold  upon  an  Eel's  Tail ;  nay,  'tis  held  fafhion 
T'  defame  now  all  they  can. 

Con.  Ay,  but  thefe  Gentlemen  

Land.  Do  not  you  truft  to  that ;  thefe  Gentlemen 
Are  as  all  Gentlemen  of  the  fame  Barrel  ; 
Ay,  and  the  felf-fame  Pickle  too.   Be't  granted, 
They've  us'd  ye  with  Refpccl:  and  fair  Behaviour 

E'er 
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E'er  finec  ye  came,  do  you  know  what  mull  follow  ? 

They're  Spaniards^  Lady,  Gennets  of  high  Mettle, 
Things  that  will  thrafh  the  Devii  or  his  Dam, 
Let  'em  appear  but  cloven. 
Con.  Now  Heav'n  blefs  me. 

Land.  Mad  Colts  will  court  the  Wind  5  I  know  'em, 
Lady, 

To  the  leaft  Hair  they  have  ;  and  I  tell  you, 

Old  as  I  am,  let  but  the  Pint  Pot  bid's  'em* 
They'll  offer  to  my  Years—— 
Con.  How  ? 

Land.  Such  rude  Gambols  

Con.  To  you  ? 

Land.  Ay,  and  fo  handle  me,  that  oft  Pm  forc'd 
To  fight  of  all  four  for  my  Safety  ;  there's  the  younger* 
"Don  John,  the  arrant'ft  Jack  in  all  this  City  ; 
The  other,  Time  has  blafted,  yet  he'll  ftoop, 
If  not  o'erflown,  and  freely  on  the  quarry  ; 
H'as  been  a'Dragon  in  his  days.   (1 1)  But  Tarmontj 
Don  Jenkin  is  the  Devil  himfelf,  the  Dog-days, 
The  moft  incomprehenfible  Whore-mafter, 
Twenty  a  Night  is  nothing  ;  Beggars,  Broom-women* 
And  thofe  fo  miferable,  they  look  like  Famine, 
Are  all  fweet  Ladies  in  his  drink. 

Con.  He's  a  handfome  Gentleman  ; 
Pity  he  fhould  be  mailer  of  fuch  Follies* 

Land.  He's  ne'er  without  a  noife  of  Syringes 
In's  Pocket,  thofe  proclaim  him  5  (12)  Purging-Pil Js* 
Waters  to  cool  his  Confcience,  in  fmall  Viols  : 
With  thoufand  fuch  fjfficient  Emblems;  the  Truth  is* 
Whofe  Chaftity  he  chops  upon  he  cares  not, 

■    (11)  But  Tarmont,]    i.  e.  Termagant. 

(12)  birding  Pills,]    When  a  Word  occurs  that  we  can 

affix  no  Idea  to,  fuitable  to  the  Context,  and  no  Dictionary  or  GloflVry 
will  give  us  any  Affiftance,  we  are  forc'd  to  treat  it  as  a  Corrupticn  ; 
tho'  after  all,  1  believe  there  were  hundreds  of  Words  common  in  our 
Authors  Age,  that  have  no  Exiftence  now  in  any  Dictionary.  Some- 
times the  Context  explains  their  Meaning,  or  they  are  found  in  diffe- 
rent PaiTage;,  and  their  Meaning  more  eaflly  afcertain'd.  Nothing  of 
this  happen?  here,  and  as  the  natural  Word  purging  is  near  the  Trace 
of  the  4*euers  X  have  infertcd  it  in  the  Text. 

He 
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He  flies  at  all ;  Baftards  upon  my  Conference, 
He'as  now  in  making,  multitudes ;  the  laft  Night 
He  brought  home  one  ;  I  pity  her  that  bore  it, 
But  we  are  all  weak  Veffels,  fome  rich  Woman 
(For  wife  I  dare  not  call  her)  was  the  Mother, 
For  it  was  hung  with  Jewels  ;  the  bearing  Cloth 
No  lefs  than  Crimfon  Velvet. 
Con.  How  ? 

Land.  'Tis  true,  Lady.' 

Con.  Was  it  a  Boy  too  ? 

Land.  A  brave  Boy  5  deliberation 
And  judgment  fhew'd  in*s  getting,  as  I'll  fay  for  him3 
He's  as  well  pae'd  for  that  fport— 

Con.  May  I  fee  it? 
For  there's  a  Neighbour  of  mine,  a  Gentlewoman, 
Has  had  a  late  Mifchance,  which  willingly 
I  would  know  further  of ;  now  if  you  pleafe 
To  be  fo  courteous  to  me. 

Land.  Ye  mail  fee  it : 
But  what  do  ye  think  of  thefe  Men  now  ye  know  'em, 
And  of  the  Caufe  I  told  ye  of?  Be  wife, 
Ye  may  repent  too  late  elfe  j  I  but  tell  you 
For  your  own  good,  and  as  you'll  find  it,  Lady. 

Con.  I  am  advis'd. 

Land.  No  more  Words  then  ;  do  that, 
And  inftantly,  I  told  ye  of,  be  ready  ; 
Don  John^  I'll  fit  you  for  your  frumps. 

Con.  I  (hall  be  : 
But  mail  I  fee  this  Child  ? 

Land.  Within  this  half  Hour ; 
Let's  in,  and  there  think  better  ;  (13)  me  that's  wife, 
Leaps  at  Occafion  firft  -9  the  reft  pay  for  it.  [Exeunt. 

( ,   Jht  that's  wife, 

Leafs  at  Occafion  firft  ;  the  reft  pay  for  it.  ]     Mr.  Sympfort 
would  read, 

 *the  reft  pray  for  it. 

i.  e.  The  Wife  feize  Occafion  when  it's  firft  offer  d,  others  only  ft  and 
praying  for  it.  I  cannot  agree  to  this  Emendation,  the  old  Reading 
being  capable  of  a  Senfe  full  as  clear  as  this.  The  Wife  feize  the  firft 
Occafion,  the  reft  nvbo  do  not  do  fo  pay  or  fuffer/er  //. 

Vol.  V.  D  SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Don  John,  and  Frederick . 

John.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  Knowledge,  and  a  Gen- 
tJeman, 

if  I  that  fo  much  love  him,  may  commend  him, 
Of  free  and  virtuous  Parts  ;  and  one,  if  foul  play 
Should  fall  upon  us,  for  which  fear  I  brought  him, 
Will  not  fly  back  for  filJips. 

Petr.  Ye  much  honour  me, 
And  once  more  I  pronounce  ye  both  mine.    Fred.  Stay, 
What  Troop  is  that  below  i'th'  Valley  there  ? 

John.  Hawking,  I  take  it. 

Petr.  They  are  fo ;  'tis  the  Duke,  'tis  ev'n  he,  Gentlemen^ 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  Horfes  'till  we  call  ye, 
I  know  him  by  his  Company, 

Fred.  I  think  too 
He  bends  up  this  way. 

Petr.  So  he  does. 

John.  Stand  you  (till 
Within  that  Covert  'till  I  call :  You,  Frederick, 
By  no  means  be  not  feen,  unlefs  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us  ;  he  comes  forward, 
Here  will  I  wait  him  fairly  :  To  your  Cabins. 

Petr.  I  need  no  more  inftrudt  ye? 

John.  Fear  me  not, 
I'll  give  it  him,  and  boldly.        [Exeunt  Petr.  and  Fred, 

Enter  Duke  and  his  Faction. 

"Duke.  Feed  the  Hawks  up, 
We'll  fly  no  more  to  day ;  O  my  bled  Fortune! 
Have  I  lb  fairly  met  the  Man  ? 

John.  Ye  have,  Sir, 
And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  Honour 
And  Love-  

John.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  flay  there, 
(For  I  know  ye  too  now)  that  Love  and  Honour 
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I  come  not  to  receive  \  nor  can  you  give  it, 
*Till  ye  appear  fair  to  the  World  $  I  muft  befeech  ye 


Duke.  Walk  afide, 
And  out  of  hearing,  I  command  ye  :  Now,  Sir. 

John.  Laft  time  we  met,  I  was  a  Friend. 

Duke.  And  nobly 
You  did  me  a  Friend's  Office :  Let  your  Bufinefs 
Be  what  it  may,  you  muft  be  ftill-  

John.  Your  pardon, 
Never  a  Friend  to  him,  cannot  be  Friend 
To  his  own  Honour. 

Duke.  In  what  have  I  tranfgrefs'd  it  ?  § 
Ye  make  a  bold  Breach  at  the  firft,  Sir. 

John.  Bolder, 
You  made  that  Breach  that  let  in  Infamy, 
And  Ruin,  to  furprife  a  noble  Stock. 

Duke.  Be  plain*  Sir. 

John.  I  will,  and  fhort;  ye've  wrong'd  a  Gentleman*, 
Little  behind  yourfelf,  beyond  all  Juftice, 
Beyond  the  Mediation  of  all  Friends. 

Duke.  The  Man,  and  manner  of  Wrong  i 

John.  Petruchio, 
The  Wrong,  ye've  whor'd  his  Sifter* 

Duke.  What's  his  Will  in'tr 

John.  His  Will  is  to  oppofe  you  like  a  Gentleman, 
And  fingle^  to  decide  all. 

Duke.  Now  ftay  you,  Sir, 
And  hear  me  with  the  like  Belief :  This  Gentleman, 
His  Sifter  that  you  nam'd,  true,  I've  long  lov'd, 
Nor  was  that  Love  lafcivious,  as.  he  makes  it ; 
As  true,  I  have  enjoy 'd  her  :  No  lefs  Truth, 
I  have  a  Child  by  her :  But  that  (he,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  Family  are  tainted, 
Suffer  difgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  Pleafures, 
I  wear  a  Sword  to  fatisfie  the  World  no, 
And  him  in  this  Caufewhen  he  pleafe^  for  know,  Sir, 
She  is  my  Wife,  contracted  before  Heav'n, 
(Witnefs  I  owe  more  tye  to,  than  her  Brother) 
Nor  will  I  fly  from  that  Name,  which  long  fines 


D  2  * 


H4 


^2  7%e  Chances. 

Had  had  the  Churches  Approbation, 
(14)  But  for  his  jealous  Anger. 

John.  Sir,  your  Pardon, 
And  all  that  was  my  Anger,  now  my  Service. 

Duke.  Fair  Sir,  I  knew  I  Ihould  convert  ye  j  had  we 
But  that  rough  Man  here  now  too*— n 

John.  And  ye  mail,  Sir  : 
Whoa,  hoa,  hoo. 

Duke.  I  hope  ye've  laid  no  Ambufh  ? 

Enter  Petruchio. 

John.  Only  Friends. 

Duke.  My  noble  Brother,  welcome : 
Come  put  your  Anger  off,  we  will  no  fighting, 
Unlefs  you  will  maintain  1  am  unworthy 
To  bear  that  Name. 

Petr.  D'  you  fpeak  this  heartily  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  Soul,  and  truly ;  the  firft  Prieft 
Shall  put  you  out  of  theie  doubts. 

Petr.  Now  I  love  ye  ; 
And  I  befeech  you  pardon  my  Sufpicions. 
You  are  now  more  than  a  Brother,  a  brave  Friend  too. 

John.  The  good  Man's  over-joy'd. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How,  how,  how  goes  it  ? 

John.  Why,  the  Man  has  his  Mare  again,  and  all's  well, 

Frederick, 

The  Duke  profefles  freely  he's  her  Husband. 

Fred.  'Tis  a  good  hearing. 

John.  Yes,  for  modeft  Gentlemen. 
I  muft  prefent  ye  :  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
To  number  this  brave  Gentleman,  my  Friend, 
And  noble  Kinfman,  amongfl:  thofe  your  Servants. 

Duke.  O  my  brave  Friend  !  you  fhow'r  your  Bounties 
on  me 

(14)  But  for 'bis  jealous  Danger.]  i.t.  For  the  Danger  arifing 
from  his  Jealoufy  :  But  from  what  the  Duke  fays  to  Petrucbio  below. 
Anger  feems,  both  to  Mr.  Sywpjcn  and  me,  to  be  moft  probably  the 
true  Word. 

•  Amongfl 
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Amongft  my  beft  Thoughts,  Seignior,  in  which  Number 
You  being  worthily  difpos'd  already, 
May  place  your  Friend  to  honour  me. 

Fred,  My  Love,  Sir, 
And  where  your  Grace  dares  truft  me,  all  my  Service. 

Petr.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  happy  :  But  now,  Brother, 
Now  comes  the  bittec  to  our  fweet :  Conjiantia, 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her  ? 

Petr.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I  know  : 
Wing'd  with  her  fears  laft  Night,  beyond  my  knowledge, 
She  quit  my  Houfe,  but  whither  ?       .  m..." 

Fred.  Let  not  that  

Duke.  No  more,  good  Sir,  I've  heard  too  much. 

Petr.  Nay,  fink  not, 
She  cannot  be  fo  loft. 

John.  Nor  fhall  not,  Gentlemen  ; 
Be  free  again,  the  Lady's  found  j  that  Smile,  Sir, 
Shews  ye  diftruft  your  Servant. 

Duke.  I  do  befeech  ye  • 

John.  Ye  mall  believe  me  :  By  my  Soul  fhe's  fafe. 
Duke.  Heav'n  knows,  I  would  believe,  Sir. 
Fred.  Ye  may  fafely. 

John.  And  under  noble  ufage :  This  fair  Gentleman 
Met  her  in  all  her  doubts  laft  Night,  and  to  his  Guard 
(Her  fears  being  ftrong  upon  her)  fhe  gave  her  Perfon, 
Who  waited  on  her  to  our  Lodging  ;  where  all  refpecl, 
Civil  and  honeft  fervice  now  attend  her. 

Petr.  Ye  may  believe  now. 

Duke.  Yes,  I  do,  and  ftrongly : 
Well,  my  good  Friends,  or  rather  my  good  Angels, 
For  ye  have  both  prefer  v'd  me    when  thefe  Virtues 
Die  in  your  Friend's  Remembrance  — 

John,  Good  your  Grace, 
Lofe  no  more  time  in  Compliment,  'tis  too  preciou?, 
I  know  it  by  myfelf  there  can  be  no  Hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  Hopes  j  efpecially 
In  way  of  lufty  Pieafures. 

Petr.  He  has  hit  it. 

Fred.  To  horfe  again  then,  for  this  Ni^ht  Til  crown  ye 
With  all  the  Joys  ye  wi(h  for. 
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Petr.  Happy  Gentlemen.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Francifco. 

Fran.  This  is  the  maddeft  Mifchief :  never  Fool 
Was  fo  fobb?d  off,  as  I  am ;  made  ridiculous, 
And  to  myfelf  mine  own  Afs :  Truft  a  Woman  ? 
I'll  truft  the  Devil  firft  ;  for  he  dare  be 
Better  than's  Word  fometime  :  What  Faith  have  I  broke? 
in  what  Obfervance  fail'd  ?  Let  me  confider, 

Enter  Don  John,  a&d  Frederick. 

Fpr  this  is  monftrous  Ufage. 

Fred.  Let  them  talk, 
[We'll  ride  on  fair  and  foftly. 

Fran.  Well,  Conftantia. 

Fred.  Conftantia!  what's  this  Fellow  ?  Stay  by  all 
means. 

Fran.  Ye've  fpun  yourfelf  a  fair  Thread  now. 
Fred.  Stand  (till,  John. 

Fran.  What  Caufe  had  you  to  fly  ?  What  Fear  pof- 
fed  ye? 

Were  ye  not  fafely  lodg'd  from  all  Sufpicion  ? 
Us'd  with  all  gentle  means  ?  Did  any  know 
How  ye  came  thither,  or  what  your  Sin  was. 

Fred.  John, 
I  fmcll  fome  Juggling,  John. 

John.  Yes,  Frederick, 
I  fear  it  will  be  found  fo. 

Fran.  So  ftrangely, 
Without  the  Counfel  of  your  Friends ;  fo  defperately 
To  put  all  Dangers  on  ye? 

Fred.  'Tjs  fhe. 

Fran.  So  deceitfully, 
After  xi  Stranger's  Lure  ! 

John.  Did  ye  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 

Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  Monfter ;  and  the  Law 
More  cruel  to  reward  ye  ?  to  leave  all, 
All  that  fhould  be  your  Safeguard,  to  feek  Evils  ? 
Was  this  your  Wifdom  ?  this  your  Promife?  well, 
fie  that  incited  ye-r— 

FM> 
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Fred.  Mark  that  too. 

John.  Yes,  Sir.  [Lady, 

Fran.  'Had  better  have  ploughed  farther  off  *  now, 
What  will  your  laft  Friend,  he  that  fhould  preferve  ye, 
And  hold  your  Credit  up,  the  brave  Antonio, 
Think  of  this  Slip  ?  He'll  to  Petrucbio, 
And  call  for  open  Juftice. 

John.  *Tis  the,  Frederick. 

Fred.  But  what  that  he  is,  John. 

Fran:  I  do  not  doubt  yet 
To  bolt  ye  out,  for  I  know  certainly 
Ye  are  about  the  Town  ftill :  Ha,  no  more  Words.  [Exit 

Fred.  Well. 

John.  Very  well. 

Fred.  Difcreetly. 

John.  Finely  carried. 

Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  thefe  Tricks  ? 
John.  Ten  to  One,  Sir. 
I  fhall  meet  with  'em  if  ye  have. 
Fred.  Is  this  honeft  ? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a  Friend's  part  to  deal  doubTe  ? 
I  am  no  Afs,  Don  Frederick.  t 

Fred.  And,  Don  John, 
It  (hall  appear  I  am  no  Fool :  Difgrace  me 
To  make  yourfclf  a  Letcher? 
'Tis  boyiflh,  bafe. 

John.  5Tis  falfe,  and  mod  unmanly  to  upbraid  me, 
Nor  will  I  be  your  Bolder,  Sir.  [Eunuch, 

Fred.  Thou  wanton  Boy,  thou'dft  better  have  been 
Thou  common-Woman's  Courtefy,  than  thus 
Lafcivious  ;  bafely  to  have  bent  mine  Honour. 
A  Friend  ?  I'll  make  a  Horfe  my  Friend  firft. 

John.  Holla,  holla, 
Ye  kick  too  faft,  Sir :  What  ftrange  Brains  have  you  got, 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely  ?  I  better  been  an  Eunuch  ? 
I  privy  to  this  Dog-trick  ?  clear  yourfelf, 
For  I  know  where  the  Wind  fits,  and  molt  nobly, 
Or  as  I  have  a  Life—  

Fred.  No  more :  Their  Horfes. 

\A  Noife  within  like  Horfes, 
D  4  No* 
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Nor  fhew  no  difcontent :  To  Morrow  comes ; 
Let's  quietly  away  :  If  flie  be  at  home, 
Our  Jealoufies  are  put  off. 
John.  The  Fellow, 

Enter  Duke,  and  Petruchio. 

We've  loft  him  in  our  Spleens,  like  Fools. 

Duke.  Come,  Gentlemen, 
Now  feton  roundly  :  Suppofe  ye  have  all  Miftrefles, 
And  mend  your  pace  according. 

P.etr.  Then  have  at  ye.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV.       SCENE  L 

Enter  Duke,  Petruchio,  Frederick,  and  John. 

Petr.  "XT  O  W  to  Bologna,  my  moft  honour'd  Brother, 
JL\|  I  dare  pronounce  y'  a  hearty  and  fafe  welcome, 
Our  Loves  fliaU  now  way- lay  ye  ;  welcome,  Gentlemen. 

John.  The  fame  to  you,  brave  Sir  \  Don  Frederick, 
Will  ye  ftep  in,  and  give  the  Lady  notice 
Who  comes  to  honour  her  ? 

Petr.  Bid  her  be  fudden, 
We  come  to  fee  no  curious  Wench  :  A  Night-gown 
"Will  ferve  the  turn :  Here's  one  that  knows  her  nearer. 

Fred.  Pil  tell  her  what  ye  fay,  Sir.  [Exit  Fred. 

Duke.  My  dear  Brother, 
Ye  are  a  merry  Gentleman. 

Petr.  Now  will  the  Sport  be, 
T'obferve  her  Alterations  ;  how  like  a  Wi!d-firc 
She'll  leap  into  your  Bofom ;  then  feeing  me, 
Her  Confcience,  and  her  Fears  creeping  upon  her, 
Dead  as  a  Fowl  at  Soufe,  {he'll  fink. 

Duke.  Fair  Brother, 
I  mud  entreat  you  

Petr.  I  conceive  your  Mind,  Sir, 
1  will  not  chide  her  :  Yet  ten  Duckets,  Duke, 
She  falls  upon  her  Knees,  ten  more  ihe  dare  not— 

Duke. 
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Duke,  I  mud  not  have  her  frighted, 
Petr.  Well,  you  lhall  not: 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Peter. 

But  like  a  Summer's  Evening  againft  Heat, 
Mark  how  PU  gild  her  Cheeks  i 

John.  How  now  ? 

(15)  Duke.  Ye  may,  Sir. 

Fred.  Not  to  abufe  your  Patience,  noble  Friends, 
Nor  hold  ye  off  with  tedious  Circumftance, 
For  you  muft  know" 

Petr.  What? 

Duke.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  Sir. 

Duke.  How? 

Petr.  What  did  you  fay,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  by  Heav'n  ;  removed, 
The  Woman  of  the  Houfe  too. 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  not  well,  but— — 

Petr.  Gone? 

Fred.  This  Fellow 
Can  teftify  I  lye  not. 

Pet.  Some  four  Hours  after 
My  Mafter  was  departed,  with  this  Gentleman, 
My  Fellow  and  myfelf  being  fent  of  Bufinefs, 
(As  we  muft  think)  of  purpofe  

Petr.  Hang  thefe  Circumftances, 
They  appear  like  Owls,  to  ill  Ends. 

John.  Now  could  I  eat 
The  Devil  in  his  own  Broth,  I'm  fo  tortur'd. 
Gone  ? 

Petr.  Gone? 

(15)  Fred.  Ye  may,  Sir: 

Not  to  abufe  your  Patience,  J    I  have  ventured  to 

give  the  three  firft  Words  of  Frederick's  Speech  to  the  Duke  :  they  are 
a  proper  Anfwer  to  Petruchio,  but  are  not  ineligible  in  Frederick's 
Mouth,  without  confidering  them  as  a  broken  Sentence  relating  to  the 
mutual  Sufpicion  between  Jtihn  and  him,  and  then  perhaps  too  much 
would  b«  left  wanting, 

Fred. 
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Fred.  Direclly  gone,  fled,  (Lifted :  What  would  you  have 
me  fay  ? 

Duke.  Well,  Gentlemen, 
Wrong  not  my  good  Opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  Dukedom 
I  will  not  be  a  Knave,  Sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 
A  Rot  run  in  his  Blood. 

Petr.  But  hark  ye,  Gentlemen, 
Are  ye  fure  ye  had  her  here,  did  ye  not  dream  this  ? 

John.  Have  you  your  Nofe,  Sir  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  Sir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her. 

Petr  Since  you're  fo  (hart,  believe  your  having  her 
Shall  fufJer  more  Conftruction. 

John.  Let  it  fuffer. 
But  if  I  be  not  clear  of  all  Difhonour, 
Or  Practice  that  may  taint  my  Reputation, 
And  ignorant  of  where  this  Woman  is, 
Make  me  your  City's  Monfter. 

Duke.  I  believe  ye. 

John.  I  could  lie  with  a  Witch  now,  to  be  reveng'd 
Upon  that  Rafcal  did  this. 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 
I  would  defire  your  Grace,  for  my  Mind  gives  me 
Before  Night  yet  fhe's  yours :  Stop  all  Opinion, 
And  let  no  Anger  our,  'till  full  Caufe  call  it, 
Then  every  Man's  own  Works  to  juftify  him 
And  this  Day  let  us  give  to  fearch  :  My  Man  here 
Tells  me,  by  chance  he  faw  out  of  a  Window 
(Which  Place  he's  taken  notice  of)  fuch  a  Face 
As  our  old  Landlady's,  he  believes  the  fame  too, 
And  by  her  Hood  adures  it :  Let's  firft  thither, 
For  me  being  found,  all's  ended. 

Duke.  Come,  for  HeavVs  fake, 
And  Fortune,  an  thou  be* ft  not  ever  turning, 
If  there  be  one  firm  Step  in  all  thy  Reelings, 
Now  fettle  it,  and  fave  my  Hopes :  Away,  Friends. 

[Exeunt* 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  his  Servant. 

Ant.  With  all  my  Jewels? 
Ser.  All,  Sir. 
Ant.  And  that  Mony 
1  left  i'th'  Trunk  ? 

Ser.  The  Trunk  broke,  and  that  gone  too. 
Ant.  Francifco  of  the  Plot  ? 
Ser.  Gone  with  the  Wench  too. 
Ant.  The  mighty  Pox  go  with  'em  ;   Belike  they 
thought 

I  was  no  Man  of  this  World,  and  thofe  Trifles 
LWould  but  difturb  my  Conscience. 

Ser.  Sure  they  thought,  Sir, 
You  would  not  live  to  perfecute  'em. 

Ant.  Whore  and  Fidler, 
Why,  what  a  Confort  have  they  made  ;  Hen  and  Bacon? 
Well,  my  fweet  Miftrefs,  well,  good  Madam  Mar-tail? 
You  that  have  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  lick'd  me, 
I'll  try  how  handfomly  your  Ladylhip 
Can  hang  upon  a  Gallows,  there's  your  Mafter-piece  ; 
Put  hark  ye,  Sirrah,  no  Imagination 
Of  where  they  fhould  be  ? 

Ser.  None,  Sir,  yet  we've  fearch'd 
AH  Place*  we  fufpe&ed  ;  I  believe,  Sir, 
They've  taken  tow'rds  the  Ports, 

Ant.  Get  me  a  Conjurer, 
One  that  can  raife  a  Water-Devil,  I'll  port  *em  ; 
JMay  at  Duck  and  Drake  with  my  Mony  ;  take  heed9Fi'dler ; 
I'll  dance  ye  by  this  Hand,  your  Fiddle-flick 
I'll  greafe  of  a  new  Fafhjon,  for  prefuming 
To  meddle  with  my  De-gambos :  Get  me  a  Conjurer, 
Enquire  me  out  a  Man  that  lets  out  Devils  : 
None  but  my  C.  Cliffe  ferve  your  turn  ? 

Ser.  I  know  not  

Ant,  In  every  Street,  torn  Fool,  any  blear-ey'd  People 
"With  red  Heads,  and  flat  Nofes,  can  perform  it, 

Thou 
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Thou  flialt  know  'em  by  their  half  Gowns  and  no 

Breeches : 

Mount  my  Mare,  Fidler  I  Ha  Boy  !  up  at  firft  dafh  ? 

Sit  fure,  I'D  clap  a  Nettle,  and  a  fmart  one, 

Shall  make  your  Filly  firk  I  will :  fine,  Fidler, 

HI  put  you  to  your  Plunge,  Boy :  Sirrah,  meet  me 

Some  two  Hours  hence  at  home  ;  in  the  mean  time 

Find  out  a  Conjurer,  and  know  his  Price, 

How  he  will  let  his  Devils  by  the  Day  out, 

I'li  have  'err;,  an  they  be  above  Ground.       [Exit  Ant. 

Ser.  Now  b'efs  me, 
What  a  mad  Man  is  this  r  I  rr.ur:  do  fomething 
To  pleafe  his  Humour :  Such  a  Man  I'll  ask  for, 
And  tell  him  where  he  is ;  but  to  come  near  him, 
Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  Don  Devils, 
1  thank  my  Fear,  I  dare  not,  nor  I  \\  [£*;*. 

SCENE      III.  '  J 

9 

E?;ter  Duke,  Petruchio,  Frederick,  John,  Peter, 

and  Servant  with  Bottles. 

Fred.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us  ? 
Pet.  'Ti*  hard  by,  Sir. 
And  ten  to  one  this  Wine  goes  thither. 
Duke.  Forward. 

Petr.  Are  they  grown  fo  merry  ? 

Duke.  'Tis  raoft  likely,  • 
She's  heard  of  this  good  Fortune,  and  determines 
To  wafli  her  Sorrows  off. 

Pet.  'Tisfo;  that  Houfe,  Sir, 
Is  it :  Out  of  that  Window  certainly 
J  faw  my  old  Miftrefies  Face. 

Petr.  They're  merry  indeed,  .  [Mu/ick. 
Hark,  1  hear  Muuck  too. 

Duke.  Excellent  Mufick. 

John.  Would  I  were  ev'n  among  'em,  and  alone  now  \ 
A  Pal  late  for  the  purpofe  in  a  Corner, 
And  good  rich  Wine  within  me  ;  what  gay  Sport 
Could  J  make  in  an  Hour  now  ? 

S  O  N  G. 
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SONG. 

Welcome  fweet  Liberty ,  and  Care  farewell 

I  am  mine  own  \ 
She  is  twice  damn'dy  that  lives  in  Hell% 
•  When  Heaven  is  Jhown. 

Budding  Beauty,  blooming  Tears 
Were  made  for  Pleafure,  farewel  Fears, 
For  now  I  am  my f elf,  mine  own  Command^ 
My  Fortune  always  in  my  Hand. 

Fred.  Hark  a  Voice  too  ; 
Let's  not  ftir  yet  by  any  means. 
John.  Was  this  her  own  Voice  ? 
Duke.  Yes  fure. 
Fred.  *Tis  a  rare  one. 

Enter  Bawd  {above. ) 

Duke.  The  Song  confirms  her  here  too :  For  if  ye  mark  it, 
It  fpake  of  Liberty,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  of  Pleafure. 

Pet.  Look  ye  there,  Sir. 
Do  ye  know  that  Head  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  my  good  Landlady, 
I  find  Fear  has  done  all  this. 

John.  She  I  fwear, 
And  now  do  I  know  by  the  hanging  of  her  Hood, 
(16)  She's  parcel  drunk  :  mail  we  go  in  ? 

Duke.  Not  yet,  Sir. 

Petr.  No,  let  *em  take  their  Pleafure. 

Duke.  When  it  is  higheft,  \Mufick. 

(16)  She's  parcel  drunk  :  ]  In  the  fame  manner  our  Authors  ufe. 
~-A  parcel  Baucd.  Skinner  fays  in  his  Dictionary  of  obfolete  Words, 
that  Percel  fignifies  portly  but  he  treats  it  as  the  fame  with  the  com- 
mon word  Parcel  from  the  French,  Parcell,  a  Contraction  of  the 
Italian,  Particellat  in  Latin,  Particula.  How  from  thence  it  mould 
come  to  fignify  portly,  may  be  difficult  to  guefs.  Perhaps  through 
much  the  fame  channel  as  portly  is  deriv'd.  From  Goods  being  di- 
vided into  Parcels  a  Parcel  came  to  fignfy  a  Bundle ;  and  from 
thence  us'd  adje&ively  or  adverbially  may  fignify  bulky,  corpulent, 
tof  tly,  one  that  looks  as  if  he  carry'd  a  Bundle  before  him. 

We'll 
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We'll  ftep  in,  and  amaze  'em  :  Peace,  more  Mufick. 

7^».ThisMufick  murders  me  :  What  Blood  have  I  now? 

Fred.  I  (hould  know  that  Face.  {Enter  Fran,  and  Exit* 

John.  By  this  Light  'tis  he,  Frederick, 
That  bred  our  firft  Sufpicions,  the  fame  Fellow. 

Fred.  He  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard  too,  • 
Difcourfing  of  Conftantia. 

John.  Scill  the  fame  $ 
Now  he  flips  in. 

Duke.  What's  that  ? 

Fred.  She  mud  be  here,  Sir : 
This  is  the  very  Fellow,  I  told  your  Gracei 

Enter  Francifco. 

We  found  upon  the  way  ;  and  what  his  Talk  was. 

Petr.  Why,  fure  I  know'  this  Fellow    yes,  'tis  he, 
Francifco,  Antonio* %  Boy,  a  rare  Mufician, 
He  taught  my  Siller  on  the  Lute,  and  is  ever 
(She  loves  his  Voice  fo  well)  about  her:  Certain, 
Without  all  doubt  fhe  is  here  :  It  mud  be  fo. 

John.  Here  ?  That's  no  Queftion :  What  fhould  our 
Hen  o'th'  game  elfe 
Do  here  without  her  ?  If  flie  be  not  here 
(I  am  fo  confident)  let  your  Grace  believe 
We  two  are  arrant  Rafcals,  and  have  abus'd  ye. 

Fred.  I  fay  fo  too. 

John.  Why  there's  the  Hood  again  now. 
(17)  The  Card  that  guides  us ;  I  know  the  Fabrick  of  it, 
And  know  the  old  Tree  of  that  Saddle  yet,  'twas  made  of 
A  hunting  Hood,  obferve  it. 

Duke.  Who  fhall  enter  ? 

Petr.  I'll  make  one. 

John.  I,  another. 

Duke.  But  fo  carry  it, 

(17)  The  Guard  that  guides  us:]  Tn  cither  Senfe  of  the  Word 
Guard  as  a  Watch  or  Sentinel,  or  as  a  Fringe,  or  Hem  of  a  Gar- 
ment, the  Word  is  intelligible  in  this  Place ;  but  fure  'tis  not  a  very 
natural  Expreffion,  and  1  have  therefore  ventured  to  difcard  it,  to 
make  room  for  what  J  think  a  very  happy  Conjecture  of  Mr.  Symp- 
fon%  Card,  i.  e.  the  Chart  or  Mariners  Compafs. 

That 
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That  all  her  Joys  flow  not  together. 

John.  If  we  told  her, 
Your  Grace  would  none  of  her  ? 

Duke.  By  no  means',  Signior, 
'Twould  turn  her  wild,  ftark  frantick. 

John.  Or  aflur'd  her  

Duke.  Nothing  of  that  ftern  Nature :  This  ye  may, 
Sir, 

That  the  Conditions  of  our  Fear  yet  ftand 

On  nice  and  dangerous  Knittings :  Or  that  a  little 

I  feem  to  doubt  the  Child. 

John.  Would  I  could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  Grace  with  thefe  things. 

Petr.  Come,  let's  enter. 
And  now  he  fees  me  not,  I'll  fearch  her  foundly. 

[Exeunt  Petr.  and  John* 
Duke.  Now  Luck  of  all  fides.  [Muftck. 
Fred.  Doubt  it  not :  More  Mufick  : 
Sure  (he  has  heard  fome  Comfort. 
Duke.  Yes,  ftand  ftill,  Sir. 
Fred.  This  is  the  maddeft  Song. 
Duke.  Apply ed  for  certain 
To  fome  ftrange  Melancholy  Ihe  is  loaden  with. 
Fred.  Now  all  the  Sport  begins-—  hark  ? 
Duke.  They  are  amongft  'em, 
The  Fears  now,  and  the  Shakings?     [TrampUng  above. 

Fred.  Ouf  old  Lady 
(Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  this  Inftant 
Ready  to  lofe  her  Head-piece  by  Don  John, 
Or  creeping  through  a  Cat-hole.    [Petr.  and  John  within* 

Petr.  Bring  'em  down, 
And  you,  Sir,  follow  me. 

Duke.  He's  angry  with  'em, 
I  muft  not  fuffer  this, 

John,  \within.~]  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  there, 
Old  Err  a  mater  :  You,  Lady  Leachery, 
For  the  good-will  I  bear  to  th'  Game,  moft  tenderly 
Shall  be  led  out,  and  lanYd. 


Enter 
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Enter  Petruchio,  John,  Whore,  and  Bawd, 
with  Francifeo. 

Duke.  Is  this  Conjlantia  ? 
Why  Gentlemen  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?  Is  this  flie  ? 

Wbre.  I  am  Conjlantia,  Sir. 

Duke.  A  Whore  ye  are,  Sir. 

Whore.  'Tis  very  true  :  I  am  a  Whore  indeed5  Sir. 

Petr.  She  will  not  lye  yet,  though  lhe  ftcah 

JVhore.  A  plain  Whore, 
If  you  pleafe  to  imploy  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent- 

Whore.  Plain-dealing  now  is  Impudence. 
One,  if  you  will,  Sir,  can  fhew  ye  as  much  Sport 
In  one  half  Hour,  and  with  as  much  Variety, 
As  a  far  wifer  Woman  can  in  half  a  Year  : 
For  there  my  way  lies. 

Duke.  Is  fhe  not  drunk  too  ? 

Whore.  A  little  gilded  o'er,  Sir. 
Old  Sack,  old  Sack,  Boys. 

Petr.  This  is  faliant. 

John.  A  brave  bold  Quean. 

Duke.  Is  this  your  Certainty  ? 
Do  ye  know  the  Man  ye  wrong  thus,  Gentlemen  ? 
Is  this  the  Woman  meant?    Fred.  No,- 

Duke.  That  your  Landlady  ? 

John.  I  know  not  what  to  fay, 

Duke.  Am  I  a  Perfon 
To  be  your  Sport,  Gentlemen  ? 

John.  I  do  believe  now  certain 
I  am  a  Knave;  but  how,  or  when  — — — 

Duke.  What  are  you  ? 

Petr.  Bawd  to  this  Piece  of  Pye-Meat. 

Bawd.  A  poor  Gentlewoman 
That  lies  in  Town,  abnut  Law  Bufinefs, 
And't  like  your  Worfhips. 

Petr.  You  fhall  have  Law,  believe  k. 

Bawd.  Pil  fhew  your  Mafterfliip  my  Cafe. 

Petr.  By  no  means, 
I'd  rather  fee  a  Cuftard. 

B.m 
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Bawd.  My  dead  Husband 
Left  it  even  thus,  Sir, 

John.  Blefs  mine  Eyes  from  Blading^ 
I  was  never  fo  frighted  with  a  cafe. 

Bawd.  And  fo,  Sir  ■ 

Petr.  Enough,  put  up  good  Velvet  Head, 

Duke.  What  are  you  two  now, 
By  your  own  free  Confeflions  ? 

Fred.  What  you  mail  think  Us, 
Though  to  myfelf  I  am  certain,  and  my  Life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfect,  or  fall  with  it. 

Johfi.  We  are  fure  of  nothing,  Frederick,  that's  the 
Truth  on*t: 

I  do  not  think  my  Name's  Don  John,  nor  dare  not 
Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my  Debts, 
Northofein  way  of  Payment:  Things  are  fo  carried* 
What  to  entreat  your  Grace,  or  how  to  tell  yc 
We  are,  or  we  are  not,  is  paft  my  Cunning, 
But  I  would  fain  imagine  we  are  honeft, 
And  o*  my  Confcience,  I  would  fight  in't*  1  j 

Duke.  Thus  then, 
For  we  may  be  all  abus'd. 

Petr.  'Tis  poffible. 
For  how  mould  this  concern  them  ? 

Duke.  Here  let's  part  — 

Until  to  Morrow  this  time:  We  to  our  Way,* 
To  make  this  Doubt  out,  and  you  to  your  Way  5 
Pawning  our  Honours  then  to  meet  again* 
When  if  fhe  be  not  found  

Fred.  We  (land  engaged 
To  anfwer,  any  worthy  way  We're  calPd  to, 

Duke.  W  e  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  Y'have  done  with  us  then  ? 

Petr.  No,  Dame. 

Duke,  But  is  her  Name  Conjlantia  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  a  Moveable 
Belonging  to  a  Friend  of  mine:  Come  out,  Fidl^r, 
What  fay  you  to  this  Lady  ?  Be  not  fearful, 

Fran.  Saving  the  Reverence  of  my  Mailer's  Pleafure, 
I  fay  fhe  is  a  Whore,  and  that  fhe'as  robb'd  him, 

Vol,  V.  E  Hoping 
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Hoping  his  Harts  would  kill  him. 

IVhere.  Who  provok'd  me  ? 
Nay,  Sirrah,  fqueak,  Til  fee  your  treble  Strings 
Ty'd  up  too  :  if  I  hang,  PJ1  fpoil  your  Piping, 
Year  fweet  Face  fhall  nor  fave  ye. 

Petr.  Thou  dam.Vd  Impudence, 
And  thou  drv'd  Devil  ;  where' s  the  Officer  ? 

Pet.  He's  here,  Sir. 

Enter  Gjpcer. 

Petr.  Lodge  tfcefe  fafe,  till  I  fend  for  'em  ; 
Let  hone  come  to  'em,  ncr  no  Noife  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are.  or  why  :  Away. 

Jobn,  By  this  Hand, 
A  handfome  Whore.  New  will  I  be  arretted, 
And  brought  home  to  this  Orncer's  :  A  flout  Whore, 
I  love  fach  ftirring  Ware :  Pox  o*  this  Bufinefs, 
A  Man  muft  hunt  out  Morfels  for  another, 
And  ftarvehimfelf :  A  quick-ey'd  Whore,  that's  Wild-fire, 
And  makes  the  Blood  dance  through  the  Veins  like 

Billows. 
I  will  reprieve  this  Whore. 

Duke.  Well,  good  Luck  with  ye. 

Fred.  As  much  attend  your  Grace. 

Peir.  To  morrow  certain  ■ 

John.  If  we  out-live  this  Night,  Sir. 

Fred.  Come,  Bon  Jobn, 
We've  fomething  now  to  do. 

Job:.  I'm  fure  I  would  have. 

Fred.  If  the  ben't  found,  we  muft  fight. 

John.  I'm  glad  on't, 
I  have  not  fought  a  great  while. 

Fred.  If  we  die  

Jcbr..  There's  fo  much  Mony  lav'd  in  Letchery. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T  V.     SCENE  I. 


Enter  Duke,  Petruchio,  below  ;  and  Vecchio  above. 
Duke.  T  T  mould  be  hereabouts. 


This  is  the  Houfe,  I  know  it. 

Vec.  Grace?       Duke.  'Tis  Further 
By  the  Defcription  we  receiv'd. 

Petr.  Good  my  Lord  the  Duke, 
Believe  me,  for  I  know  it  certainly, 
This  is  the  very  Houfe. 
Vec.  My  Lord  the  Duke  ? 
Duke.  Pray  Heav'n  this  Man  prove  right  now, 
Petr.  Believe  it,  he's  a  moft  fufficient  Scholar, 
And  can  do  rare  Tricks  this  way  j  for  a  Figure, 
Or  railing  an  Appearance,  whole  Chriftcndom 
Has  not  a  better  j  I've  heard  ftrange  Wonders  of  him* 
Duke.  But  can  he  mew  us  where  fhe  is  ? 
Petr.  Moft  certain. 
And  for  what  caufe  too  me  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then. 
For  I  am  great  with  Expectation, 
Till  this  Man  fatisfie  me  :  I  fear  the  Spaniards, 
Yet  they  appear  brave  Fellows':  Can  he  tell  us  ? 
Petr.  With  a  wet  Finger,  whether  they  be  falfc. 
Duke.  Away  then.       Petr.  Who's  within  here  ? 


Petr.  Your  Grace  is  right, 


Enter  Vecchio. 


Vec.  Your  Grace  may  enter. 
Duke.  How  can  ye  know  me  ? 
Petr.  He  knows  all. 
Vec.  And  you,  Sir. 


[Exeunt-. 


SCENE 


II. 


Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick. 


John.  What  do  you  call  his  Name  P 
Fred.  Why,  Peter  Vecchio. 
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John.  They  fay  he  can  raife  Devils,  can  he  make  'em 
Tell  Truth  too,  when  he 'as  rais'd  'em?  for  believe  it, 
Thefe  Devils  are  the  lying'ft  Rafcals. 

Fred.  He  can  compel  'em. 

John.  With  what  ?  Can  he 
Tye  Squibs  i'their  Tails,  and  fire  the  Truth  out? 
Or  make  'em  eat  a  ba  wling  Puritan, 
Whofe  fan&ified  Zeal  mall  rumble  like  an  Earthquake  ? 

Fred.  With  Spells,  Man. 

John.  I  with  Spoons  as  foon,  doft  think 
The  Devil  fuch  an  Afs  as  the  People  make  him  ? 
Such  a  poor  Coxcomb?  fuch  a  penny  Foot-poft! 
Compeli'd  with.Crofs  and  Pile  to  run  of  Errands? 
With  Afleroth^  and  Behemoth  ^  and  Belfagor  ? 
Why  mould  he  make  at  Sounds,  that  lives  in  a  Smith's 
Or,  if  he  do   .  [Forge  ? 

Fred.  Without  all  doubt  he  does,  John. 

John.  Why  mould  not  Bilbo  raife  him,  or  (i8)a  Pair 
of  Bullyons, 
They  go  as  big  as  any  ?  or  an  unfhod  Car, 
When  he  goes,  tumble,  tumble  o'er  the  Stones, 
Like  Anacreon\  drunken  Verfes, 
Thefe  make  as  fell  a  Noife ;  methinks  the  Cholick 
Well  handled,  and  fed  with  Small-Beer  

Fred.  'Tis  the  Virtue  — 

John.  The  Virtue?  nay,  an  Goodnefs  fetch  him  up  once, 
H'as  loft  a  Friend  of  me  ;  the  wife  old  Gentleman 
Knows  when,  and  how    I'll  lay  this  Hand  to  two  Pence, 
Let  all  the  Conjurers  in  Chriftendom, 
With  all  their  Spells  and  Virtues,  call  upon  him, 
And  I  but  think  upon  a  Wench,  and  follow  it, 
He  fhall  be  fooner  mine  than  theirs;  where's  Virtue  ? 

Fred.  (19)  Thou  art  the  moft  fufficient,  (Til  fay  for  thee) 

Not 

(18)   A  Pair  of  Bullyons ,]    Neither  Mr.  Sympfon  or  I  can  find 

bv  any  Dictionary  what  thefe  are.  It  (hould  fesm  moil  probable  that 
they  are  Inftruments  us'd  in  coining  Money,  and  us'd  here  chiefly 
from  the  Sound  of  the  Word,  as  Bilbo  is  a  grand  affected  Word  for 

a  Sword 

(19)  Thou  art  the  moft  fufficient ,]    Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  that  we 
fouuid  read  efficient  here ;  but  as  that  would  break  the  Mcafure ;  fo  it 

would, 
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Not  to  believe  a  Thing  

John.  O  Sir,  How  Credit 
Is  the  bed  Child  of  Knowledge  ;  I'll  go  with  ye, 
And  if  he  can  do  any  thing,  Til  think 
As  you  would  have  me. 
•   Fred.  Let's  enquire  along, 
For  certain  we  are  not  far  off. 

John.  Nor  much  nearer.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Duke,  Petruchio,  and  Vecchio. 

Vec.  You  loft  her  Yefter-night. 

Petr.  How  think  you,  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Is  your  Name  Vecchio  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  Sir.       Duke.  And  you  can  (hew  me,  % 
Thefe  things  you  promife. 

Vec.  Your  Grace's  Word  bound  to  me, 
No  Hand  of  Law  fhall  feize  me. 

Duke.  As  I  live,  .Sir- — — - 

Petr.  And,  as  1  live,  that  can  do  fomething  too,  Sir. 

Vec.  I  take  your  Promifes:  Stay  here  a  little, 
Till  I  prepare  fome  Ceremonies,  and  I'll  fatisfie  ye. 
The  Lady's  Name's  Conftantia?     Petr.  Yes. 

Vec.  I  come  ftraight.  [Exit  Vecchio. 

Duke.  Sure  he's  a  learned  Man. 

Petr.  The  mod  now  living  ;  [dances, 
Did  your  Grace  mark  when  we  told  all  thefe  Circurn- 
How  ever  and  anon  he  bolted  from  us 
To  ufe  his  Study's  Help  I 

Duke.  Now  I  think  rather 
To  talk  with  fome  Familiar. 


would,  I  think,  weaken  the  Seme  ;  for  fufficlent  is  us'd  in  the  fame 
Senfe  as  f elf -fufficient,  one  that  fets  up  his  own  Reai'on  againit  the 
common  Opinion  of  Mankind.  The  ridiculous  Ablurdity  of  be- 
lieving in  Conjurers  and  Witches  is  finely  expos' d  both  here  and  in 
*Ihe  Bloody  Brother ;  yet  it  is  but  a  few  Years  fince  our  whole  Legifta- 
ture  have  freed  themfelves  from  the  Imputation  of  this  abiurd  £d:ef, 
and  it  is  to  this  Day  far  from  being  worn  out  of  the  Minds  of  the 
Vulgar. 

E  3  '  ft*. 
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Peir.  Not  unlikely, 
For  iiire  he  has  'em  fubjecT. 

Duke.  How  could  he  elfe 
Tell  when  fhe  went,  and  who  went  with  her  ? 
•  Petr.  True. 

Duke.  Or  hit  upon  mine  Honour ;  or  afTure  me 
The  Lady  lov'd  me  dearly  ? 

.  Enter  Vecchio,  in  his  Habiliments* 

Petr.  'Twas  jb. 
Vec.  Now, 

I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  fit  down,  and  you,  Sir ; 
Nay,  pray  fit  clofe  like  Brothers. 
Petr.  A  rare  Fellow. 

Vec.  And  what  ye  fee,  ftir  not  at,  nor  ufe  a  Word, 
Until  I  ask  ye  \  for  what  fhall  appear 
Is  but  weak  Apparition,  and  thin  Air, 
Not  to  be  held,  nor  fpoken  to.  {Knocking  within  % 

[John,  Frederick,  and  a  Servant  within* 

Duke.  We  are  counfell'd  

Vec.  What  Noife  is  that  without  there  ? 

Fred,  [within.'}  We  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

Serv.  [within.^  He's  bufie,  Gentlemen. 

John,  [within. [  That's  all  one,  Friend 
We  muft  and  will  fpeak  with  him. 

Duke.  Let  'em  in,  Sir, 
We  .know  their  Tongues  and  Bufmefs,  'tis  our  own, 
And  in  this  very  Caufe  that  we  now  come  for, 
They  alfo  come  to  be  inftructed, 

Vec.  Let  'cm  in  then  : 
Sit  down,  I  know  your  Meaning. 

Enter  Frederick,  John,  and  Servant. 

Fred.  The  Duke  before  us  ? 
Now  we  mail  fure  know  fomething. 

Vec.  Not  a  Queftion, 
Bat  make  your  Eyes  your  Tongues  ■  ■ 

John.  This's  a  ftrangc  Jugler, 
Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  Payment, 
Not  know  the  Breadth  o'th'  Bufinefs ;  fure  his  Devil 

Comes 
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Comes  out  of  Lapland,  where  they  fell  Men  Winds 
For  dead  Drink  and  old  Doublets. 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjures. 

John.  Let  . him,  he  cannot  raife  my  Devil. 

Fred.  Prithee,  Peace. 

Vec.  Appear ,'  appear, 

And  you  [oft  Winds  fo  clear, 
^hat  dance  upon  the  Leaves,  and  make  them  fing 
Gentle  Love-lays  to  the  Spring, 
Gilding  all  the  Vales  below 
With  your  V rrdure,  as  ye  blow, 
Raife  theje  Forms  from  under  Ground, 
With  afoft  and  happy  Sound.  [Soft  Mufick. 

John.  This  is  an  honed  Conjurer,  and  a  pretty  Poet  > 
I  like  his  Words  well,  there's  no  Bombaft  in  'em. 
But  do  you  think  now  he  can  cudgel  up  the  Devil 
With  this  fhort  Staff  of  Verfes  ? 

Fred.  Peace,  the  Spirits  • 

[Tzvo  Shapes  of  Women  p'jji'ig  by. 

John.  Nay,  and  they  be  no  worfe  — — — . 

Vec.  Do  you  know  thefe  Faces  ? 

Duke.  No. 

Vec.  Sit  dill  upon  your  Lives  then,  and  mark  wtert 
follows ; 
Away,  away. 

John.  Thefe  Devils  do  not  paint  fure  ? 
Have  they  no  fweeter  Shapes  in  Hell  ? 

Fred.  Hark  now,  John.  [Condantia  paffes  by. 

John.  Ay,  marry,  this  moves  fomething  like,  this  Devil 
Carries  fome  Metal  in  her  Gate. 

Vec.  I  find  ye, 
You'd  fee  her  Face  unvail'd  ? 

Duke.  Yes. 

Vec.  Be  uncover'd. 

Duke.  O  Heav'n ! 

Vec.  Peace. 

Petr.  See  how  die  bluflies. 
John.  Frederick, 
This  Devil  for  my  Mony  ;  this  is  die,  Boy, 

E  4  Why 
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Why  doft  thou  fhake  ?  I  burn. 
Vec.  Sit  ftili,  and  filent. 

Duke.  She  looks  back  at  me,  now  flie  fmiles,  Sir. 
Vec.  Silence. 

Duke.  I  muft  rife,  or  I  burfl.  [Exit  Conftantia. 

Vec.  Ye  fee  what  follows  — 

Duke.  O  gentle  Sir,  this  Shape  again. 

Vec.  I  cannot.. 
'Tis  all  diffolv'd  again  $  this  was  the  Figure  ? 

Duke.  The  very  fame,  Sir. 
No  Hope  once  more  to  fee  it  ? 

Vec.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer,  had  ye  fpar'd  it, 
Now  'tis  impoffiblc. 

Duke.  No  means  to  find  it  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  that  there  is,  fit  (till  a  while,  there's  Wine 
To  thaw  the  Wonder  from  your  Hearts ;  drink  well,  Sir. 

[Exit  Vecchio, 

John.  This  Conjurer  is  a  right  good  Fellow  too, 
A  Lad  of  Mettle  j  two  fuch  Devils  more 
Would  make  me  a  Conjurer  >  what  Wine  is  it? 

Fred.  (20)  Hock. 

Jobn.The  Devil's  in  it  then ;  look  how  it  dances. 
Well,  if  I  be  

Petr.  We  are  all  before  ye, 
That's  your  befi:  Comfort,  Sir. 

John.  By  the  Mafs  brave  Wine  ; 
Nay,  and  the  Devils  live  in  this  Hell,  I  dare  venture 
Within  thefe  two  Months  yet  to  be  delivered 
Of  a  large  Legion  of  'em. 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Duke.  Here  he  comes  \ 
Silence  of  all  fides,  Gentlemen. 

(20)  Hollock.  ]  The  difficulty  of  pronouncing  German  Names  often 
makes  great  Coniufion  in  the  fpelling.  Bacbaracb  and  Hocbfi  two 
neighbouring  Towns,  one  upon*  the  Rhine,  and  the  other  a  little 
higher  upon  the  Main,  give  Names  to  the  two  Wines  Bacbrack  and 
Hock;  the  former  ofcenett  occurs  in  our  Authors  and  the  Writers  of 
their  Age,  tW  now  all  the  Wines  that  come  from  the  Neighbourhood 
at  ilocbjl  receive  their  Name  from  thence. 

Vec. 
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Vec.  Good  your  Grace, 
Obferve  a  drifter  Temper,  and  you  too,  Gallants, 
You'll  be  deluded  all  elfe.    This  merry  Devil 
That  next  appears,  for  fuch  a  one  you'll  find  it, 
Muit  be  call'd  up  by  a  ftrange  Incantation, 
A  Song,  and  I  muft  fmg  it :  'pray  bear  with  me, 
And  pardon  my  rude  Pipe    for  yet,  e'er  parting 
Twenty  to  one  I  pleafe  ye, 

Duke.  We  are  arm'd,  Sir. 

Petr.  Nor  fhali  you  fee  us  more  tranfgrefs. 

Fred.  What  think'ft  thou 
Now,  John? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I  think,  Frederick, 
(And  if  I  think  amifs  Heav'n  pardon  me) 
This  honeft  Conjurer,  with  fome  four  or  five 
Of  his  good  Fellow- Devils,  and  myfelf, 
Shall  be  yet  drunk  e'er  Midnight. 

SONG. 

COme  away,  thou  Lady  gay, 
Hoift  ;  how  Jhe  ftumbles  t 
Hark  how  Jhe  mumbles. 

Dame  Gillian.    Anfwer.  I  come,  I  come. 
By  old  Claret  I  enlarge  thee, 
By  Canary  thus  I  charge  thee, 
(11)  By  Britain- Meiheglin,  and  Peeter, 
jfppear,  and  anfwer  me  in  Meetcr. 

Why  when  ? 
Why  Gill? 
Why  when  t 

Anfwer.  You'll  tarry  till  I  am  ready. 

(zi)  %r\ta.m-Metbegtint  and  Peeter,]  Peeter  is  the  Name  of 
a  Liquor  that  neither  Mr.  Sympfon  or  I  can  find  in  any  Dictionary. 
It  may,  perhaps,  be  a  Wine  from  fome  Part  of  the  Pope's  Dominions, 
pr  Peter  s  Patrimony  ;  but  this  is  a  meer  Conjecture.  Another  has 
fince  occurred  that  feems  more  probable.  We  find  the  Rbenijb  Wines 
Backrack  and  Hock  to  be  in  much  repute  in  our  Authors  Age  :  Now 
Jiochji  ftands  near  the  Confluence  of  the  River  Weter  with  the  Main, 
jnight  not  Weeter  therefore  be  the  true  Reading  ? 

Once 
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Once  again  I  conjure  tbee9 

(22)  By  the  Pofe  in  thy  Nofey 

And  the  Gout  in  thy  Toes  ; 

By  thine  old  dryed  Skin, 

And  the  Mummy  within  ; 

By  thy  little,  little  Ruff, 

And  thy  Hood  that's  made  of  Stuff  \ 

By  thy  Bottle  at  thy  Breech* 

And  thine  old  [alt  Itch  ; 

By  the  Stakes,  and  the  Stones, 

That  have  worn  out  thy  Bones, 

Appear. 
Appear. 
Appear. 

Anfwer.    Oh  I  am  here. 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjures.  [now, 
John.  Why,  this  is  the  Song,  Frederick %,  twenty  pound 

To  fee  but  our  Bon  Gillian. 

Enter  Landlady  and  the  Child. 
Fred.  Peace,  it  appears. 

John.  I  cannot  peace  j  Devils  in  French  Hoods,  Fre- 
derick ? 

Satan's  old  Syringes  ?    Duke.  What's  this  ? 
Fee.  Peace.    John.  She,  Boy. 
Fred.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 
John.  She,  Boy,  I  fay.    Fred.  Ha  ? 

(22)  By  the  Pofe  ]    The  Pofe  is  an  old  Englijh  Word  ufed  by 

Chaucer  for  a  Catarrh  or  Defluxion  of  Rheum.  '  Mr.  Sympfon  fays 
that  Hollingfhed  tells  us,  that  the  Pofe  is  a  Diftemper  which  was  rarely, 
if  ever,  known  among  the  Englijh  till  Chimneys  were  introdue'd, 
which  was  not  long  before  his  Time ;  that  before  then  Fires  were  made 
againit  Rere  Dojjes,  and  the  Smoke  got  out  how  it  could.  This  may 
.be  true  :  Rich  People  burnt  chiefly  Coke  or  Charcoal  in  the  middle  of 
their  Halls,  as  many  of  the  Colleges  of  Cambridge  and  Oxfcrd  do 
Hill  ;  but  why  either  this  or  fmoky  Houfes  mould  ib  entirely  prevent 
Colds  and  Rheums  in  the  Head  feems  fomewhat  Itrange.  Hollingjhed, 
perhaps,  meant  no  more  than  that  Catarrhs  were  much  more  rife  than 
formerly.  1  verily  believe  Chimneys  to  be  pernicious  to  Health  . ih 
general,  and  could  with  to  fee  Stoves  as  cuftomary  here  as  they  are 
both  in  warmer  and  colder  Climates  abroad. 

John. 
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John.  She,  Boy, 
The  very  Child  too,  Frederick. 

Fred.  She  laughs  on  us 
Aloud,  John,  has  the  Devil  thefe  Affeclions? 
I  do  believe  'tis  me,  indeed. 

'Vec.  Stand  (till. 

John.  I  will  not  ;  ^ 
(23)  Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  Bed? 
Sweet  Lady,  was  it  you  ?  if  thou  been:  the  Devil, 
Firft,  having  croft  myfelf,  to  keep  out  wildfire, 
Then  faid  fome  fpecial  Prayers  to  defend  me 
Againft  thy  mod  unhallowed  Hood,  have  at  thee. 

Land.  Hold,  Sir,  I  am  no  Devil. 

John.  That's  all  one. 

Land.  I  am  your  very  Landlady. 

John.  I  defie  thee  ; 
Thus  as  St.  Dunflan  blew  the  Devil's  Nofewith 
A  pair  of  Tongs,  even  fo,  Right  Worfhipful— 

Land.  Sweet  Son,  I  am  old  Gillian. 

Duke.  This  is  no  Spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian,  Flefh  and  Bone  ? 

Land.  I  am,  Son. 

Vec.  Sit  dill,  Sir,  now  I'll  mew  you  all.     {Exit  Vee. 

John.  Where's  thy  Bottle  ? 

Land.  Here,  I  befeech  ye,  Son  - 

John.  For  I  know  the  Devil 
Cannot  aflume  that  Shape. 

Fred.  'Tis  me,  John,  certain  •  [you 

John.  A  Hog's  poxo'  your  mouldy  Chaps,  what  makes 
Tumbling  and  juggling  here? 

Land.  I  am  quit  now,  Seignior, 
For  all  the  pranks  you  play'd,  and  railings  at  me, 
For  to  tell  true,  out  of  a  Trick  I  put 
Upon  your  high  Behaviours,  which  was  a  Lye, 
But  then  it  ferv'd  my  turn,  I  drew  the  Lady 

(23)  Who  calls  Jeronimo  ]    This  Play,  which  had  a  q;reat 

Run  in  Queen  Elizabeths  Reign,  is  the  Butt  which  S bake/pear , 
John/on,  and  our  Authors,  are  continually  fhooting  their  Wit  at. 
For  the  fulleft  Account  of  it,  fee  Jdknfon^  Every  Man  in  bis  Hu- 
wwr,  Aft  I.  Scene  V. 

Unto 
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Unto  my  Kinfman's  here,  only  to  torture 

Your  Don-fhips  for  a  Day  or  two  \  and  fecure  her 

Out  of  all  thoughts  of  Danger;  here  ihe  comes  now. 

Enter  Vecchio,  and  Conftantia. 

Duke.  May  I  yet  fpeak  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too, 
For  one  that  loves  you  dearer-  m 

Duke.  O  my  fweeteft. 

Petr.  Blufli  not,  I  will  not  chide  ye. 

Con.  To  add  more 
Unto  the  Joy  I  know,  I  bring  ye,  fee,  Sir, 
The  happy  Fruit  of  all  our  Vows ! 

Duke.  Heav'n's  Biefling 
Be  round  about  thee  ever. 

John.  Pray  blefs  me  too, 
For  if  your  Grace  be  well  inftruffced  this  way, 
You'll  find  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Duke.  How,  Sir? 

John.  I'll  tell  you  that  anon. 

Con.  'Tis  true,  this  Gentleman 
Has  done  a  Charity  worthy  your  Favour, 
And  let  him  have  it,  dear  Sir. 

Duke.  My  beft  Lady 
He  has,  and  ever  fhall  have :  So  muft  you,  Sir, 
To  whom  I'm  equal  bound  as  to  my  Being. 

Fred.  Your  Grace's  humble  Servant  

Duke.  Why  kneel  you,  Sir  ? 

Fee.  For  pardon  for  my  boldnefs  ;  yet  'twas  harmlefs, 
And  all  the  Art  I  have,  Sir  ;  thofe  your  Grace  faw, 
Which  you  thought  Spirits,  were  my  Neighbours  Children 
Whom  I  inftrudt  in  Grammar  here,  and  Mufick  ;  . 
Their  Shapes  (the  Peoples  fond  Opinions, 
Believing  I  can  conjure,  and  oft  repairing 
To  know  of  Things  ftoln  from  'em)  I  keep  about  me, 
And  always  have  in  readinefs.    By  conjecture 
Out  of  their  own  ConfelTions,  I  oft  tell  'em 
Things  that  by  chance  have  falPn  out  fo  ;  which  way 
(Having  the  Perfons  here,  I  knew  you  fought  for) 
I  wrought  upon  your  Grace  ;  my  end  is  mirth, 

And 
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And  pleafing,  if  I  can,  all  Parties. 

Duke.  I  believe  it, 
For  you  have  pleas'd  me  truly  :  So  well  pleas'd  me, 
That  when  I  mall  forget  it  ; — 

Petr.  Here's  old  Antonio^ 
I  fpy'd  him  at  a  Window,  coming  mainly 
I  know  about  his  Whore ;  the  Man  you  light  on, 
As  you  difcover'd  to  me ;  good  your  Grace* 
Let's  (land  by  all,  'twill  be  a  Mirth  above  all, 
T'  obferve  his  pelting  Fury. 

Vec.  About  a  Wench,  Sir  ? 

Petr.  A  young  Whore  that  has  rob'd  him. 

Vec.  But  do  you  know,  Sir, 
Where  (he  is  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfect  — — — — 

Vec.  I  am  inftru&ed  well  then. 

John.  If  he  come 
To  have  a  Devil  ftiew'd  him,  by  all  means 
Let  me  be  he,  I  can  roar  rarely. 

Petr.  Be  fo, 
But  take  heed  to  his  Anger. 

Vec.  Slip  in  quickly, 
There  you  mail  find  Suits  of  all  forts  :  When  I  call 
Be  ready,  and  come  forward,      [Exeunt  all  but  Vecchii), 
Who's  there  comes  in  ? 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Are  you  the  Conjurer? 

Vec.  Sir,  I  can  do  a  little 
That  way,  if  you  pleafe  to  employ  me. 

Ant.  Prefently,  mew  me  a  Devil  that  can  tell— - 

Vec.  Where  your  Wench  is. 

Ant.  You  are  i'th'  right  \  as  alfo  where  the  Fidier 
That  was  confenting  to  her. 

Vec.  Sit  ye  there,  Sir, 
Ye  fhall  know  prefently  :  Can  ye  pray  heartily  ? 

Ant.  Why  is  your  Devil  fo  furious  ? 

Vec.  I  mud  lhew  ye 
A  Form  may  chance  affright  ye. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  He  mull  fart  Fire  then : 
Take  you  no  care  for  me. 
Vec.  Afcend,  AJh froth, 

Enter  Don  John  like  a  Spirit. 

Why,  when,  appear  I  fay  Now  queftion  him. 

Ant.  Where  is  my  Whore,  Don  Devil  ? 

John.  Gone  to  China , 
To  be  the  great  Cham's  Miftrefs. 

Ant.  That's  a  lye,  Devil. 
Where  are  my  Jewels  ? 

John.  Pawn'd  for  Petticoats. 

Ant.  That  may  be:  Where's  the  Fidler? 

John.  Condemn'd  to  th'  Gallows 
For  robbing  of  a  Mill. 

Ant.  The  lying'ft  Devil 
That  e'er  I  dealt  withal,  and  the  unlikelieft ! 
What  was  that  Rafcal  hurt  me  ? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  How? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  Who  was  he  ? 
John.  I. 

Ant.  Do  you  hear,  Conjurer  ? 
Dare  you  venture  your  Devil  ? 
Vec.  Yes. 

Ant.  Then  I'll  venture  my  Dagger ; 
Have  at  your  Devil's  Pate ;  do  you  mew  ? 

Enter  All. 

Vec.  Hold. 

Petr.  Hold  there, 
I  do  command  you  hold. 

Ant.  Is  this  the  Devil  ? 
Why,  Conjurer— — 

Petr.  He  has  been  a  Devil  to  you,  Sir  ; 
But  now  you  mall  forget  all ;  your  Whore's  fife, 
And  all  your  Jewels,  your  Boy  too. 

John.  Now  the  Devil  indeed 
Lay  his  ten  Claws  upon  thee,  for  my  Pate 

Finds 
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Finds  what  it  is  to  be  a  Fiend. 
Ant.  All  fafe  ? 

Petr.  'Pray  ye  know  this  Perfon  s  all's  right  now. 

Ant.  Your  Grace 
May  now  command  me  then :  But  where's  my  Whore? 

Petr.  Ready  to  go  to  whipping. 

Ant.  My  Whore  whipt  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  your' Whore  without  doubt,  Sir. 

Ant.  Whipt !  'pray,  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Why,  would  you  have  her  once  more  rob  ye  ? 
the  young  Boy 
You  may  forgive,  he  was  entic'd. 

John.  The  Whore,  Sir, 
Would  rather  carry  pity  :  A  handfome  Whore. 

Ant.  A  Gentleman  I  warrant  thee. 

Petr.  Let's  in  all, 
And  if  we  fee  contrition  in  your  Whore,  Sir, 
Much  may  be  done. 

Duke.  Now  my  dear  Fair  to  you, 
And  the  full  Confummation  of  my  Vow.         [Exeunt.  . 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 


One  Brow  in  this  felefted  Company 
AJfuring  a  dtflike :  Our  Pains  were  cas'd 
Could  we  be  confident  that  all  rife  pleas' d  ; 
But  fuch  Ambition  /oars  too  high :   If  We 
Have  fatisf/d  the  beft,  and  they  agree 
In  a  fair  Cenfure,  We  have  our  Reward^ 
And  in  them  arm9d  defire  no  furer  Guard. 


'E  have  not  held  you  long,  nor  do  Ife 


fee 
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O  R, 


R    0    L    L  0. 


TRAGEDY. 


Vol,  V. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON/E, 


MEN. 

■R'otto  }  Brothers^  Dukes  of  Normandy, 
Aubrey,  their  Kinfman* 
Gisbert,  the  Chancellor. 
Baldwin,  the  Prince's  Tutor. 

V^do^' }  Captains  of  Ro\W s  FaBion. 

D?prrtc,  I  Captaim  °f°ttQ's 
Latorch,  Rollo'j  Earwig. 
Hamond,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Rollo, 
Allan,  his  Brother. 
Norbrett, 
La  Fisk, 

Rufee,    >  Five  cheating  Rogues. 
De  Bube,f 
Pipeauj 
Cook. 

Teoman  of  the  Cellar. 
Butler. 
Pantler. 
Lords. 

Sheriff. 
GuarcL 
Officers. 
Boys. 

WOMEN. 


Sophia,  Mother  to  the  Dukes. 
Matilda,  her  Daughter. 
Edith,  Daughter  to  Baldwin. 


THE 


THE 


BLOODY  BROTHER 
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ACT   I.     S  C  E  N  E  L 


Enter  Gisbert  and  Baldwin- 


(i)  Bald  w  i  n\ 

H  E.  Brothers  then  are  met  ? 
Gisb.  They  are. 
Bald.  'Tis  thought 
They  may  be  reconcil'd.   Gisb.  'Tis  rather 
wifht, 

For  fuch,  whofe  Reafon  doth  direcT:  their  Thoughts 
Without  Self-flat tery,  dare  not  hope  it,  Baldwin , 
The  Fires  of  Love,  which  the  dead  Duke  believ'd 
His  equal  Care  of  both  would  have  united, 

Ambition 

(i)  Baldwin.  The  Brothers  then  are  -met  ? 
Gisb.  They  are,  Sir. 

Bald..  *Tis  thought  they  may  he  reconciT  d. 

Gisb.  "Tzj  rather  <vttfbt\  for  fuch,  who/l*  Reafon 

Doth  dirttt  their  thoughts  without  Selfftatiery^ 
Dare  not  hope  it. 
Bald.  The  Fires  of  Love,  &c.  ]     The  old  Quarto  of  1649,  the 
firft  Edition  of  this  Piay,  gives  this  Paflage  thus-. 
Bald.  The  Brothers  then  are  met? 
Gitb.  They  are. 

Bald.  'Tis  thought  they  may  he  reconciled. 

F  2  Ghb. 
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Ambition  hath  divided  :  And  there  are 
Too  many  on  both  Parts,  that  know  they  canno: 
Or  rife  to  Wealth  or  Honour,  their  main  Ends, 
(2)  Unlefs  the  Tempeft  of  the  Prince's  Fury 
Make. troubled  Sea?,  and  thofe  Seas  yield  fit  Billows 
To  heave  them  up  ;  and  thefe  are  too  well  practis'd 
In  their  bad  Arts  to  give  way  to  a  Calm, 
Which  yielding  reft  to  good  Men  proves  their  Ruin. 
Bald.  And  in  the  Ship  wrack  of  their  Hopes  and  For* 
tunes, 

The  Dukedom  might  be  fav'd,  had  it  but  ten 

That  flood  affected  to  the  general  good, 

With  that  confirm'd  Zeal  which  brave  Aubrey  does.  1 

Gi}b.  He  is  indeed  the  perfect  Character 
Of  a  good  Man,  and  fo  his  Actions  fpeak  him. 

Bald.  And  did  you  obferve  the  many  Doubts  and 
Cautions 

The  Brothers  flood  upon  before  they  met? 

Gisb.  I  did  ;  and  yet,  that  ever  Brothers  fliould 

Gisb.  *Tis  rather  wijh^d. 

For  fucb,  ivbofe  Re  a/on  do  direel  their  thoughts 

Without  Self -flattery,  dare  not  hope  it,  Baldwin. 

The  Fires  of  Love,  which  the  dead  Duke  belie*/ 'd 

His  equal  Care  &c. 
The  Reader  will  perceive  a  very  fmall  Miftake  here  in  the  Meafure. 
but  the  fecond  Folio  and  Odtavo  inllead  of  correcting  it  were  led  by 
it  into  a  total  r.egledt  of  the  Meafure,  and  a  Confuion  of  the  Speakers ; 
and  indeed  they  have  both  printed  this  Play  fo  mockingly  incorredt, 
that  without  the  old  Quarto  all  the  critical  Sagacity  upon  Earth  (as 
infaiiible  as  it  is  too  ape  to  imagine  itielf)  could  never  have  reftor'd  it, 
as  will  evidently  appear  in  the  next  Note.  Mr.  Theobald  and 
Mr.  Sympfon  have  both  very  accurately  collated  the  three  Editions  of 
this  Play,  and  I  had  endeavour'd  to  do  the  fame  before  I  faw  theirs, 
fo  that  I  hope  nothing  material  will  be  overlooked  ;  but  it  would  be 
tedious  to  the  Reader  to  infert  any  but  the  grofler  Errors  of  the  laie 
Editions. 

(2)  Unlefs  the  Tempe/l  of  the  Prince's  Fury 

Make  trcublcd  Seas,  and  tb&fe  Seas  yield  fit  Billows 

In  their  bad  Arts  to  give  nxay  to  a  Calm, 

Which  yielding  re  (I  and  good,  prove  their  Ruin, 

And  in  the  Ship-xvrack  of  their  Hopes  and  Fortunes, 

The  Dukedom  might  be  favd,  ]  Thus  the  two  laft  Editions 

had  confounded  Senfe,  Meafure,  and  Speakers,  which  are  all  leitored 

fi cm  the  old  Quarto. 

Stand 
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Stand  on  more  nice  Terms,  than  fworn  Enemies 
After  a  War  proclaim'd,  would  with  a  Stranger 
Wrong  the  Reporter's  Credit ;  they  diluted 
At  diltance,  and  fo  flrong  was  the  Sufpicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that  before  they  durft 
Embrace,  they  were  by  feveral  Servants  fearch'd, 
As  doubting  conceaPd  Weapons,  Antidotes 
Ta'en  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  Room 
Appointed  for  the  interview  was  poifon'd, 
The  Chairs  and  Cufliions,  with  like  care,  furvey'd ;  r  i 
And,  in  a  word,  in  every  Circumftance, 
So  jealous  on  both  Parts,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  be  fear'd,  Concord  can  never  join 
Minds  fo  divided. 

Bald.  Yet  our  beft  Endeavours 
Should  not  be  wanting,  Gisbert* 

Gisb.  Neither  (hall  they. 

Enter  Grandpree  and  Verdon. 

But  what  are  thefe  ? 

Bald.  They  are  without  my  Knowledge  ; 
But  by  their  Manners  and  Behaviours, 
They  mould  exprefs  themfelves. 

Grand.  Since  we  ferve  Rollo^ 
The  elder  Brother,  we'll  be  Rollians^ 
Who  will  maintain  us,  Lads,  as  brave  as  Romans ; 
You  ftand  for  him  ? 

Verd.  I  do. 

Grand.  Why,  then  obferve 
How  much  the  Bufinefs,  the  fof  long'd-for  Bufinefs, 
By  Men  that  are  nam'd  from  their  Swords,  concerns  you, 
Lechery,  our  common  Friend,  fo  Jong  kept  under, 
With  Whips,  and  beating  fatal  Hemp,  ihall  rife, 
(3J  And  Bawdry,  in  a  French  Hood,  plead  before  her, 
Where  it  fhall  be  concluded,  after  Twelve 
Virginity  fhall  be  carted. 

(3)  And  Ba<wdry,  in  a  French  Hoed  plead,  before  her 

Virginity  Jhali  be  carted.  ]  The  late  Editions  had  dropt  a  Line 
between  thefe,  not  indeed  wiih  luch  havock  of  the  Senfe  as  in  the 
former  Inftance,  but  they  had  a  little  injur'd  it  by  Qfe  Points  as  v.ell 
as  this  Oxniffion. 

E  3  Verd. 
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Verd.  Excellent  I 

Grand.  And  Heil  but  grant,  the  Quarrel  that's  between 

The  Princes  may  continue,  and  the  Bufinefs 
That's  of  the  Sword,  t'out-laft  three  Suits  in  Law  j 
And  we  will  make  AttQrnies  Lans-prizadoes, 
And  our  t>rave  Gown-men  Practifers  of  Back-fword 
The  Pewter  of  all  Serjeants  Maces  fhall 
Be  melted,  and  turned  inco  common  Fiaggons> 
In  which  it  mall  be  lawful  to  caroufe 
To  their  mod  low  fie  Fortunes. 
Bald.  Here's  a  Scattfman ! 

Grand.  A  Creditor  i]ia!i  not  dare,  but  by  Petition, 
To  make  Demand  of  any  Debt ;  and  that 
Only  once  every  Leap-year,  in  which,  if 
The  Debtor  may  be  won  for  a  French  Crown, 
To  pay  a  Soulz,  he  (hall  be  rcgiftred 
His  Benefaflpr. 

Verd.  The  Chancellqr  hears  you. 

Grand.  Fear  not,  I  now  dare  fpeak  as  loud  4$  he, 
And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  ]  fpeak  Law  j 
Have  you  no  Eyes  ?  There  is  a  Reverence  due 
From  Children  of  the  Gown,  to  Men  of  Action. 

Gub.  How's  this  ? 

Grand.  Even  fo  ;  the  Times,  the" Times  are  chang'd. 
All  Bufinefs  is  not  now  prefarr'd  in  Parchment, 
Nor  fhall  a  Grant  pafs  that  wants  this  Broad-Seal  i 
This  Seal,  d'ye  fee  ?  Your  Gravity  once  laid 
My  Head  and  Heels  together  in  the  Dungeon, 
For  cracking  a  fcald  Officer's  Crown,  for' which 
A  Time  is  come  for  Vengeance,  and  expect  it 
For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  Hours  to  live. 

Gisb.  Yes,  famewhat  longer.    Grand.  To  what  end  .? 
Gisb.  To  hang  you  ; 
Think  on  that,  Ruffian.   Grand.  For  you,  School- matter, 
You  have  a  pretty  Daughter  ;  let  me  fee, 
Near  Three  a-clock,  (by  which  time,  I  much  fear, 
I  fhall  be  tir'd  (4)  with  killing  fome  five  hundred) 

(4)   with  killing  fome  five  hundred]    The  Corruption  of 

the  two  lad  Editions. 

Provide 
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Provide  a  Bath,  and  her  to  entertain  me, 
And  that  fhall  be  your  Ranfom. 
Bald.  Impudent  Rafcal! 

Enter  to  them  Trevile  and  Duprete. 

Gisb.  More  of  the  Crew  ? 

Grand.  What  are  you?  RoUians? 

Trev.  No  ;  this  for  Rollo9  and  all  fuch  as  ferve  him  ; 
We  ftand  for  Otto. 

Grand.  You  feem  Men  of  Fafliion, 
And  therefore  FJ1  deal  fairly,  you  mail  have 
The  Honour  this  Day  to  be  chronicled 
The  firft  Men  kill'd  by  Grandpree  ;  you  fee  this  Sword, 
A  pretty  foolim  Toy,  my  Valour's  Servant, 
And  I  may  boldly  fay  a  Gentleman, 
It  having  made,  when  it  was  Charlemaign's, 
Three  thoufand  Knights  ;  this,  Sir,  fhall  cut  your  Throat, 
And  do  you  all  fair  Service  elfe. 

ST rev.  I  kifs  your  Hands  for  the  good  Offer  ;  here's 
another  too,  the  Servant  of  your  Servant  fhall  be  proud 
to  be  fcbur'd  in  your  fweet  Guts ;  'till  when  pray  you 
command  me. 

(5)  Grand.  Your  Idolater,  Sir. 

[Exeunt.  Manent  Gisb.  and  Bald. 

Gisb.  That  ever  fuch  Ihould  hold  the  Names  of  Men,  j 
Or  Juftice  be  held  Cruelty,  when  it  labours 
To  pluck  fuch  Weeds  up  ! 

Bald.  Yet  they  are  protected. 
And  by  the  Great  ones.   Gisb.  Not  the  good  ones*  Baldwvu 

Enter  to  them  Aubrey. 

Aubr.  Is  this  a  time  to  be  fpent  thus,  by  fuch 
As  are  the  principal  Minifters  of  the  State? 
When  they  that  are  the  Heads,  have  fill'd  the  Court 
With  Factions,  a  weak  Woman  only  left 
To  flay  their  bloody  Hands  J  Can  her  weak  Arm 

(5)  Grand.  Your  Idolater,  Sir."}  The  Politenefs  of  the  French 
Duelliits  is  inimitably  burlefqu'd,  both  here  and  in  the  h*r;t  Act  of  the 
Little  French  Lauyer,  oil  which  fee  Note  the  Seventh  of  chus  Piay. 

F  4  Alone 
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Alone  divert  the  Dangers  ready  now 

To  fall  upon  the  Common-wealth,  and  bury 

The  Honours  of  it,  leaving  not  the  Name 

Of  what  it  was.    Oh,  Gisbert^  the  fair  Trials 

And  frequent  Proofs  which  our  late  Matter  made, 

Both  of  your  Love  and  Faith,  gave  him  Aflurance, 

To  chufe  you  at  his  Death  to  be  a  Guardian  ; 

Nay,  Father  to  his  Sons  *,  and  that  great  Truft, 

How  ill  do  you  difcharge  ?  I  mud  be  plain, 

That,  at  the  bed,  y'are  a  fad  Looker-on 

Of  thofc  bad  Practices  you  fhould  prevent. 

And  where's  the  Ufe  of  your  Philofophy 

In  this  fo  needful  time  ?  Be  not  fecure  ;  . 

For,  Baldwin,  be  afiur'd,  fince  that  the  Princes, 

When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  any  Form, 

Were  giv'n  to  your  Inltruclion,  and  grave  Ordering  j 

*Twill  be  expected  that  they  fhould  be  good, 

Or  their  bad  Manners  will  b*  imputed  yours. 

Bald.  'Twas  not  in  me,  my  Lord,  to  alter  Nature. 
Gisb.  Nor  can  my  Counfels  work  on  them,  that  will  not 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Aubr.  Do  thefe  Anfwers  fort, 
Or  with  your  Place,  or  Perfons,  or  your  Years  ? 
Can  Gisfart,  being  the  Pillar  of  the  Laws, 
See  them  trod  under  Foot,  or  forc'd  to  ferve 
The  Princes  unjuft  Ends  ;  and,  with  a  Frown, 
Be  filenc'd  from  exclaiming  on  th'  Abufe  ? 
Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  defp'rate  Madnefs 
Ot  his  feduced  Pupils  ?  See  their  Mind*, 
Which  with  good  Arts  he  labour'd  to  build  up, 
Examples  of  fucceding  Times,  o'erturn'd 
By  undermining  Parafites  ;  no  one  Precept 
(6)  Leading  to  any  Act,  or  great,  or  good, 

But 

(6)  Leading  to  any  Art, —  ]  No  two  Words  are  oftcner  put  each 
for  the  other  chart  Acl  and  Art.  Here,  indeed,  either  will  make 
Senfe,  but  the  old  Quarto's  is  certainly  the  true  Reading  and  the  more 
natural.  At  the  Beginning  of  the  third  Act  of  Monjieur  Thomas, 
Celide  fays, 

What  living  Name  can  dead  Age  leave  behind  himt 
What  Art  of  Memory  but  fruit Icfs  Dotage? 

M  r.  Tbco- 
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But  is  forc'd  from  their  Memory,  in  whofe  room 
Black  Counfels  are  receiv'd,  and  their  Retirements 
And  fecret  Conference  producing  only 
Dev'lim  Defigns,  a  Man  would  frame  to  father  ; 
(7)  But  I  talk  when  I  mould  do,  and  chide  others  • 
For  that  1  now  offend  in. 

Enter  Rollo,  Latorch,  Trevile,  Grandprer,  Otto, 
Verdon,  and  Duprete. 

Rol.  See't  confirm'd  ? 

Gisb.  Now  do,  or  never  fpeak  more  :    We  are  yours. 

Mr.  Theobald  Yin*  rightly  correfted  this  in  his  Margin,  What  Acl  of 
Memory ;  but  when  I  printed  that  Play  I  happened  not  to  be  able  to 
have  recourfe  to  Mr.  Theobald's  Corrections,  and,  fortunatey,  this  is 
the  only  cne  of  the  leaft  Coniequence  made  by  him  which  I  happened 
to  overlook. 

(7)  But  1  talk  when  I Jhould  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that  I  now  offend  in  :  See't  confirmed, 
Now  do,  or  newer  fpeak  more* 
Gisb.  We  are  yours. 

Enter  Rollo,  Latcrch,  &c. 
Rol.  Tou  Jhall  know  &c]    Thus  the  two  laft  Editions,  with- 
out any  Regard  to  the  Quarto,  which  prints  it  thus  : 
But  I  talk  when  I  Jhculd  do,  and  chide  others 
Tor  what  1  now  offend  in. 

SCENE  V. 
Rollo,  Latorch,  Trevile,  Grandpree,  Otto,  Verdon, 
Duprete,  Gisbert,  Baldwin,  Aubrey. 
Gisb.  See't  confirmed  ?  ^ 
Now  do,  or  newer  fpeak  more. 
We  are  yours. 
Rol.  You  Jhall  know  &C. 
This  is  certainly  much  preferable  to  the  former,  but  yet  I  believe  there 
is  a  fmall  Miitake  in  it.     See  it  confirm  d,  is  a  meer  Pleonaim  either 
in  Gilbert's  or  Aubrey's  Mouth  ;  buc  in  Rollo's  it  is  a  fine  Continuation 
of  a  fuppos'd  previous  Difpute  between  t^e  Brothers,  Otto  having  in- 
filled upon  the  Confirmation  of  his  Father's  Will,  which  appointed 
him  Co-heir  of  the  Dukedom,  Rollo  with  Indignation  replies, 
See't  confirm'd  ? 

The  abrupt  opening  of  a  Play  or  Scene  in  this  manner  is  a  very  great 
Beauty.  Terence  almoft  always  introduces  his  Characters  in  the  Con- 
tinuance of  fome  Paflion,  and  it  has  the  fame  E  fifed  which  the  like 
Conduct  has  in  the  Epic  Poem, 

■   in  medias  res 

Nan  fecus  ac  notas  auditorem  rupit. 

.  Rol. 

I 
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Rol.  You  (hall  know  who  I  am. 
Otto.  I  do,  my  Equal. 

Rol.  Thy  Prince  ;  give  way—  were  we  alone,  I'd 

force  thee, 

In  thy  bill  Blood,  to  write  thyfelf  my  Subject, 

And  glad  I  would  receive  it. 
Aubr.  Sir.    Gisb.  Dear  Lord. 
Otto.  Thy  Subjeft  ? 

Rol.  Yes,  nor  fhall  tame  Patience  hold  me 
A  Minute  longer,  only  half  My-feJf ; 
My  Birth  gave  me  this  Dukedom,  and  my  Sword 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  Grave  of  all 
That  tread  upon  her  Bofom,  e'er  I  part  with 
A  Piece  of  Earth,  or  Title  that  is  mine. 

Otto.  I  need  it  not,  and  would  fcorn  to  receive, 
Though  offer'd,  what  I  want  not:  Therefore  know 
From  me,  tho'  not  delivered  in  great  Words, 
Eyes  red  with  Rage,  poor  Pride,  and  threatning  Action  ; 
Our  Father  at  his  Death,  then,  when  no  Accent, 
Wer't  thou  a  Son,  could  fall  from  him  in  vain, 
Made  us  Co-heirs,  our  part  of  Land  and  Honours 
Of  equal  Weight    and  to  fee  this  confirm'd, 
The  Oaths  of  thefe  are  yet  upon  Record, 
Who,  though  they  fhould  for  fake  me,  and  call  down 
The  Plagues  -of  Perjury  on  their  finful  Heads, 
I  would  not  leave  myfelf. 

Trev.  Nor  will  we  fee 
The  Will  of  the  dead  Duke  infring'd.    LaU  Nor  I 
The  Elder  robb'd  of  what's  his  Right. 

Grand.  Nor  you  ? 
Let*  me  take  place,  I  fay,  I  will  not  fee't  \ 
My  Sword  is  fharpeft. 

Aubr.  Peace,  you  Tinder-boxes, 
That  only  carry  Matter  to  make  a  Flame, 
Which  will  confume  you. 

Rol.  You  are  troublefome.  [To  Baldwin, 

This  is  no  time  for  Arguments,  my  Title 
Needs  not  your  School- Defences,  but  my  Sword, 
With  which  the  Gordian  of  your  Sophrftry 
Being. cut,  fhall  mew  th'  Impofture.    For  your  Laws 
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It  is  in  me  to  change  them  as  I  pleafe,         [To  Gisberc. 
1  being  above  them  ;  Gisbert,  would  you  have  me 
Protect  them  ? 

Let  them  now  ftretch  their  extreameft  Rigour, 
And  feize  upon  that  Traitor ;  and  your  Tongue 
Make  him  appear  firft  dang'rous,  and  then  odious ; 
And  after  under  the  Pretence  of  Safety 
For  the  fick  State,  the  Land's  and  Peoples  Quiet, 
Cut  off  his  Head  :  And  I'll  give  up  my  Sword, 
And  fight  with  them  at  a  more  certain  Weapon 
To  kill,  and  with  Author'ty. 

Gisb.  Sir,  I  grant 
The  Laws  are  ufeful  Weapons,  but  found  out 
To  afiure  innocence,  not  to  opprefs. 

RoL  Then  you  conclude  him  Innocent?    Guk  The 
Power 

Your  Father  gave  him  mud  not  prove  a  Crime. 

Aubr.  Nor  mould  you  fo  receive  it. 

Bald.  To  which  purpofe, 
All  that  dare  challenge  any  part  in  Goodnefs 
Will  become  Suppliants  to  you. 

RoL  Such  have  none 
That  dare  move  me  in  this :  Hence  I  defie  you, 
Be  of  his  Party,  bring  it  to  your  Laws, 
And  thou  thy  double  Heart,  thou  popular  Fool, 
Your  moral  Rules  of  Juftice,  and  her  Balance  i 
I  ftand  on  mine  own  Guard. 

Otto.  Which  thy  Unjuftice 
Will  make  thy  Enemies.    By  the  Memory 
Of  him,  (whofe  better  Part  now  fuffers  for  thee, 
Whofe  reverend  Ames,  with  an  impious  Hand, 
Thou  throw'ft  out  to  Contempt,  in  thy  repining 
At  his  fojuft  Decree)  thou  art  unworthy 
Of  what  his  lad  Will,  not  thy  Merits,  gave  thee, 
That  art  fo  fwoln  within,  with  all  thofe  Mifchiefs 
That  e'er  made  up  a  Tyrant,  that  thy  Bread, 
The  Prifon  of  thy  Purpofes,  cannot  hoM  them, 
But  that  they  break  forth,  and,  in  thy  own  Words, 
Difcover  what  a  Monfter  they  mud  ferve 
That  mail  acknowledge  thee. 

RoL 
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RoL.  Thou  fhak  not  live 
To  be  fo  happy.    Aubr.  Nor  your  Miferies 
Begin  in  Murther. 

[He  offers  his  Sword  at  Otto,  the  Faftion  joining. 

[Aubrey  between  fevers  the  Brothers. 

Duty,  Allegiance, 

And  all  refpecls  of  what  you  are,  forfake  me  : 
Do  you  (tare  on's  ?  Is  this  a  Theatre  ? 
Or  mall  theft  kill  themfelves,  like  to  mad  Fencers, 
To  make  you  Sport  ?  Keep  them  afunder,  or, 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  charge  on  all. 

Grand.  Keep  the  Peace, 
I  am  for  you,  my  Lord,  and  if  you'll  have  me,, 
Til  aft  the  Conftable's  part. 

Aubr.  Live  I  to  fee  this? 
Will  you  do  that  your  Enemies  dare  not  wim, 
And  cherifh  in  yourfelves  thofe  Furies,  which 
Hell  would  caft  out  ?  Do,  I  am  ready  ;  kill  me, 
And  thefe,  that  would  fall  willing  Sacrifices 
To  any  Power  that  would  reftore  your  Reafon, 
And  make  you  Men  again,  which  now  you  are  not. 

RoL  Thefe  are  your  Bucklers,  Boy. 

Otto.  My  Hindrances  *, 
And  were  1  not  confirmed,  my  Juftice  in 
The  taking  of  thy  Life,  could  not  weigh  down 
The  Wrong,  in  fhedding  the  leaft  Drop  of  Blood 
Of  thefe  whole  Goodnefs  only  now  prote&s  thee, 
Thou  fliould'ft  feel  I  in  A£t  would  prove  myfelf 
What  thou  in  Words  doft  labour  to  appear. 

RoL  Hear  this,  and  talk  again  ?  Til  breakthrough  all, 
But  I  will  reach  thy  Heart. 

Otto.  *Tis  better  guarded. 

Enter  Sophia. 

Soph.  Make  way,  or  I  will  force  it,  who  are  thefe  ? 
My  Sons  ?  my  Shames ;  turn  all  your  Swords  on  me,  . 
And  make  this  wretched  Body  but  one  Wound, 
So  this  unnatural  Quarrel  find  a  Grave 
In  the  unhappy  Womb  that  brought  you  forth  : 
Dare  you  remember  that  you  had  a  Mother, 
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Or  look  on  thefe  grey  Hairs,  made  fo  with  Tears, 
For  both  your  Goods,  and  not  with  Age ;  and  yet 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her  ?  from  me  you  had 
Life,  Nerves,  and  Faculties,  to  ufe  thefe  Weapons 
And  dare  you  naife  them  againft  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  you  are  f 

Otto.  All  Peace  is  meant  to  you. 

Soph.  Why  is  this  War  then  ? 
As  if  your  Arms  could  be  advanc'd,  and  I 
Not  fet  upon  the  Rack  ?  Your  Blood  is  mine, 
Your  Danger's  mine,  your  Goodnefs  I  mould  mare  in 
And  muft  be  branded  with  thofe  impious  Marks 
You  ftamp  on  your  own  Foreheads  and  on  mine, 
If  you  go  on  thus  :  For  my  good  Name  therefore, 
Though  all  Refpe&s  of  Honour  in  yourfelves 
Be  in  your  fury  choakt,  throw  down  your  Swords 
Your  Duty  mould  be  fwifter  than  my  Tongue  ; 
And  join  your.  Hands  while  they  are  innocent ; 
You've  Heat  of  Blood,  and  Youth  apt  to  Ambition, 
To  plead  an  eafie  Pardon  for  what's  paft  : 
But  all  the  Ills  beyond  this  Hour  committed, 
From  God  or  Men  muft  hope  for  no  Fxcufe. 

Gisb.  Can  you  hear  this  unmov'd  ? 

Aub.  No  Syllable 
Of  this  fo  pious  Charm,  but  mould  have  Power 
To  fruftrate  all  the  juggling  Deceits, 
With  which  the  Devil  blinds  you. 

Otto.  I  begin 
To  melt,  I  know  not  how. 

Rol.  Mother,  1*11  leave  you  ; 
And,  Sir,  be  thankful  for  the  Time  you  live, 
Till  we  meet  next,  (which  mall  be  icon  and  fuddenj 
To  her  Perfwafion  for  you. 

Soph.  O  yet,  ftay, 
And  rather  than  part  thus,  vouch fafe  me  hearing. 
As  Enemies;  how  is  my  Soul  divided? 
My  Love  to  both  is  equal,  as  my  Wifhes  ; 
But  is  return'd  by  neither  ;  my  griev'd  Heart, 
Hold  yet  a  little  longer^  and  then  break. 
I  kneel  to  both,  and  will  fpeak  fo;  but  this 
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(8)  Takes  from  me  the  Authority  of  a  Mother, 
And  therefore,  like  myfelf,  Otto^  to  thee, 
(And  yet  obferve,  Son,  how  thy  Mother's  Tears 
Outftrip  her  forward  Words,  to  make  way  for  'em) 
Thou  art  the  younger,  Ottoy  yet  be  now  . 
The  firft  Example  of  Obedience  to  me, 
And  grow  the  elder  in  my  Love. 

Otto.  The  means 
To  be  fo  happy  ?    Soph,  This   yield  up  thy  Sword, 
And  let  thy  Piety  give  thy  Mother  Strength 
To  take  that  from  thee,  which  no  Enemies  Force 
Could  e'er  defpoil  thee  of :  Why  doft  thou  tremble, 
And  with  a  fearful  Eye  fixt  on  thy  Brother, 
Obferv'ft  his  ready  Sword,  as  bent  againft  thee  ? 

I  am  thy  Armour,  and  will  be  pierc'd  through 

Ten  thoufand  times,  before  I  will  give  way 

To  any  Peril  may  arrive  at  thee  \ 

And  therefore  fear  not. 
Otto.  'Tis  not  for  myfelf, 

But  for  you,  Mother ;  you  are  now  ingag'd 

In  more  than  lies  in  your  unqueftion'd  Virtue ; 

For,  fince  you  have  difirm'd  me  of  Defence, 

Should  I  fall  now,  though  by  his  Hand,  the  World 

May  fay  it'was  your  Practice. 
Soph.  All  Worlds  perifh, 

Before  my  Piety  turn  Treafon's  Parent, 

Take  it  again,  and  (land  upon  your  Guard, 

And  while  your  Brother  is,  continue  arm'd  ; 

And  yet  this  fear  is  needlefs,  for  I  know, 

My  Rolloy  though  he  dares  as  much  as  Man, 

So  tender  of  his  yet  untainted  Valour, 

$o  no^e,  that  he  dares  do  nothing  bafely. 

(8)  Takes  from  me  tV  Authority  of  a  Mother's  Power;]  The  Qoarto 

read 

Takes  the  Authority  of  a  Mother  s  Power  ; 
If  this  latter  be  rot  more  corrupt,  it  is  evident  that  of  mould  be  off, 
as  i  firft  intended  to  read,  and  find  that  Mr.  Theobald  re-id*  fo  too  : 
#  flat  there  is  a  Plconafm  and  Impropriety  M  taking  Authority  f  om 
Power,  which  I  fcarce  think  genuine,  and-I  therefore  infert  in  the 
Text  what  icems  the  natural  Expiefiion. 

!  You 
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(9)  You  doubt  him  v  he  fears  you  j  I  doubt  and  fear 

Both  ;  for  each  others  Satety,  not  mine  own. 

Know  yet,  my  Sons,  when  of  Neceifity 

You  muft  deceive,  or  be  deceiv'd  ;  'tis  better 

To  fuffer  Treafon,  than  to  ad  the  Traitor 

And  in  a  War  like  this,  in  which  the  Glory 

Is  his  that's  overcome  ;  confider  then 

What  'tis  for  which  you  drive :  Is  it  the  Dukedom  ? 

Or  the  Command  of  thefe  fo  ready  Subjects  ? 

Defire  of  Wealth  ?  or  whatfoever  elfe 

Fires  your  Ambition  ?  'Tis  ftill  defp'rate  Madnefs, 

To  kill  the  People  which  you  would  be  Lords  of ; 

With  Fire  and  Sword  to  lay  that  Country  wafte 

Whofe  Rule  you  feek  for :  To  confume  the  Treafures, 

Which  are  the  Sinews  of  your  Government, 

In  cheriftiing  the  Factions  that  deftroy  it: 

Far,  far  be  this  from  you:  Make  it  not  queftion'd 

Whether  you  can  have  Interelt  in  that  Dukedom, 

Whofe  Ruin  both  contend  for.     Otto,  I  defire 

But  to  enjoy  my  own,  which  I  will  keep. 

RoL  And  rather  than  Pofterity  mail  have  caufe 
To  fay  I  ruin'd  all,  divide  the  Dukedom, 
I  will  accept  the  Moiety. 

Otto.  I  embrace  it. 

Soph.  Divide  me  firft,  or  tear  me  Limb  "by  Limb, 
And  let  them  find  as  many  feveral  Graves 
As  there  are  Villages  in  Normandy  : 
And  'tis  lefs  Sin,  than  thus  to  weaken  it, 

(9)  You  doubt  him;  he  fears  you ;  1  doubt  and  fear 

Both-,  for  others  Safety ,  and  not  mine  oxt'».]    The  olu  Quarto 
reads  the  fecond  Line, 

Both  }  for  others  Safety,  not  my  ovott* 
This  wanting  a  Syllable,  the  late  Editions,  to  fill  up  the  Meafure, 
added  one,  but  in  a  Place  where  it  dots  more  harm  than  good. 
Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  .Sympfon,  and  I,  have  each  different  Reading?, 
which  the  Reader  will  pleafe  to  take  his  choice  of;  tho'  Partiality^ 
perhaps,  makes  me infert  my  own  in  the.Te^t.  Mr.  Theobald 'reads, 
-  ■  /  doubt  and  fear 

You  Both,  for  others  Safety,  not  my  o^iui. 
Sympfon  reads, 

For  both,  for  others  Safety,  not  my  own, 

To 
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To  hear  it  mentioned  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  Lord,  and  almoft  blafpheme 
Thofe  Powers  that  heard  my  Prayer  for  Fruitfulnefs, 
And  did  not  with  my  firft  Birth  clofe  my  Womb  \ 
(10)  To  me  alone  my  fecond  Blefiing  proves 
My  firft,  my  firft  of  Mifery,  for  if  Heav'n 
Which  gave  me  Rollo,  there  had  ftaid  his  Bounty, 
And  Otto>  my  dear  Otto,  ne'er  had  been, 
Or  being,  had  not  been  fo  worth  my  Love, 
The  ftream  of  my  AfYedtion  had  run  conftant 
In  one  fair  Current,  all  my  Hopes  had  been 
Laid  up  in  one  •,  and  fruitful  Normandy 
In  this  Divifion  had  not  loft  her  Glories : 
.  For  as  'tis  now,  'tis  a  fair  Diamond, 
Which  being  preferv'd  entire,  exceeds  all  Value, 
But  cut  in  Pieces  (though  thefe  Pieces  are 
Set  in  fine  Gold  by  the  beft  Workman's  cunning) 
Parts  with  all  Eftimation  :  So  this  Dukedom, 
As  'tis  yet  whole,  the  neighbouring  Kings  may  covet, 
But  cannot  compafs ;  which  divided,  will 
Become  the  Spoil  of  every  barbarous  Foe 
That  will  invade  it. 

Gisb.  How  this  works  in  both ! 

Bal.  Prince  Rollo's  Eyes  have  loft  their  Fire. 

Gisb.  And  Anger, 
That  but  ev'n  now  wholly  pofTcfs'd  good  Otto, 
Hath  given  Place  to  Pity.    Aubr.  End  not  thus, 
Madam,  but  perfect  what's  fo  well  begun. 

Soph.  I  fee  in  both,  fair  Signs  of  Reconcilement, 
Make  them  lure  Proofs  they  are  fo:  The  Fates  offer 

(10)  To  me  alone  my  fecond  BUfJing  proves 

My  firft  of  Mifery  y  for  if  chat  Heav'rt)  The  Quarto  reads, 
To  me  alone  my  fecond  Blffjinv  proves  my  firft , 
My  firft  of  Mifery,  for  if  Heavn 
The  late  Editions  not  underihnding  thi.%  thought  it  a  meer  acci- 
dental Repetition,  not  confidering  that  when  properly  rang'd  it  was 
abfolutely  neceflfary  to  the  Mealure.    Befides  this,  it  would  be  cruel 
to  call  Otto  the  dutiful  Son,  her  Firft  of  Mifery  ?   No,  flie  fays,  that 
her  fecond  Bleffmg  made  her  firft  become  a  Curfe  to  her,  which  was 
certainly  the  Cafe  as  Rollo  was  the  Incendiary.     The  old  Quarto 
therefore  was  wrong  pointed,  as  well  as  rang'd  wrong. 
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To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  Examples 

Of  Piety,  or  Wickednefs :  If  the  latter 

Blinds  fo  your  Underftanding,  that  you  cannot 

Pierce  through  her  painted  Out-fide,  and  difcover 

That  flie  is  all  Deformity  within, 

Boldly  tranfcend  all  Precedents  of  Mifchief, 

(11)  And  let  the  laft,  and  the  worft  Aft  of  Tyrants, 

The  Murther  of  a  Mother,  but  begin 

The  Scene  of  Blood  you  after  are  to  heighten  : 

But  if  that  Virtue,  and  her  fure  Rewards, 

Can  win  you  to  accept  Her  for  your  Guide, 

To  lead  you  up  to  Heav*n,  and  there  fix  you 

The  faireft  Stars  in  the  bright  Sphere  of  Honour  5 

Make  me  the  Parent  of  an  hundred  Sons, 

All  brought  into  the  World  with  Joy,  not  Sorrow, 

And  every  one  a  Father  to  his  Country, 

In  being  now  made  Mother  of  your  Concord. 

Rol.  Such,  and  fo  good,  loud  Fame  for  ever  fpeak  you. 

Bald.  I,  now  they,  meet  like  Brothers. 

[T'he  Brothers  caft  away  their  Swords,  and  embrace. 

Gisb.  My  Heart's  Joy 
Flows  thro'  my  Eyes.  Aubr.  May  never  Woman's  Tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus'd,  for  this  one's  Goodnefs. 

Otto.  If  we  contend,  from  this  Hour,  it  ftiall  be 
How  to  o'ercome  in  brotherly  Affection. 

Rol.  Otto  is  Rollo  now,  and  Rollo,  Otto, 
Or  as  they  have  one  Mind,  rather  one  Name  : 
From  this  Attonement  let  our  Lives  begin, 
Be  all  the  reft  forgotten. 

Aubr.  Spoke  like  Rollo. 

Soph.  And,  to  the  Honour  of  this  Reconcilement, 

(11)  And  let  the  laft,  and  the  <worjl  End  of  Tyrannies, 
The  Murther  of  a  Mother,  but  begin 

The  Stain  of  Blood  you  after  are  to  heighten  :]  End,  in  the 
firft  Line,  and  Stain  in  the  third,  are  only  the  corrupt  Readings  of 
•  the  late  Editions.  I  have  reftor'd  the  true.  But  Mr.  Theobald  and 
Mr.  Sympfon,  both  concur  with  me  in  preferring  Tyrants  to  Tyrannies, 
as  the  Allufion  to  Nero's  murdering  his  Mother  becomes  more  evident. 
I  mould,  indeed,  have  thought  the  Change  fcarce  deferving  of  a  Note, 
but  that  Mr.  Theobald  thought  one  neceflary,  by  putting  L.  T.  his 
ufual  Mark  for  one. 

Vo  l.  V.  G  We 
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We  all  this  Night  will,  at  a  publick  Feaft, 

With  choice  Wines,  drown  our  late  Fears,   and  with 

Mufick 
Welcome  our  Comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones. 

(12)  Soph.  Supported  thus  T  am  fecurej  O  Sons, 
This  is  your  Mother's  Triumph. 

Rcl.  You  deferve  it.  [Exeunt. 
\Manmt  Grand pree,  Verdon,  Trevile  and  Duprete. 

Grand.  Did  ever  iuch  a  hop'd-for  Bufinefs  end  thus  ? 

Verd.  'Tis  fatal  to  us  all,  and  yet  you,  Grandpree, 
Have  the  lead  caufe  to  fear. 

Grand.  Why,  what's  my  Hope  ? 

Verd.  The  Certainty  that  you  have  to  be  hang'd  ; 
You  know  the  Chancellor's  Promife. 

Grand.  Plague  upon  you. 

Verd.  What  think  you  of  a  Bath,  and  a  Lord's  Daughter 
To  entertain  you  ? 

Grand.  Thofe  Defires  are  off. 
Frail  Thoughts,  all  Friends,  no  Rollians  now,  nor  Otto's. 
-The  feveral  Court'fies  of  our  Swords  and  Servants 
(13)  Defer  to  apter  Conlequence;  let's  make  ufe 
Of  this  Night's  Freedom,  a  fliort  Parliament  to  us, 
In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely  ; 
Nay,  to  our  Drink  we  /hail  have  Meat  too,  that's 
No  ufual  Bufinefs  to  the  Men  o'th'  Sword. 

(12)  Soph.  Supported  thus  I  am  fecure  ;  O  Sons, 

This  is  your  Mother  s  Triumph. 
Rol.  Tcu  deferve  it.}    This,  which  would  give  a  pleafing, 
a  noble,  and  majetfic  Exit  to  Sophia  the  Heroine  of  this  Scene,  is 
entirely  left  out  by  the  iate  Ed i Lion s. 

(13)  Defer  to  Ahcr-Corfequer.ee;  Jet's  make  ufe 

Of  this  Night's  Freedom,  a  fbort  Parliament  to  us, 
In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely;  ]  Jfter-Confe- 
quence  16  a  roor  Tautology ,  but  chargeable  only  on  the  late  Editions ; 
apter  is  the  old  and  true  Reading.  Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  that  to  carry 
on  the  Metaphor  from  the  Parliament  we  lliould  read,  talk  f reefs. 
and  indeed  i  at  full  aker'd  ic  fo  myfelf ;  bu:  conlidenng  the  Privilege 
of  Parliament  exempting  the  Menibeis  from  impnfonment,  and  the 
Fear  Grandpree  was  in  of  having  only  one  Night's  Exemption  from 
h,  the  present  Reading  feecis  unexceptionable. 

Drink 
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Drink  deep  with  me  to  Night,  we  fhall  to  Morrow, 
Or  whip,  or  hang  the  merrier. 

ffrev.  Lead  the  Way  then.  [Exeunt; 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE  I, 

Enter  Latorch  and  Rollo. 

Lat.  TT  T  H  Y  fhould  this  trouble  you  ? 

\ Y     RoL  It  does;  and  misft  dp 
'Till  I  find  Eafe,    Lat.  Confider  then,  and  quickly  5 
And,,  like  a  wife  Man,  take  the  Current  with  you, 
Which  once  turn'd  Head,  will  fink  you  ;  blelt  Occafjon 
Offers  herfelf  jn  thoufand  Safeties  to  you  •, 
Time  {landing  ftill  to  point  you  out  your  Purpofe, 
And  Refolution  (the  true  Child  of  Virtue) 
Ready  to  execute  :  What  dull  cold  Weaknefs 
Has  crept  into  your  Bofom,  whofe  meer  Thoughts, 
Like  tempefts,  ploughing  up  the  failing  Forefts, 
Ev'n  with  their  Swing  were  wont  to  fluke  down  Hazards, 
What  is't,  your  Mother's  Tears  ? 
RoL  Prithee  be  patient. 

Lat.  Her  Hands  held  up?  her  Prayers,  or  her  Curfes? 
(14)  Oh  Power  of  Pray'r,  drop'd  through  by  a  Woman! 
Take  heed  the  Soldiers  fee  it  not ;  'tis  miferable, 
In  Rollo  below  miferable ;  take  heed  your  Friends, 
The  Sinews  of  your  Caufe,  the  Strength  you  ftir  by, 
Take  heed,  I  fay,  they  find  it  not:  Take  heed 
Your  own  Repentance  ( like  a  Pafling-bell ) 
Too  late,  and  too  loud,  tell  the  World  y'are  perifli'd  ? 

(14)  Ob  Power  of  Paper,  drofd  through  by  a  Woman  !  ]  Paper  for 
Prayer  is  the  grofs  Miftake  of  the  late  Editions  only ;  but  I  fufpeft 
the  old  Quarto  had  made  one  too  in  the  latter  part  of  the  Line,  for 
what  is  the  Antecedent  to  drofd  through  by  a  Woman  ?  We  mult  go 
back  to  Thoughts  or  Refolution,  and  then  indeed  it  is  intelligible :  But 
I  rather  tfrink  the  true  Reading  to  be, 

O  PoTv*r  of  Pray'r  and  Tears  drofd  by  a  Woman! 
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(15)  What  noble  Spirit,  eager  of  Advancement, 
Whofe  Intereft  is  his  Plough  ;    what  Sword  whofe 
ftiarpnefs 

Waits  but  the  Arm  to  wield  it ;  or  what  Hope, 
After  the  World  has  blown  abroad  this  Weaknefs, 
Will  move  again,  or  make  a  Wifh  for  Rollo  ? 

Rol.  Are  we  not  Friends  again  by  each  Oath  ratified, 
Our  Tongues  the  Heralds  to  our  Hearts  ? 

Lett.  Poor  Hearts  then. 

Rol.  Our  worthier  Friends. 

Lcit.  No  Friends,  Sir,  to  your  Honour  ; 
Friends  to  your  Fall  :  Where  is  your  Underftanding, 
The  noble  VefTel  that  your  full  Soul  fai'Pd  in, 
Rib'd  round  with  Honours  ;  where  is  that?  'tis  ruin'd, 
The  Temped  of  a  Woman's  Sighs  has  funk  it. 
Friendfhip,  take  heed,  Sir,  is  a  fmiling  Harlot, 
That  when  fhe  khTes,  kills  ;  a  foder'd  Friendship, 
Piec'd  out  with  Promifes ;  O  painted  Ruin  ? 

Rol.  Latorch,  he  is  my  Brother. 

Lai.  The  more  doubted  ; 
For  hatred  hatch'd  at  home  is  a  tame  Tiger, 
May  fawn  and  fport,  but  never  leave  his  Nature  ; 
The  Jars  of  Brothers,  two  fuch  mighty  ones, 
Is  like  a  fmall  Stone  thrown  into  a  River, 
The  Breach  fcarce  heard,  but  view  the  beaten  Current, 
And  you  (hall  fee  a  thoufand  angry  Rings 
Rife  in  his  Face,  (till  fwelling  and  (till  growing  ; 
(16)  So  Jars  Diftrufts  encircle  i  Diftrufts  Dangers, 

And 

(15)  What  nohle  Spirit,  eager  of  Advancement, 

Whofe  Imployment  is  his  Plough  ;  ]  When  an  Expreflion  is 
obfeure,  only  borders  upon  a  poetical  Sentiment,  and  will  not  fland  in 
the  Verfe,  there  is  great  Realon  to  doubt  its  Genuinenefs.  The  moll 
proper  Expreflion  with  regard  to  the  Plough  is  when  a  Soldier's  Sword 
is  calFd  his  Plough,  by  which  he  is  to  cultivate  his  Fortunes.  Our 
Authors  alfo  very  juftly,  in  fame  Place,  call  a  Man's  Wit  his  Plough, 
and  here  the  true  Word  Teems  to  have  been  Intereft,  the  Plough  which 
moft  Men  follow  ;  Imployment  indeed  may  be  underftood,  but  as  it 
quite  fpoils  the  Meafure  i  have  ventur'd  to  difcard  it. 

(16)  So  Jars  circling  Diftrufts,  Diftrufts  breed  Dangers , 
And  Dangers  Death,  the  great  eft  extreme  Shadow, 

'7/7/  nothing  bound  *tm  but  the  Sboar,  their  Graves ;]  The  old 
Quarto  reads, 

So 
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And  Dangers  Death  the  greateft  extreme  follows, 
'Till  nothing  bound  'em  but  the  (hoar,  their  Graves. 
There  is  no  manly  Wifdom,  nor  no  Safety 
In  leaning  to  this  League,  this  piece-patent  Friendfhip  j 
This  rear'd-up  Reconcilement  on  a  Billow, 
Which  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  Fortune  ; 
Is't  not  your  own  you  reach  at,  Law  and  Nature 
Ulhering  the  way  before  you  ?  Is  not  he 
Born  and  bequeathed  your  Subject  ?  Rol.  Ha.  Lat.  What 
Fool 

Would  give  a  Storm  leave  to  difturb  his  Peace, 
When  he  may  (hut  the  Cafement  ?  Can  that  Man 
•  Has  won  fo  much  upon  you  by.  your  Pity, 
(17)  And's  drawn  fo  high,  that  like  an  ominous  Comet, 
He  darkens  all  your  Light ;  can  this  couch'd  Lion 
(Though  now  he  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  Paws, 
Craftily  humming,  like  a  Cat  to  cozen  you) 
But  (when  Ambition  whets  him,  and  Time  fits  him) 
Leap  to  his  Prey,  and  feiz'd  once,  fuck  your  Heart  out  ? 
D'  you  make  it  Confcience  ? 

Rol.  Confcience,  Latorch>  what's  that  ? 

Lat.  A  Fear  they  tye  up  Fools  in,  Nature's  Coward, 

So  Jars  circling  in  Diftrufts,  Diftrufts  pull  down  Dangers, 
And  Dangers  Death,  the  greateft  extreme  Shadow, 
'"Till  nothing  bound  them  but  the  Showers,  their  Graves. 
The  late  Editions  have  corre&ed  Shotvers  right ;  but  how  does  the 
Word  Shadow  carry  on  the  Metaphor  ?  and  what  poor  Meafure  is 
the  firft  Line  ?  I  hope  I  have  reftor'd  the  true  Reading,  as  it  perfects 
the  Meafure  and  makes  the  whole  Metaphor  confident. 

(17)  And  drawn  fo  high,  that  like  an  ominous  Comet, 

He  darkens  all  your  Light ;  — — ]  Mr.  Sympfon  asks,  What 
Senfe  is  this,  and  where  got  our  Poets  this  Phzhfophy?  The  Addi- 
tion of  the  auxiliary  Verb  is,  which  turns  the  Sentence  into  a  lore  ci 
Parenthefis,  is  all  that  feems  neceffary  to  render  the  Senfe  clear,  and 
the  Philofophy  true ;  and  its  poetic  Sublimity  muft  be  vilible  to 
every  Eye.  As  to  the  Philofophy,  tho1  Eclipfes  of  the  Sun  or  Pla- 
nets have  not  perhaps  been  known  to  be  caufed  by  Comet?,  yet  as 
they  often  come  within  the  planetary  Syftem,  and  even  within  the 
Orbit  of  Mercury,  there  is  a  Probability  of  their  caufing  thefe  Eclipfes ; 
but  as  they  conilantly  cover  and  eclipfe  the  fix'd  Stars,  and  by  their 
fuperior  Light  alone  darken  all  that  they  approach  to,  this  is  fumcient 
to  render  the  Simile  as  juft  as  it  is  noble. 


Tainting 
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(18)  Tainting  the  Blood,  and  chilling  the  full  Spirits 
With  Apprehenfion  of  meer  Clouds  and  Shadows. 

RoL  I  know  no  Confcience,  nor  I  fear  no  Shadows. 
Lat.  Or  if  you  did,  if  there  were  Confcience, 

(19)  If  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer  fuch  a  Curb  1 
The  fiery  Mind  fuch  puddle  t'  put  it  out ; 
Muft  it  needs,  like  a  rank  Vine,  run  up  rudely, 
And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  Happinefs, 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  fit  making  of  us? 

RoL  It  (hall  not,  nor  it  muft  not ;  I  am  fatisfied, 
And  once  more  am  myfelf  again  : 

(18)  Palling  the  Blood,  -j)    The  old  Quarto  reads,  Tafiing  the  * 

Blocdy-— —  which  the  late  Editions  have  turn'd  into  good  Senfe  ;  but 

as  they  have  grea:!y  departed  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  and  from 
numberlefs  Miftakes  deferve  no  fort  of  Regard,  I  doubt  not  but 
the  true  Word  was  either  tainting  or  taking  ;  the  latter  is  often  ufed 
ir  ola  Engli/b  Authors  in  the  fame  Senfe  with  the  former. 
t  us  Skptimitu,  in 'The  Falfe  One,  Aft  IV.  Scene  III. 
For  I  am  yet  too  taking  for  your  Company. 
i.  e.  too  infectious. 

(19)  If  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer  fuch  a  Curh ; 

To  the  fiery  Mind,  fuch  Puddles  to  put  it  out  i  J  The  old  Quarto 
reads  tnia  Paila^e  thus ; 

If  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer 

The  fiery  Mind,  fuch  puddle  to  put  it  out  ? 
Sympfan  thinks  that  we  mould  itrike  out  the  Additions  of  the 
hie  Editions,  and  that  the  old  Reading  is  right.  To  me  it  does  not 
feem  fo,  for  two  Metaphors  are  confounded  and  have  but  one  Verb* 
which  fuits  to  the  fiery  Mind,  but  not  fo  well  to  the  former  ;  or  if  it 
does,  the  free  Soul  and  fiery  Mind  will  be  meer  Tautology.  I  there- 
fore approve  the  Additions  of  the  late  Editions,  and  believe  them 
genuine,  however  they  came  by  them.  That  they  had  them  from 
fome  Manufcript,  and  not  from  Conjecture,  I  am  perfuaded  :  becaufe 
they  have  fo  printed  them  as  evidently  to  (hew  that  they  did  not  un- 
deriland  the  leaft  Syllable  of  them.    They  make  the  Senfe  thus ; 

If  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer  fuch  a  Curb 

to  the  fiery  Mind?-— — 

Here,  therefore,  is  all  the  Tautology  and  Confufion  of  Metaphors 
which  is  found  in  the  deficient  Text  of  the  old  Quarto  ;  but  how  in- 
finitely is  it  improv'd  when  each  Metaphor  is  prefer v'd  diftincl  and 

Separate . 

If  the  free  Soul  could  fuffer  fuch  a  Curh  ; 
the  fiery  Mind  fuch  Puddle  f  put  it  out  ; 

Mr.  Theobald  overlooked  the  Corruptions  of  this  Paffage,  fo  I  cannot 
tell  his  Sentiments. 

My 
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My  Mother's  Tears  and  Woman  ifh  cold  Prayers, 
Farewel,  I  have  forgot  you;  ii  there  be  Confcience, 
Let  it  not  come  betwixt  a  Crown  and  me, 
Which  is  my  hope  of  Blifs,  and  /  bdieve  it  : 
Otto,  our  Friendmip  thus  I  blow  to  Air, 
A  Bubble  for  a  Boy  to  play  withal ; 
And  all  the  Vows  my  Weaknefs  made,  like  thj?, 
Like  this  poor  heartlefs  Rufh,  I  rend  in  pieces. 

Lat.  Now  you  go  right,  Sir,  now  your  Eyes  are  open. 

Rol.  My  Father's  laft  Petition's  dead  as  he  is, 
And  all  the  Promifes  I  clos'd  his  Eyes  withj 
In  the  fame  Grave  I  bury. 

Lat.  Now  you're  a  Man,  Sir. 

Rol.  Otto,  thou  fhew'it  my  Winding-fheet  before  me, 
Which  e'er  I  put  it  on,  like  Heav'n's  bleft  Fire, 
In  my  Defcent  I'll  make  it  blufh  in  Blood  ; 
(A  Crown,  a  Crown,  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me!  ) 
Nor  (hall  the  Pity  of  thy  Youth,  falfc  Brother, 
Although  a  thoufand  Virgins  kneel  before  me, 

(20)  And  every  dropping  Eye  a  Court  of  Mercy, 
The  fame  Blood  with  me,  nor  the  Reverence 
Due  to  my  Mother's  bleffed  Womb  that  bred  us, 
Redeem  thee  from  my  Doubts :  Thou  art  a  Wolf  here, 
Fed  with  my  Fears,  and  I  muft  cut  thee  from  me  ; 
(A  Crown,  a  Crown  ;  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me !) 
No  Safety  elfe.  Lat.  But  be  not  too  muck  ftirr'd,  Sir, 

(21 )  Nor  too  high-threatning  in  your  Execution, 
Ever  remember^  Sir>  that  fvvallowing  Waters 

Run 

(20)  And  every  dropping  Eye  a  Ccurt  of  Mercy,  ]  This  is  a  very 
firong  Exprefiion,  tho'  it  may  perhaps  be  objected  to,  as  Courts  of 
Mercy  do  not  ordinarily  petition  for  Mercy,  but  grant  it  to  Petitioners. 
The  Expreflion  would  certainly  be  more  intelligible  if  we  read, 

And  ev'ry  dropping  Eye  Jhall  court  for  Mercy. 
But  I  will  not  venture  to  change  the  Text,  left  I  mould  be  liable  to  the 
common  Objection  to  Critics,   of  rejecting  the  moil  fublimc  Exprei- 
fions  of  their  Authors,  meerly  becaule  their  Conceptions  were  too  low 
to  reach  them. 

(21)  Nor  too  high  in  your  Execution  :  Swallowing  Waters]  As  the 
Senfe  here  is  very  itifr",  and  the  Meafure  quite  loit,  i  believe  we  have 
only  the  Fragments  of  two  Lines  made  up  into  one  ;  high  feems  only 
half  of  fome  Compound  Wprd,  as  high-threatning — high-raging—- 
bigh-pafiori d— high-worded —  I  prefer  the  former.    As  to  what  u 

G  4  siddo^ 
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Run  deep  and  filent,  till  they're  fatisfied. 

And  fmile  in  thoufand  Curls,  to  gild  their  Craft; 

Let  your  Sword  deep,  and  let  my  two-edg'd  Wit  work  ; 

This  happy  Feaft,  the  full  Joy  of  your  Friendftiips, 

Shall  be  his  laft. 

Rol.  How,  my  Latorcb? 
Lat.  Why  thus,  Sir  •, 
HI  prefently  go  dive  into  the  Officers 
That  minifter  at  Table  :  (22)  Gold  and  Goodnefs, 
With  Promife  upon  Promife,  and  Time  neceflary, 
I'll  pour  into  them. 

Rol.  Canft  thou  do  it  neatly  ? 
Lat.  Let  me  alone,  and  fuch  a  Bait  it  fhall  be, 
Shall  take  off  all  Sufpicion. 
Rol.  Go  and  profper. 

Lat.  Walk  in  then,  and  your  fmoothefl:  Face  put  on,  Sir. 

[Exeunt. 

S      C   ^E      N     E  II. 

Enter  the  Mafter  Cook,  Butler ',  P "antler ',  Yeoman  of  the 
Cellar with  a  Jack  of  Beer  and  a  Difh. 

Cook.  A  hot  Day,  a  hot  Day,  Vengeance  hot  Day,  Boys* 
Give  me  fome  Drink,  this  Fire's  a  plaguy  Fretter  : 

added  to  com  pi  eat  the  Meafure  and  introduce  the  fine  Metaphor  which 
follows,  I  took  the  Hint  from  a  Paflage  of  S bake/pear  not  unlike  this, 
Henry  the  Vlllth,  Ad  I.  Scene  II.  Norfolk  fays  to  Buckingham, 

-    We  may  out-run 

By  violent  fwiftnefs  that  which  ive  run  at 

And  lofe  by  over-running  :  know  you  not 

The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor ',  ''tiWt  run  oer9 

In  Jeeming  to  augment  it  ivaftes  it? 
I  quote  this  to  fhew,  that  tho*  the  Words  added  in  the  fecond  Line 
are  not  neceflary  to  the  Senfe,    yet  they  are  in  Shakefpear's  and 
Fletcher's  manner.    Whether  they  were  the  latter's  or  not,  muft  re- 
main a  meer  Uncertainty. 

(22)          Gold  and  Goodnefs,"],  As  Goodnefs  feems  an  odd  Motive 

to  perfuade  People  to  Murder,  I  at  firft  thought  we  fhould  read, 

 Gold  and  Greatnefsf  or  Goods ;  but  I  now  believe  the  old  Reading 

right.  As  Vice  always  aflumes  fome  Pretence  of  Good,  fo  Latorch, 
in  perfuading  the  Servants  to  the  Murder,  urges  the  Good  of  the 
State,  and  the  general  Blcfling. 

Body 
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Body  of  me,  I  am  dry  flill  ;  give  me  the  Jack,  Boy  ; 
This  wooden  Skiff  holds  nothing. 

Pant.  And  'faith  Mafter, 
"What  brave  new  Meats  ?  for  here  will  be  old  Eating. 

Cook.  Old  and  young,  Boy,  let  'em  all  eat,  I  have  it ; 
I've  Ballad  for  their  Bellies,  a  God's  Name, 
Let  'em 've  ten  Tire  of  Teeth  a  piece,  I  care  not. 

But.  But  what  new  rare  Munition  i 

Cook.  Pifli,  a  thoufand  ; 

(23)  I'll  make  you  Piggs  fpeak  French,  and  a  fat  Swan 

(24)  Come  fculling  out  of  England  with  a  Challenge  ; 
I'll  make  you  a  Difh  of  Calves-feet  dance  the  Canaries, 
And  a  Confort  of  cram'd  Capons  fiddle  to  'em  ; 

A  Calves  Head  fpeak  an  Oracle,  and  a  dozen  of  Larks 
Rife  from  the  Difh,  and  fing  all  Supper  time ; 
'Tis  nothing,  Boys  :  I've  fram'd  a  Fortification 
Out  of  Rye-pafte,  which  is  impregnable, 
And  againft  that,  for  two  long  Hours  together, 
Two  dozen  of  Marrow-bones  lhall  play  continually : 
For  Fifh,  I'll  make  you  a  Handing  Lake  of  white  Broth, 
And  Pikes  come  plowing  up  the  Plums  before  them  ; 

(25)  Anon  on  a  Dolphin,  playing  Lachrymas, 
And  brave  King  Herring  with  his  Oil  and  Onion 

Crown'd 

(23)  V 11  make  you  Piggs  fpeak  Trench  at  Table,  and  a  fat  Swan] 
Mr.  Theobald  very  juftly  ltrikes  out  the  Words  at  Table,  as  unnecef- 
fary  to  the  Senfe  and  injurious  to  the  Meafure. 

(24)  —  and  a  fat  Swan 

Come  failing  out  of  England  with  a  Challenge  ;]  Sailing  is 
only  a  conjectural  Reading  of  the  late  very  corrupt  Editions ;  the  old 
Quarto  reads,  Come  fculling  out  of  England.  Mr.  Sympfon  therefore 
propofes  what  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text,  fculling.  Thus  Milton, 
Bool^  7.  Line  439. 

■  the  Swan 

"  ■     1     ■  rowes 

Her  State  with  oary  feet. 
This  Reading  therefore,  tho'  proposed  with  diffidence  by  its  Author, 
and  in  company  with  another  — fcudding — «  appears  quite  felf-evident  » 
it  has  all  the  Properties  that  the  jufteft  Emendation  can  poflibly  have  -r 
it  is  the  neareft  the  Trace  of  the  Letters ;  it  gives  the  trueft  Idea  of  the 
Swan's  Motion,  and  exactly  fuits  the  Humour  and  Stilcof  the  Context. 

(25)  Arion,  like  a  Dolphin,  ]  It  is  ftrange  how  very  fre- 
quently the  late  Editions  have  run  into  Corruptions  fo  utterly  from 
the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  that  Criticifm  muft  have  tranfgrefs'd  its 

Bounds 
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Crowrfd  with  a  Lemon  Pill,  his  way  prepared 
With  his  ftrong  Guard  of  Pilchers. 
Pant,  Ay  marry,  Mafter. 

Cook.  All  thcfe  are  nothing :   I'll  make  you  a  Hubble 
Gooic 

Turn  o'th'  Toe  thrice,  do  a  crofs  Point  prefendy, 

And  (it  down  again,  and  cry  Come  eat  me  : 

Thcfe  .  s  for  Mirth.    Now,  Sir,  for  matter  of  Mourning, 

I'll  bring  you  in  the  Lady  Loin  of  Veal, 

With  the  long  Love  me  bore  the  Prince  of  Orange. 

All.  Thou  Boy,  thou? 

Cook.  I  have  a  Trick  for  thee  too, 
And  a  rare  Trick,  and  I  have  done  it  for  thee. 

Teo,  What's  that,  good  Mafter? 

Cook.  '  i  is  a  Sacrifice. 
A  full  \ "'ine  bending,  like  an  Arch,  and  under 
The  blown  God  Bacchus,  fitting  on  a  Hogfhead, 
(26)  His  Altar  here:  before  that,  a  plump  Vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offering  Incc  ife  to  his  Ddty, 
Which  mall  be  c      this,  red  Sprats  arici  fiichers. 

Bui.  This  a  it  trie  Table's  drawn,  to  draw  the  Wine  on. 

Cock.   Thou  haft  it  r:g.u,  and  then  comes  thy  Song, 
Butler. 

Pant.  This  will  be  admirable. 

Teo.  On  Sir,  molt  admirable.  ' 

Cook.  If  you'll  have  the  Pafty  fpeak,  'tis  in  my  power, 
I've  Fire  enough  to  work  it ;  come,  ftand  clofe, 
And  now  renearfe  the  Song,  it  may  be  perfect, 
The  drinking  Song,  and  fay  I  were  the  Brothers. 

Bounds  to  have  reftor'd  the  Original.  What  Similitude  is  there  be- 
tween the  Particles  like  and  on?  And  yet  the  Printers  of  thofe Editions 
had  put  the  former  for  the  latter,  as  they  have  done  forty  other  Words 
of  as  little  Relembiance  in  this  Play. 

(26)  His  Altar  Beer  :  ]  The  Quarto  reads,  His  Altar  here  

i.  e.  a  Hogfhefcd  is  here,  or  at  this  time  the  Altar  of  Bacchus.  But  the 
iate  Editions  d  ^  t  to  what  feem'd  to  have  an  AfRnity  to  the 
Hog  (bead,  without  Owierving  that  it  would  not  make  a  Senfe  with  the 
reft  of  the  Sentence. 
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•      "T^xRink  to  day  and  drown  all  Sorrow, 
J^/  You  jhall  'perhaps  not  do  it  to  morrow, 
Beji  while  you  have  it  ufe  your  Breath, 
There's  no  drinking  after  Death. 

Wine  works  the  Heart  up,  wakes  the  Wit> 
There's  no  Cure  'gainft  Age  but  it. 
It  helps  the  Head-ach,  Cough  and  Ptificky 
And  is  for  all  Difeafes  Phyfick. 

Then  let  us  fwill,  Boys,  for  cur  Health, 
Who  drinks  well,  loves  the  Commonwealth. 
And  he  that  will  to  Bed  go  fober, 
Falls  with  the  Leaf,  Boys,  ftill  in  Ofiober. 

Well  have  you  born  yourfelves ;  a  red  Deer  Pye,  Boy% 
And  that  no  lean  one,  I  bequeath  your  Virtues ; 
What  Friends  haft  thou  to  day  ?  no  Citizens  i 

But.  Yes,  Father,  the  old  Crew. 

Cook.  By  the  Mafs  true  Wenches : 
Sirrah,  fet  up  a  Chine  of  Beef,  and  a  hot  Pafty, 
And  let  the  Joll  of  Sturgeon  be  corrected : 
And  do  you  mark,  Sir,  (talk  me  to  a  Pheafant, 
And  fee  if  you  can  Ihoot  her  in  the  Cellar. 

(28)  But.  Gra-mercy,  Dad,  fend  me  thy  roaring  Bottles^ 
And  with  fuch  Neclar  I  will  fee  'em  fill'd, 
That  all  thou  fpeak'ft  mall  be  pure  Helicon. 

(27)  In  the  former  Leaf,  at  Note  24,  Mr.  Sympfonh  depriv'd  of  an  in- 
genious Emendation  by  a  Miftake  at  Prefs.    In  the  third  Line  of  the 

Note,  inftead  of  the  old  Quarto  rtads  /culling  — ■  read  the  eld 

Quarto  reads  fculinv. 

(28)  Pant.  God  a  mercy,  Lad,  fend  me  thy  roaring  Bottles,"]  Lad,  for 
Dad,  is  only  the  Reading  of  the  late  Editions  ;  but  the-Quarto  fecms 
to  have  led  them  into  a  greater  Miftake,  by  putting  this,  renting 
Speech  into  the  Mouth  of  the  fober  grave  honeft  Pantkr,  to  whom  i: 
belongs  neither  by  Character  nor  Office. 


Vol.  V. 
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Enter  Latorch. 

Monfieur  Latorch?  What  News  within? 

Lai.  Save  you, 
Save  you,  good  Matter;  fave  you,  Gentlemen, 
You're  calling  for  this  Preparation ; 
This  joyiul  Supper  for  the  royal  Brothers  : 
I'm  glad  I  have  met  you  fitly,  for  t'  your  Charge, 
My  bountiful  brave  Buder,  I  muft  deliver 
A  Be  vie  of  young  Laffes,  that  muft  look  on 
This  Night's  Solemnity,  and  fee  the  two  Dukes, 
Or  1  mail  lofe  my  Credit ;  you  have  Stowage  ? 

But.  For  inch  Freight  I'll  rind  room, and  be  your  Servant. 

Cc:k.  Bring  them,  they  fhall  not  ftarvc  here,  I'll  fend 
'em  Victuals 

Shall  work  you  a  good  turn,  though't  be  ten  days  hence 

N  Sir. 

LaL  Gra-mercy,  noble  Matter. 
Cock.  Nay,  I'll  do't. 

2'eo.  And  Wine  they  fhall  not  want,  let  'em  drink  like 

Ducks. 

Lot.  What  Misery  it  is  that  Minds  fo  royal, 
And  fuch  moft  hone  ft  Bounties,  as  yours  are, 
Should  be  confln'd  thus  to  Uncertainties  ? 

But.  Ay,  were  the  State  once  fetded,  then  we  had  Places. 

Tec.  Then  we  could  me  w  ourlelves,  and  help  our  Friends, 
Sir. 

Cock.  I,  then  there  were  fome  Savour  in'r,  where  now 
We  live  between  two  Stools,  every  Hour  ready 
To  tumble  on  our  Notes  and  for  ought  we  know  yet, 
For  all  this  Supper,  ready  to  faft  the  next  Day. 

Lot.  I  would  fain  (peak  unto  you  out  of  Pity, 
Out  of  the  Love  I  bear  you,  out  of  Honefty, 
For  your  own  Goods    nay,  for  the  general  Bleffing. 

Cock.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you,  pray  go  forward.  . 

Las.  Dare  you  but  think  to  make  yourselves  up  Cer- 
tainties, 

Your  Piaces  and  your  Credits  ten  rimes  doubled, 

The  Prince's  Favour,  RoHc's ? 
But.  A  fwcet  Gendeman. 

r*. 
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Teo.  Ay,  and  as  bounteous,  if  he  had  his  Right  too. 

Cook.  By  the  Mafs  a  Royal  Gentleman  indeed,  Boys, 
He'd  make  the  Chimnies  fmoak. 

Lat.  Hewou'ddo't,  Friends, 
And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  Right,  true  Court  iers  ; 
What  could  you  want  then  ?  dare  you? 

Cook.  Pray  be  fhort,  Sir. 

Lat.  And  this  my  Soul  upon'',  I  dare  aflure  you, 
If  you  but  dare  your  Parts. 

Cook.  Dare  not  me,  Monfieur, 
For  I  that  fear  not  Fire  nor  Water,  Sir, 
Dare  do  enough,  a  Man  would  think. 

Teo.  Believe't,  Sir? 
But  make  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promi&M, 
You  mail  not  find  us  Flinchers. 

Lat.  Then  Til  be  fudden. 

Pant.  What  may  this  mean  ?  And  whither  would  he 
drive  us  ? 

Lat.  And  firft,  for  what  you  muft  do,  'caufe  all  Danger 
Shall  be  apparently  ty'd  up  and  muzzPd, 
The  Matter  Teeming  mighty  :  There's  your  Pardons. 

Pant.  Pardons?  Is't  come  that  ?  Good  Gods  defend  us. 

Lat.  And  here's  five  hundred  Crowns  in  bounteous 
Earneft, 
And  now  behold  the  matter: 

[Latorch  gives  each  a  Paper. 

But.  What  are  thefe,  Sir  ? 

Teo.  And  of  what  Nature  ?  To  what  Ufe  ? 

Lat.  Imagine. 

Cook.  Will  they  kill  Rats  ?  they  eat  my  Pyes  abominably, 
Or  work  upon  a  Woman  cold  as  Chriftmas? 
I  have  an  old  Jade  flicks  upon  my  Fingers, 
May  I  tafte  them  ? 

Lat.  Is  your  Will  made  ? 
And  have  you  faid  your  Prayers  ?  for  they'll  pay  you : 
And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  for  your  Knowledge* 
And  for  the  good  you  never  fhall  repent  you, 
If  you  be  wife  Men  now. 

Cook.  Wife  as  you  will,  Sir. 

Lat.  Thefe  muft  be  put  then  into  the  fev'ral  Meats 

Young 


1 1  o  The  Bloody  Brother. 

Young  Otto  loves,  by  you  into  his  Wine,  Sir, 
Into  his  Bread  by  you,  by  you  into 
His  Linnen.  (19)  Now  if  you  defire,  you've  found 
The  means  to  make  you,  and  if  you  dare  not,  you 
Have  found  your  Ruin  ;  refolve  me  e'a;  I  go. 

But.  You'll  keep  your  Faith  with  us  ? 

Lat.  May  I  no  more  fee  Light  elfc. 

Cook.  Why  'tis  done  then. 

But.  'Tis'done. 

Pant.  *Tis  done  which  fhall  be  undone. 

Lat.  About  it  then,  farewel,  y'are  all  of  one  Mind  ? 

Cook.  All. 

AIL  All,  all. 

Lat.  WThy  then,  all  happy.  [Exit. 

But.  What  did  we  promife  him  ? 

Yeo.  Do  you  ask  that  now  ? 

But.  I  would  be  glad  to  know  what  'tis. 

Pan.  HI  tell  you, 
It  is  to  be  all  Villains,  Knaves  and  Traitors. 

Cook.  Fine  wholefome  Titles. 

Pant.  But  if  we  dare  go  forward-  

Cook.  We  may  b'  hang'd,  drawn,  and  quarter'd. 

Pant.  Very  true,  Sir.  [lows  ? 

Cook.  Oh,  what  a  goodly  Swing  mail  I  give  the  Gal- 
Yet  I  think  too 

This  may  be  done,  and  we  too  may  be  rewarded, 
Not  with  a  Rope,  but  with  a  royal  Mafter  : 
And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too.  Teo.  Say  it  were  done  j 
Who  is  it  done  for  ?  is  it  not  for  Rollo  ? 
And  for  his  Right  ? 
Cook.  And  yet  we  may  be  hang'd  too. 

(29)  Now  if  you  defire,  you  have  found  the  means 

To  make  you ,  and  if  you  dare  not ',  you  ha<ve 

Found  your  Ruin  ;  — ]  Mr.  Sympfon  fays,  that  defire  in  the  firft 
Line  fhould  fclf- evidently  be  daref  as  well  as  in  the  fecond  ;  I  can- 
not agree  to  this,  the  old  Text  is  perfectly  good  Senfe,  and  the  Change 
proposed  would  injure  [he  Meafure,  which  having  indeed  been  all 
Confuficn  in  the  former  Editions,  was  not  attended  to  by  Mr.  Sympfov. 
The  Senfe  is  plainly  this.  Now  if  you  have  an  Inclination  to  make 
yourfelves,  you  have  means  to  do  it ;  but  if  Cowardice  deters  you,  Vll 
ruin  you  all  that  you  may  not  difcoter  me. 
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But.  Or  fay  he  take  it,  fay  we  be  difcovered? 
Teo.  Is  not  the  fame  Man  bound  (till  to  proted  us 
Are  we  not  his? 

But.  Sure  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Cook.  If  he  do,  Friends,  we  fhall  find  that  will  hold  us. 
And  yet  methinks,  this  Prologue  to  our  Purpofe, 
Thefe  Crowns  mould  promife  more  :  'tis  eafily  done, 
As  eafie  as  a  Man  would  roaft  an  Egg, 
If  that  be  all  ;  for  look  you,  Gentlemen, 
Here  ftand  my  Broths,  my  Finger  flips  a  little, 
Down  drops  a  Dofe,  I  ftir.him  with  my  Ladle, 
And  there's  a  Dim.  for  a  Duke  :  Olla  Podrida. 
Here  (lands  a  bak'd  Meat,  he  wants  a  little  feafoning, 
A  foolifli  Miftake  ;  my  Spice- Box,  Gentlemen, 
And  put  in  fome  of  this,  the  Matter's  ended  ; 
Dredge  you  a  Difh  of  Plovers,  there's  the  Art  on't, 
(30)  Or  in  a  Galingale,  a  little  does  it. 

Teo.  Or  as  1  fill  my  Wine. 

Cook.  'Tis  very  true,  Sir, 
Bleffing  it  with  your  Hand,  thus  quick  and  neatly  firfl, 
'Tis  paft. 

Teo.  And  done  once,  'tis  as  eafie 
For  him  to  thank  us  for  it,  and  reward  us. 

Pant.  But  'tis  a  damned  Sin. 

Cook.  I  never  fear  that. 
The  Fire's  my  Play-fellow.    Now  I'm  refoiv'd,  Boys, 

But.  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Teo.  The  fame  for  me. 

Pant,  For  me  too.  . 

Cook.  And  now  no  more  our  Worfliips,   but  our 
Lord  (hips. 

Pant.  Not  this  Year,  on  my  Knowledge,  I'll  unlord 
you.  [Exeunt. 

(30)  Or  in  a  Galingale*  a  little  does  it.]  This  Line  is  reflored  from 
.the  old -Quarto.  Galingale,  the  Dictionaries  tell  us,  is  an  Indian  Herb 
'very  favoury.  It  was  probably  eat  either  as  a  Salad,  or  Pickle,  or  ufedin 
fome  Sauce,  xrtherwiie  it  is  fcarcely  intelligible  in  this  Place. 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Servant  and  Sewer. 

Ser.  Perfume  the  Room  round,  and  prepare  the  Table, 
Gentlemen  Officers,  wait  in  your  Places. 

Sew.  Make  room  there, 
Room  for  the  Duke's  Meat.    Gentlemen,  be  bare  there, 
Clear  all  the  Entrance  :  Guard,  put  by  thole  Gapers* 
And  Gentlemen-Ufhers,  fee  the  Gallery  clear, 
The  Dukes  are  coming  on. 

Hoboys,  a  Banquet. 

Enter  Sophia,  between  Rollo  and  Otto,  Aubrey, 
Latorch,  Gisbert,  Baldwin,  Attendants, 
Hamond,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

Ser.  *Tis  certainly  inform'd.  Otto.  Reward  the  Fellow, 
And  look  you  mainly  to  it.    Ser.  My  Life  for  yours,  Sir. 

Soph.  Now  am  I  ftraight,  my  Lords,  and  young  again, 
My  long  fince  blafted  Hopes  flioot  out  in  BlolToms, 
The  Fruits  of  everlafting  Love  appearing ; 
Oh!  my  bleft  Boys,  the  Honour  of  my  Years, 
Of  all  my  Cares,  the  bounteous  fair  Re  warders. 
Oh !  let  me  thus  embrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a  Mother's  Love  lock  up  your  Friendfhips  : 
And  my  fweet  Sons,  once  more  with  mutual  Twining?, 
As  one  chafte  Bed  begot  you,  make  one  Body  : 
Bleffings  from  Heav'n  in  thoufand  Show'rs  fall  on  you. 

Aub.  Oh !  Woman's  Goodnefs  never  to  be  equall'd, 
May  the  moft  finful  Creatures  of  thy  Sex 
But  kneeling  at  thy  Monument,  rife  Saints. 

Soph.  Sit  down  my  worthy  Sons ;  my  Lords,  your 
places. 

Ay,  now  methinks  the  Table's  nobly  furniftit ; 
Now  the  Meat  nourishes  ;  the  Wine  gives  Spirit ; 
And  all  the  Room  ftuck  with  a  general  Pleafure, 
Shews  like  the  peaceful  (31)  Bower  of  Happinefs. 

(3 1 )   Boughs  of  Happinefs.  ]    The  Corruption  of  the  two  late 

Editions. 

Aubr. 
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Aubr.  Long  may  it  laft,  and  from  a  Heart  fill'd  with  it, 
Full  as  my  Cup ;  1  give  it  round,  my  Lords. 

Bald.   And  may  that  ftubborn  Heart  be  drunk  with 
Sorrow 

Refufes  it ;  Men  dying  now  mould  take  it, 
And  by  the  Virtue  of  this  Ceremony 
Shake  off  their  Miferies,  and  fleep  in  Peace. 

RoL  You're  fad,  my  noble  Brother. 

Otto.  No,  indeed,  Sir. 

Soph.  No  fadnefs,  my  fweet  Son,  this  Day. 

RoL  Pray  you  eat, 
Something  is  here  you've  lov'd  ;  tafte  of  this  Dim, 
It  will  prepare  your  Stomach. 

Otto.  Thank  you,  Brother  : 
I  am  not  now  difpos'd  to  eat.    RoL  Or  that, 
You  put  us  out  of  heart,  Man,  come,  thefe  bak'd  Meats 
Were  ever  your  beft  Diet. 
I  Otto.  None,  I  thank  you. 

Soph.  Are  you  well,  noble  Child  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  gracious  Mother. 

RoL  Give  him  a  Cup  of  Wine,  then,   pledge  the 
Health, 

Drink  it  to  me,  I'll  give  it  to  my  Mother. 

Soph.  Do,  my  beft  Child. 

Otto.  I  muft  not,  my  beft  Mother, 
Indeed  I  dare  not;  for  of  late,  my  Body 
Has  been  much  weakned  by  excefs  of  Diet  -9 
The  promife  of  a  Fever  hanging  on  me, 
And  e'en  now  ready,  if  not  by  Abftinence  

(32)  RoL  And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom  j 
A  little  Health  preferred  before  our  Friendship  ? 

(3  2)  Rol.  And  ivillycu  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom  ; 

A  little  Health  preferred  before  our  Friendjhip? 
Otto.  I  pray  you  excufe  me,  Sir.]  Thefe  Lines  are  not  foand 
in  the  old  Quarto,  yet  no  one  can  well  doubt  of  their  being  gen  uine.  It 
may  be  ask'd  then,  how  came  the  Folio  of  1679,  which  abounds  with 
fuch  numberlefs  Errors  in  this  Play,  more  almolt  than  any  other,  now 
a  fecond  time  to  have  reftored  fomething  totally  loft  by  the  old  Quarto  ? 
(  See  the  former  Inftance  in  the  firft  Scene  of  ihis  Play  )  Undoubtedly 
the  fame  Hand  which  reftored  feveral  Songs,  Prologues,  and  Epilogues, 
in  that  Edition  ;  of  whom  an  Account  will  be  given  in  the  Preface. 

Vol.  V.  H  Otto. 
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Otto.  I  pray  you  excufe  me,  Sir. 

Rol.  Excufe  yourfelf,  Sir, 
(33)  Come  'tis  your  Fear,  and  not  your  Fever,  Brother, 
And  you  have  done  me  a  moft  worthy  Kindnefs, 
My  Royal  Mother,  and  you  Noble  Lords ; 
Hear,  for  it  now  concerns  me  to  fpeak  boldly  ; 
What  Faith  can  be  expe&ed  from  his  Vows, 
From  his  difTembling  Smiles,  what  fruit  of  Friendfhip 
From  all  his  full  Embraces,  what  bleft  Ifiue, 
When  he  mall  brand  me  here  for  bafe  Suipicion  ? 
He  takes  me  for  a  Poifoner. 

Soph.  Gods  defend  it,  Son. 

Otto.  I  could  fay  fomething  too* 

Soph.  You  muft  not  fo,  Sir, 
Without  your  great  forgetfulnefs  of  Virtue  ; 
This  is  your  Brother,  and  your  honour*d  Brother. 
Indeed  your  loving  Brother. 

Rol.  If  he  pleafe  fo. 

Soph.  One  noble  Father,  with  as  noble  Thoughts^ 
Begot  your  Minds  and  Bodies  ;  one  care  rockt  you, 
And  one  Truth  to  you  both  was  ever  facred  ; 
Now  fye  my  Otto,  whither  flies  your  Goodnefs  ? 
Becaufe  the  right  Hand  has  the  power  of  cutting, 
Shall  the  left  prefently  cry  out  'tis  maim'd  ? 
They're  one,  my  Child,  one  Power,  and  one  Performance, 
And  join'd  together  thus,  one  Love,  one  Body. 

Aubr.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  take  to  your  Thoughts 
More  certain  Counfellors  than  Doubts  or  Fears, 
They  ftrangle  Nature,  and  difperfe  them felves 
(If  once  believ'd)  into  fuch  Foggs  and  Errors 
That  the  bright  Truth  herfelf  can  never  fever : 
Your  Brother  is  a  royal  Gentleman 
Full  of  himfelf,  Honour,  and  Honefty, 
(34)  And  take  heed,  Sir,  how  Nature  bent  to  Goodnefs, 

So 

(33)  Come  Wis  your  Fear,  and  not  your  Favour,  Brother  i\    A  grof* 
Corruption  of  the  late  Editions. 

(34)  And  take  heed,  Sir,  bo«v  Nature  hent  to  Goodnefs ; 
(So ftreight  a  Cedar  to  himfelf)  Vprightnefs 

Be  wrefled from  his  true  ule,  prove  Mot  dangerous.    This  Paf- 
fage,  which  as  it  has  been  hitherto  printed,  feem'd  to  Mr.  Sympfon 

quite 
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So  ftreight  a  Cedar  in  itfelf,  Uprightnefs 

Being  wrefted  from  its  true  Bafe,  prove  not  dangerous. 

RoL  Nay,  my  good  Brother  knows  I  am  too  patient. 

Lat.  Why  fhould  your  Grace  think  him  a  Poifoner  ? 
Has  he  no  more  refpeft  to  Piety  ? 
And  but  he  has  by  Oath  ty'd  up  his  Fury, 
Who  durft  but  think  that  Thought? 

Aubr.  Away,  thou  Firebrand. 

Lat.  If  Men  of  his  Sort,  of  his  Power,  and  Place, 
The  cldeft  Son  in  Honour  to  this  Dukedom. 

Bald.  For  ftiame  contain  thy  Tongue,  thy  poifonous 
Tongue, 

That  with  her  burning  Venom  will  infecl:  all, 

And  once  more  blow  a  Wild-fire  through  the  Dukedom. 

Gisb.  Latorcb,  if  thou  be'ft  honeft,  or  a  Man, 
Contain  thyfelf. 

Aubr.  Go  to,  no  more,  by  Heav'n 
You'll  find  you've  plaid  the  Fool  elfe,  not  a  Word  more. 

Soph.  Prithee  fweet  Son. 

RoL  Let  him  alone  fweet  Mother,  and  my  Lords 
To  make  you  underftandthow  much  I  honour 
This  facred  Peace,  and  next  my  Innocence, 
And  to  avoid  all  further  difference 
Difcourfe  may  draw  on  to  a  way  of  Danger, 
I  quit  my  Place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this  Night, 
Wifliing  a  general  Joy  may  dwell  among  you. 

Aubr.  Shall  we  wait  on  your  Grace  ? 

RoL  I  dare  not  break  you.  Latorcb.  [Ex.  Rol.  and  Lat, 

(35)  Soph.  Do  you  not  now  perceive  your  Brother's 
Sweetnefs  ? 

quite  unintelligible,  like  a  cryftal  Stream  difturb'd  in  a  bright  Day, 
contains  the  glittering  Fragments  of  a  mod  poetick  Sentiment.  I  ftrike 
out  the  Parenthefis,  and  read  it/elf  for  himfelf,  it  being  evident  that 
Uprightnefs  is  the  ftreight  Cedar.  Being  for  be  reilores  the  Grammar, 
and  Line,  Growth,  or  Courfe,  inftead  of  ufey  will  either  of  them 
carry  on  the  Metaphor ;  fo  will  Bafe,  and  as  that  is  nearelt  the  Trace 
of  the  Letters,  tho'  it  but  this  Inftant  occurred,  I  lhall  venture  it  into 
the  Text.  1 

(35)  Soph.  Do  you  not  now  per  cei-ve  your  Brother's  Siueetnefs  ?]  This 
Line,  reftor'd  from  the  old  Quarto,  the  Negative  rather  ftrengthening 
the  Senfe  and  perfecting  the  Meafure,  is  added  by  Mr.  Sympfon. 

H  2  Otto. 
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Otto.  Oh  Mother,  that  your  Tendernefs  had  Eyes* 
Difcerning  Eyes,  what  would  this  Man  appear  then  ? 
The  Tale  of  Stnon  when  he  took  upon  him 
To  ruin  *froy    with  what  a  Cloud  of  Cunning 
He  hid  his  Heart,  nothing  appearing  outwards, 
But  came  like  Innocence,  and  dropping* Pity,  . 
Sighs  that  would  fink  a  Navy,  and  had  Tales 
Able  to  take  the  Ears  of  Saints,  belief  too 
And  what  did  all  thefe  ?  Blew  the  Fire  to  Ilium. 
(36)  His  crafty  Art  (but  more  refin'd  by  Study J 
My  Brother  has  put  on  :  Oh  I  could  tell  you, 
But  for  the  Reverence  I  bear  to  Nature, 
Things  that  would  make  your  honeft  Blood  run  backward. 

Soph.  You  dare  tell  me  ? 

Otto.  Yes,  in  your  private  Clofet, 
"Where  I  will  prefently  attend  you  >  rife, 
I  am  a  little  troubkd,  but  'twill  off. 

Soph.  Is  this  the  Joy  I  look'd  for  ? 

Otto.  All  will  mend, 
Be  not  difturb'd,  dear  Mother,  I'll  not  fail  you." 

I  [Exeunt  Soph,  and  Otto. 

Bald.  I  do  not  like  this. 

Aubr.  That's  ft  ill  in  our  Powers, 
But  how  to  make  it  fo  that  we  may  like  it  • 

Bald.  (37)  Beyond  us  ever  Latorch  methought  wasbufie^ 
That  Fellow,  if  not  lookt  to  narrowly, 
Will  do  a  fudden  Mifchief.    Aub.  Hell  look  to  him. 
For  if  there  may  be  a  Devil  above  all,  yet 
That  Rogue  will  make  him ;  keep  you  up  this  Night, 
And  fo  will  I,  for  much  I  fear  a  Danger. 

Bald.  I  will,  and  in  my  Watches  ufc  my  Prayers. 

[Exeunt. 

(36)  His  crafty  Art  (but  more  refin'd  by  Study)  ]  This  Line,  fo 
nectflary  to  the  Senfe  and  undoubtedly  genuine,  is  not  in  the  Quarto, 
but  was  rellored  from  the  Copy  mention'd  in  the  laft  Note  but  one. 

(37/  Beyond  us  ever;  Latorch  methought  <was  bufie,~\  By  this 
Pointing  Baldwin  fhould  continue  Aubrey's  Speech,  and  declare  that 
it  was  not  in  their  Powers  to  redrefs  their  Misfortunes.  But  as  Bald- 
win propofes  a  Means  to  prevent  Latorch^  Defigns  by  diligently 
watching  them,  I  think  I  have  put  a  more  natural  Pointing  into  the 

ACT 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sophia,  Otto,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

Otto.y^T  O  U  wonder,  Madam,  that  for  all  the  Shews 

\    My  Brother  Rollo  makes  of  hearty  Love, 
And  free  PofTeffion  of  the  Dukedom  'twixt  us, 
I  notwithftanding  mould  ftand  (till  fufpicious, 
As  if,  beneath  thofe  Veils,  he  did  convey 
Intents  and  Practices  of  Hate  and  Treafon  ? 

(38)  Soph.  It  breeds  indeed  my  Wonder. 

Otto.  Which  makes  mine, 
Since  'tis  fo  fafe  and  broad  a  beaten  Way, 
Beneath  the  Name  of  Friendlhip  to  betray. 

Soph.  Though  in  remote  and  further-off  Affections, 
Thefe  Falfhoods  are  fo  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  fo  force  Nature. 

Otto.  The  more  near 
The  Bands  of  Truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they  fever, 
Being  better  CJoaks  to  cover  Falmood  ever. 

Soph.  (39)  It  cannot  be,  that  Fruits  the  Tree  fo  blading, 
Can  grow  in  Nature  :  Take  heed,  gentle  Son, 
Left  fome  fuborn'd  Suggefter  of  thefe  Treafons, 

(38)  Soph.  //  breeds  indeed  my  Wonder. 

Otto.  Which  makes  mine,]  Mr.  Sympfon  fays,  that  the  Samc- 
nefs  between  breeds  and  makes  is  mean,  and  would  therefore  read 
——flakes,  i.e.  quenches.  But  he  happened  to  overlook  the  Meaning 
of  Otto's  Reply.  Sophia  wonders  that  he  mould  conceive  fuch  an 
Opinion  of  his  Brother,  and  he  anfwers,  that  he  wonders  that  !he 
Ihould  wonder  at  it,  and  then  gives  his  Reafon.    Since  "'tis  &c. 

(39)  It  cannot  be,  that  Fruits,  the  Tree  fo.  blafting,"]  Mr.  Theobald, 
from  the  old  Quarto,  puts  ( the  Tree  fo  blafting)  in  a  Parenthelis, 
and  Mr.  Sympfon  would  read  blafted ;  both  join  in  the  fame  Senfe,  the 
Tree  being  fo  blajied,  or  of  fuch  a  blafting  Nature.  But  if  the  Tree 
is  fo  blafted,  or  blafting,  where  is  the  Wonder  that  it  mould  produce 
bad  Fruit  ?  I  ftrike  out  even  the  Comma,  and  understand  it  in  this 
Senfe.  //  cannot  be  that' Fruits  fo  blafting  the  Tree  from  whence  they 
fprung  fhould grow  in  Nature.  Here  Rollo  is  the  Fruit,  Ihe  herfelf  the 
Tree,  one  of  whofe  natural  Branches  R9II0  would  blaft,  and  by  Con- 
fequence  the  Tree  itfelf. 
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Believ'd  in  him  by  you,  (40)  provoke  the  rather 
His  tender  Envies  to  fuch  foul  Attempts  ; 
Or  that  your  too  much  Love  to  rule  alone 
C41)  Bred  not  of  him  this  jealous  Paffion  ; 
There  is  not  any  111  we  might  not  bear, 
Were  not  our  Good  held  at  a  Price  too  dear. 

Otte.  So  apt  is  Treachery  to  be  excus'd, 
That  Innocence  is  {till  aloud  abus'd ; 
The  Fate  of  Virtue  ev'n  her  Friends  perverts, 
To  plead  for  Vice  oft-times  againft  their  Hearts, 
(42)  Heav  Vs  Blefling  is  her  Curfe,  which  flie  muft  bear, 
That  me  may  never  love  herfelf  too  dear. 

Soph, 

(40)  •  provok'd  the  rather 

His  tender  Envies,  to  fuch  foul  Attempts  ;  ]  If  we  underftand 
Envies  in  the  Englijb  Senfe,  it  muft  mean,  his  Envy  that  is  as  yet  but 
tender  and  little,  by  Provocation  may  be  drove  to  the  fouleft  Attempts. 
But  by  its  being  put  in  the  Plural  Number,  I  believe  the  Poet  intended 
a  French  Senfe  of  the  Word,  Envie,  Inclination  or  Delire,  and  I 
think  I  have  before  met  with  it  in  our  Authors  in  that  Senfe,  but  am 
not  certain.  This,  en  paffant.  The  chief  thing  to  be  obferved  is  a 
Corruption  in  the  Word  provoke,  which  implies  Sophia's  Belief  of 
Hollo's  Attempt,  which  it  is  evident  (he  did  not  give  Credit  to.  I 
*  read  therefore  provoke.  This  Corruption  in  the  old  Quarto  led  the 
late  Editions  into  the  Change  of  a  Particle  which  I  (hall  mention  in 
the  next  Note. 

(41 )  Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  VaJJion ;  ]   The  old  Quarto  reads, 

Bred  not  of  him  this  jealous  Paffton. 
The  jealous  Paffion  therefore  is  Otto's,  not  Rollos,  and  evidently  proves 
the  Correction  in  the  above  Note,  the  Obfervalion  of  which  led  to  a 
more  narrow  Examination  of  the  Quarto  in  this  Line,  before  which 
the  Change  of  the  Particle  of  to  in  had  efcap*d  me,  as  it  did  both 
Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon,  which  fliews  how  exceedingly  liable 
to  Overlights  moll  of  us  are  in  the  Collation  of  Editions.  There  is  no 
Play  of  our  Authors  that  we  have  either  of  us  taken  more  pains  in  the 
Collation  of.  We  have  each  made  fevcral  hundred  Corrections  from 
the  Quarto  too  numerous  to  be  noted,  but  without  the  others  Af- 
firmance each  of  us  had  mifs'd  a  very  confiderable  Number ;  and  I  doubt 
not  but  many  will  Hill  remain  unobferved  by  us  all.  The  Confequence 
I  would  frequently  inculcate  to  every  Critic  and  every  Reader,  that 
the  former  fhould  never  pretend  to,  nor  the  latter  exact  Infallibility  j 
both  which  have  been  frequently,  and  almoft  conftantly  done  in  a 
Science  in  its  own  Nature  the  moll  fallible  in  the  World. 

(42)  Heaves  Bleffing  is  her  Curfe,  which  fhe  muft  bear,  . 
That  fie  may  never  love. 

Soph.  Alas,  my  Son.  Sec.  ]    The  fecond  Line  is  left  thus  imper- 
kcI  in  Sgnfe  and  Meafure  in  all  the  Editions.   By  obferving  the  Ten- 
dency 
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Soph.  Alas,  my  Son,  nor  Fate,  nor  Heav'n  itfelf, 
Can  or  would  wreft  my  whole  Care  of  your  Good 
To  any  lead  Securenefs  in  your  III  : 
What  I  urge  ifiues  from  my  curious  Fear  ; 
Left  you  mould  make  your  means  to  'fcape  your  Snare. 
Doubt  of  Sincerenefs  is  the  only  Mean 
Not  to  incenfe  it,  but  corrupt  it  clean. 

Otto.  I  reft  as  far  from  wrong  of  all  Sincerenefs, 
As  he  flies  from  the  Practice  ;  truft  me,  Madam, 
I  know  by  their  Confeflions,  he  fuborn'd, 
What  I  mould  eat,  drink,  touch,  or  only 've  fcented, 
This  Evening-Feaft  was  poifon'd,  (43)  but  1  fear 
His  open  Violence  more,  that  treacherous  Odds, 
Which  he,  in  his  infatiate  Thirft  of  Rule, 
Is  like  to  execute. 

Soph.  Believe  it,  Son, 
If  ftill  his  Stomach  be  fo  foul  to  feed 
On  fuch  grofs  Objects,  and  that  Thirft  to  rule 
The  State  alone,  be  yet  unquench'd  in  him, 

dency  of  the  Senfe  one  may  ask,  What  is  the  mora!  Reafon  why  Vir- 
tue in  this  Life  mould  be  permitted  by  Heav'n  to  fall  under  Obloquy 
and  Difgrace?  Lell  Self-approbation  and  Self-love  mould  puff  up  the 
Heart  of  the  virtuous  Man  to  Pride  and  Vanity.  The  following 
Words  give  this  Senfe,  and  compleat  the  Rhime. 

"    <vohich  Jbe  muji  bear, 

That  Jbe  may  never  love  herfelf  too  dear. 
After  this  had  occurred,  by  looking  back  I  found  this  made  a  direct 
Parody  to  the  Conclufion  of  Sophia's  laft  Speech. 

'There  is  not  any  III  nve  might  toot  hear, 

Were  not  our  Good  held  at  a  Price  too  dear. 
This  therefore  adds  greatly  to  the  Probability  of  the  Conjecture, 
(43)  „  but  1 fear  * 

This  open  Violence  more,  that  treacherous  Odds, 

Which  be,  &c.  ]    This,  for  His,  is  only  the  Corruption  of 
the  late  Editions ;  but  Mr.  Symp/on  thinks  there  is  another  Miftake, 

and  that  we  mould  read,  more  than  treacherous  Odds.  I  can'c 

affent  to  this.  A  Man  may  ufe  treacherous  Odds,  tho'  he  affaults  ano- 
ther in  the  ©pen  Market-place.  Otto  is  not  made  to  fear  his  open 
Violence,  if  he  had  a  fair  Opportunity  of  Self-defence,  and  fo  him- 
felf  expreffes  it,  when  he  is  bafely  affauhed  before  his  Mother  and 
Siller. 

— -  1  hut  yield  a  Sword, 

And  let  thy  arming  thee  hi  Odds  enough 
Againji  my  naked  Bo/om. 

H  4  Poifons 
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Poifons  and  fuch  clofe  Treafons  ask  more  time, 
Than  can  fuffice  his  fiery  Spirit's  Hafte  : 
And,  were  there  in  him  fuch  Defire  to  hide 
So  faife  a  Practice,  there  would  likewife  reft 
Confcience  and  Fear  in  him  of  open  Force, 
And  therefore  clofe  nor  open  you  need  fear. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  (land  not  fo  inclin'd  to  truft 
What  proves  his  tendreft  Thoughts  to  doubt  it  juft, 
Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  Flood  and  Sea, 
In  which  my  Brother  Rollo's  Appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  Puff  and  Breath? 
His  fwelling  Blood  exhales,  and  therefore  hear, 
What  gives  my  temperate  Brother  Caufe  to  ufe 
His  readied  Circumfpedtion,  and  confulc 
For  Remedy  againft  all  his  wicked  Purpofes ; 
If  he  arm,  arm  ;  if  he  drew  Mines  of  Treafon, 
Meet  him  with  Countermines  ;  it  is  Juftice  ftill 
(For  Goodnefs  fake)  t' encounter  111  with  111. 

Soph.  Avert  from  us  fuch  Juftice,  equal  Heav'n, 

And  all  fuch  Caufe  of  Juftice. 
Otto.  Paft  all  Doubt 

(For  all  the  facred  Privilege  oFNight) 

This  is  no  time  for  us  to  fleep  or  reft  in  ; 

(44)  Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  perverted 

To  th'  Ends  of  all  Impiety  ?  thus  Darknefs 

Lulls  all  things  in  Security  ^  all  but 

Lull,  Gain,  Ambition. 

(44)  Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  prevented, 
With  Ends      all  Impiety,  all  but 

Lujl,  Gain,  Ambition.']  When  a  Pafiage  is  utterly  darken'd,  as 
this  before  us,  and  almoft  evidently  by  the  Lofs  of  a  whole  Sentence, 
'tis  impomble  to  reitore  it  with  certainty  j  but  a  due  Obfervance  of 
the  Tendency  of  the  Context,  the  Character  that  utters  it,  and  the 
Genius  and  Spirit  of  the  Author,  may  lead  us  with  high  Probability  to 
the  Sentiment,  tho'  not  to  the  exact  Words  of  the  Original.  I  fuppofe 
a  imall  Corruption  both  in  the  firlt  and  fecond  Line.  The  good  Otto 
is  in  all  his  Speeches  full  of  moral  and  political  Reflexions,  and  there- 
fore the  following  one  feems  to  fuit  both  what  precedes  and  follows  it. 

Who  knovjs  not  all  things  holy  are  perverted 
To  th'  Ends  of  all  Impiety?  thus  Darknefs 
Lulls  all  things  in  Security,  all  but 
Lufi>  Gain,  Ambition, 

Enter 
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Enter  Rollo  armed>  and  Latorch. 

RoL  Perifli  all  the  World 
E'er  I  but  lofe  one  Foot  of  poflible  Empire, 
By  Sleights  and  Colours  us'd  by  Slaves  and  Wretches, 
I  am  exempt  by  Birth  from  both  thefe  Curbs, 
And  fit  above  them  in  all  Juftice,  fince 
I  fit  above  in  Power,  where  Power  is  giv'n, 
Is  all  the  Right  fuppos'd  of  Earth  and  Heav'n: 

Lat.  Prove  both,  Sir,  fee  the  Traitor.    Olio.  He  comes 
arm'd, 

See  Mother,  now  your  Confidence.    Soph.  What  Rage 
Affects  this  Monfter  ?  RoL  Give  me  way,  or  perifh. 

Soph.  Make  thy  way,  Viper,  if  thou  thus  affect  it. 

Otto,  This  is  a  Treafon  like  thee, 

RoL  Let  her  go. 

Soph.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  Shield,  my  Son  ; 
And  through  my  Bread  let  his  rude  Weapon  run, 
To  thy  Life's  Innocence. 

Otto.  Play  not  two  Parts, 
Treacher  and  Coward  both ;  but  yield  a  Sword, 
And  let  thy -arming  thee  be  odds  enough 
Againft  my  naked  Bofom. 

RoL  Loofe  his  hold. 

Mat.  Forbear,  bafe  Murtherer. 

RoL  Forfake  our  Mother.    Soph.  Mother,  dofl  thou 
name  me, 
And  put'ft  off  Nature  thus  ? 

RoL  Forfake  her,  Traitor, 
(45)  Or  by  the  fpoil  of  Nature  thorough  hers 
This  leads  unto  thy  Heart. 
Hold. 

Soph.  Hold  me  ftill. 

Otto.  For  twenty  Hearts  and  Lives  I. will  not  hazard 
One  drop  of  Blood  in  yours. 
Soph.  Oh  thou  art  loft  then. 
Otto.  Protect  my  Innocence,  Heav'n. 

(45)  Or  by  the  Spoufe  of  Nature,  through  hers]  Late  Editions. 
The  Quarto  reads  Spoil,  but  joins  in  the  Negleft  of  the  Meafure,  by 
making  through  one  Syllable. 

Soph. 
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Soph.  Call  out  Murther. 

Mat.  Be  murther'd  all,  but  five  him, 

Ed.  Murther,  Murther. 

Rol.  Cannot  I  reach  you  yet  ? 

Otto.  No,  Fiend. 

Rol.  Latorch> 

Relcue,  I'm  down.  Lat.  Up  then,  your  Svvord  cools.  Sir. 
Ply  it  i'th'  Flame,  and  work  your  ends  out. 

Rol  Ha, 
Have  at  you,  there,  Sir. 

Enter  Aubrey. 

Aubr.  Author  of  Prodigies, 
What  Sights  are  thefe? 

Otto.  Oh  give  ms  a  Weapon,  Aubrey. 

Sopb  Oh  part  'em,  part  'em. 

Aubr.  For  HeavVs  fake  no  more. 

Otto.  No  more  refill  his  Fury,  no  Rage  can 
Add  to  his  Mifchicf  done.  [Dies. 

Soph.  Take  Spirit  my  Otto, 
Heav'n  will  not  fee  thee  die  thus. 

Mat.  He  is  dead, 
And  nothing  lives  but  Death  of  every  Goodnefs. 

Soph.  Qa  he  hath  flain  his  Brother,  curfe  him  Heav'n. 

Rol.  Curfe  arid  be  curs'd,  it  is  the  fruit  of  curfing. 
Latorch,  take  off  here,  bring  too  of  that  Blood 
To  colour  o'er  my  Shirt ;  then  raife  the  Court 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us 
In  our  Bed  naked :  Shall  the  Name  of  Brother 
forbid  us  to  inlarge  our  State  and  Powers? 
Or  place  affects  of  Blood  above  our  Reafon  ? 
That  tells  us  all  Things  good  againft  another, 
Are  good  in  the  fame  Line  againft  a  Brother.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gisbert,  and  Baldwin. 

(46)  Gisb.  What  Fears  inform  thefe  Out-cries  ? 
Aubr.  See,  and  grieve. 

Gisb. 

(46)  Gisb.  What  affairs  inform  thefe  Outcries?]  I  have  before 
obferv'd,  that  Corruptions  which  leave  good  Senfe  in  the  Context, 
are  more  dangerous  than  grofs  Miltakes.    Mr.  Theobald  has  made  a 

very 
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Gisb.  Prince  Otto  (lain  ! 

Bald.  Oh  execrable  Slaughter  ! 
What  Hand  hath  author'd  it  ? 

Aubr.  Your  Scholar's,  Baldwin. 

Bald.  Unjuftly  urg'd,  Lord  Aubrey,  as  if  I, 
For  being  his  School mafter,  (47)  muft  teach  this  Doftrine: 
You  are  his  Counfeilors,  did  you  advife  him 
To  this  foul  Parricide  ? 

Gisb.  If  Rule  affect  this  Licence,  who  would  live 
To  worfe  than  die,  in  force  of  his  Obedience  ? 

Bald.  HeavVs  cold  and  lingring  Spirit  to  punifli  Sin, 
And  human  Blood  fo  fiery  to  commit  it, 
One  fo  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  never 
Be  turn'd  to  fit  Obedience. 

Aubr.  Burn:  it  then 
With  his  full  Swing  given,  where  it  brooks  no  Bound, 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain ;  and  all  that  refts 
To  be  our  Refuge  (fince  our  Powers  are  ftrengthlefs) 
(48)  Is  to  conform  our  Wills  to  fuffer  freely, 
What  with  our  Murmurs  we  can  never  mafter  ; 
Ladies,  be  pleas'd  with  what  HeavVs  PJcafure  fuffers, 
Erect  your  Princely  Countenances  and  Spirits, 
And  to  redrefs  the  Mifchiefs  now  refiftlefs, 
Sooth  it  in  fhew,  rather  than  curfe  or  crofs  it ; 

rery  happy  Emendation  here, where  very  few  Readers  would,  I  believe, 
have  fufpe&ed  an  Error.  Affairs,  tho'  Senfe,  fpoils  the  Meafure ; 
and  Fears,  a  more  natural  and  more  poetical  Word,  exactly  fuits  it. 

(4.7)  .n  ■  ynuji  own  this  Dofirine  :  ]  The  Quarto  reads  teach, 
which  is  one  of  many  Changes  in  this  Play  made,  without  the  leaft  Re- 
femblance  in  the  Letters ;  and  I  note  this  only  for  an  Opportunity  of 
referring  to  it  when  I  want  an  Authority  for  fuch  great  Changes  as  we 
may  fomecimes  find  neceffary. 

(48)  Is  to  conform  our  Wills  to  fuffer  freely,]  Paflive  Obedience 
and  Non-refiftance  to  Princes,  being  the  abfurd  but  almoft  univerfal 
Doclrine  of  our  Authors  Age,  Aubrey  is  upon  that  Principle  a  very 
compleat  Character.  And  every  Reader,  who  wants  to  form  a  true 
Tafte  of  any  Poem,  mould  always  ufe  an  occafional  Conformity  to 
the  Doctrines  and  Tenets  of  the  Age  the  Poet  wrote  in.  Without  this, 
the  Characters  of  Amintor  in  the  Maid's  Tragedy,  of  A'ecius  in  V alenti- 
nian,  and  Aubrey  here,  together  with  many  inferior  Characters,  will 
not  be  near  fo  interefting  as  they  really  deferve  to  be. 

Wifh 
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Willi  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  bed, 
But  'till  you  may  perform  it,  jet  it  reft. 

Gisb.  Thofe  Temporizings  are  too  dull  and  fervile, 
To  breathe  the  free  Air  of  a  manly  Soul, 
Which  mall  in  me  expire  in  Execrations, 
Before  for  any  Life  I  footh  a  Murtherer. 

Bald.  Pour  Lives  before  him,  'till  his  own  be  dry 
Of  all  Life's  Services  and  human  Comforts  ; 
(49J  'Till  none  that  looks  at  Heav'n 's  left  half  fo  bafe 
To  do  thofe  black  and  hellifh  Actions  Grace. 

Enter  Rollo,  Latorch,  Hamond  and  Guard. 

Rol.  Hade,  Latorch, 
And  raife  the  City  as  the  Court  is  rais'd, 
Proclaiming  the  abhorr'd  Confpiracy 
In  Plot  againft  my  Life. 

Lat.  1  hafte,  my  Lord.  [Exit. 

Rol.  You  there  that  mourn  upon  the  juftly  Slain, 
Arife  and  leave  it,  if  you  Jove  your  Lives, 
And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may  fave  you. 

Mat.  What  will  the  Butcher  do  ?  I  will  not  ftir. 

Rol.  Stir,  and  unforc'd  ftir,  or  ftir  never  more  : 
Command  her,  you  grave  Beldam,  that  know  better 
My  deadly  Refolutions,  fince  I  drew  them 
From  the  infective  Fountain  of  your  own, 
Or,  if  you  have  forgot,  this  fiery  Prompter 
Shall  fix  the  frefti  Impreflion  in  your  Heart. 

Soph.  Rife  Daughter,  ferve  his  Will  in  what  we  may, 
Left  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 
Is  this  all  you  command  us  ?  Rol.  This  Addition 
Only  admitted,  that  when  I  endeavour 

(49)  None  lefs  that  looks  at  Heaven  is  half  fo  bafe 

To  do  thofe  black  and  hellijb  Aclions  Grace.]  There  is  a  Stiffheff 
in  the  firil  Line  which  gives  fufpicion  of  a  Miftake.  The  old  Quarto 
reads, 

None  left  that  looks  at  Heaves  left  half  fo  bafe. 
This  was  evidently  wrong,  and  the  Folio  and  Octavos  are  only  the 
conjectural  Emendation  of  the  former.    Mr.  Sympfon  has,  I  believe, 
reftored  the  Original,  as  he  gives  it  a  ftronger  Connexion  with  th« 
foregoing  Lines,  and  renders  the  Sentence  natural  and  eafy. 

'Till  none  that  looks  at  Heav'n  *s  left  half  fo  bafe. 

To 
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To  quit  me  of  this  Slaughter,  you  prefume  not 
To  crofs  me  with  a  Syllable,  for  your  Souls ; 
Murmur,  nor  think  againft  it,  but  weigh  well, 
It  "will  not  help  your  111,  but  help  to  more, 
And  that  my  Hand  wrought  thus  far  to  my  Will, 
Will  check  at  nothing  till  his  Circle  fill. 

Mat.  Fill  it,  fo  I  content  not,  but  who  fooths  it 
Confents,  and  who  confents  to  Tyranny,  does  it. 

RoL  Falfe  Traitrefs,  die  then  with  him. 

Aubr.  Arc  you  mad, 
To  offer  at  more  Blood,  and  make  yourfelf 
More  horrid  to  your  People  ?  I'll  proclaim, 
It  is  not  as  your  Inftrument  will  publifli. 

RoL  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you—  fo  nimble ! 

\He  difarms  him* 
Refign  my  Sword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  Soul 
To  offer  what  thou  infolently  threacneft  ; 
One  Word,  proclaiming  crofs  to  what  Latorch 
Hath  in  CommifTion,  and  intends  to  publilh. 

Aubr.  Well,  Sir,  not  for  your  Threats,  but  for  your 
Good, 

Since  more  Hurt  t'  you  would  more  hurt  your  Country, 

And  that  you  muft  make  Virtue  of  the  Need 

That  now  compels  you,  I'll  confent  as  far 

As  Silence  argues,  to  your  Will  proclaim'd  ; 

And  lince  no  more  Sons  of  your  Princely  Father 

Survive  to  rule  but  you,  and  that  I  wifli 

You  mould  rule  like  your  Father,  with  the  Love 

And  Zeal  of  all  your  Subjects    this  foul  Slaughter 

That  now  you  have  committed,  made  afhamed 

With  that  fair  BlefTing,  that,  in  place  of  Plagues, 

Heav'n  tries  our  mending  Difpofition  with  : 

Take  here  your  Sword,  which  now  ufe  like  a  Prince. 

And  no  more  like  a  Tyrant. 

RoL  This  founds  well, 
Live  and  be  gracious  with  us.    Gisb.  and  Bald.  Oh,  Lord 
Aubrey. 

Mat.  He  flatter  thus  ? 

Soph.  He  temporizes  fitly. 

Wonder 
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(50)  Wonder  invades  me. 

Rol.  Do  you  two  think  much, 
That  he  thus  wifely,  and  with  Need  confents 
To  what  I  author  for  your  Country's  Good  ? 
You  being  my  Tutor,  you  my  Chancellor. 

Gisb.  Your  Chancellor  is  not  your  Flatterer,  Sir. 

Bald.  Nor  is  it  your  Tutor's  Part  to  ftiield  fuch 
Doctrine. 

Rol.  Sir,  firft  know  you, 
In  Praife  of  your  pure  Oratory  that  rais'd  you, 
That  when  the  People,  who  I  know  by  this 
Are  rais'd  out  of  their  Refts,  and  haft'ning  hither 
To  witnefs  what  is  done  here,  are  arrived 
With  our  Latorch)  that  you,  ex  tempore, 
Shall  fafliion  an  Oration  to  acquit 
And  juftifie  this  forced  Fact  of  mine ; 
Or  for  the  proud  Refufal  lofe  your  Head. 

Gisb.  I  fafliion  an  Oration  to  acquit  you  ? 
Sir,  know  you  then,  that  'tis  a  thing  lels  eafic 
T'  excufe  a  Paricide  than  to  commit  it. 

Rol.  I  do  not  wifh  you,  Sir,  to  excufe  me, 
But  to  accufe  my  Brother,  as  the  Caufe 
Of  his  own  Slaughter,  by  attempting*  mine. 

Gisb.  Not  for  the  World,  I  mould  pour  Blood  on  Blood  i 
It  were  another  Murther  to  accufe 
Him  that  fell  innocent. 

Rol.  Away  with  him, 
Hence,  hale  him  ftraight  to  Execution. 

Aubr.  Far  fly  fuch  Rigour,  youramendful  Hand. 

Rol.  He  perifhes  with  him  that  fpeaks  for  him  ; 
Guard,  do  your  Office  on  him,  on  your  Lives  Pain. 

Gisb.  Tyrant,  'twill  hafte  thy  own  Death. 

Rol.  Let  it  wing  it, 

(50)  Rol.  Wonder  invades  me  ;  do  you  two  think  much,  &c]  The 
Words  Wonder  invades  me,  which  exprefs  a  Perfon  wrapt  up  in 
wonder  and  horror,  feem'd  at  firft  Sight,  both  to  Mr.  Sympfon  and  me, 
to  be  out  of  Character  in  Rollo%  Mouth,  and  by  joint  confent  we  give  it 
to  Sophia,  tho*  it  would  be  equally  proper  to  Matild*,  Bald-win,  or 
Gisbert.  As  the  Verfes  are  often  divided  between  the  Speakers,  this 
alone  has  produced  feveral  hundred  Miftakes  in  Speakers  in  our  Au- 
thors Plays. 

He 
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He  threatens  me    Villains,  tear  him  Piece-meal  hence. 

Guard.  Avant,  Sir. 

Ham.  Force  him  hence. 

Rol.  Difpatch  him,  Captain. 
And  bring  me  inftant  Word  he  is  difpatch'd, 
And  how  his  Rhctorick  takes  it. 

Ham.  I'll  not  fail,  Sir. 

Rol.  Captain,  befide$  remember  this  in  chief ; 
That  being  executed,  you  deny- 
To  all  his  Friends  the  Rites  of  Funeral, 
And  caft  his  Carkafs  out  to  Dogs  and  Fowls. 

Ham.  'Tis  done,  my  Lord. 

Rol.  Upon  your  Life  not  fail. 

Bald.  What  impious  daring  is  there  here  of  Heav'n ! 
-  Rol.  Sir,  now  prepare  yourfelf,  againft  the  People 
Make  here  their  Entry,  to  difcharge  the  Oration 
He  hath  denied  my  Will. 

Bald.  For  Fear  of  Death  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Rol.  Is  Death  ridiculous  with  you  ? 
Works  Mifery  of  Age  this,  or  thy  Judgment  ? 

Bald.  Judgment,  falfe  Tyrant. 

Rol.  You'll  make  no  Oration  then  r4 

Bald.  Not  to  excufe, 
But  aggravate  thy  Murther  if  thou  wilt, 
Which  I  will  fo  enforce,  Pll  make  thee  wreak  it 
(With  hate  of  what  thou  win'ft  by9t)  on  thyfelf, 
With  fuch  another  juftly  merited  Murther. 

Rol.  I'll  anfwer  you  anon. 

Enter  Latorch. 

Lat.  The  Citizens 
Are  hading,  Sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  refolv'd, 
By  my  Perfwafion,  of  your  Brother's  Treafons. 

Rol.  Honeft  Latorch. 

Enter  Hamond. 

Ham.  See,  Sir^  here's  Gisbert's  Head. 
Rol.  Good  fpeed    was't  with  a  Sword  ? 
Ham.  An  Axe,  Sir. 

Rol.  An  Axe?  'twas  vilely  done,  I  would  have  had 

My 
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My  own  fine  Headfman  done  it  with  a  Sword ; 
Go,  take  this  Dotard  here,  and  take  his  Head 
Off  with  a  Sword. 

Ham.  Your  Schoolmafter  ? 

Rol.  Ev'n  he. 

Bald.  For  teaching  thee  no  better  \  'tis  the  beft 
Of  all  thy  damned  Juftices  j  away, 
Captain,  I'll  follow. 

Ed  Oh  ftay  them,  Duke, 
And  in  the  midft  of  ail  thy  Blood  and  Fury, 
Hear  a  poor  Maid's  Petitions,  hear  a  Daughter, 
The  only  Daughter  of  a  wretched  Father  ; 
Oh  ftay  your  hafte,  as  you  mail  need  this  Mercy. 

Rol.  Away  with  this  fond  Woman. 

Ed.  You  muft  hear  me, 
If  there  be  any  Spark  of  Pity  in  you, 
If  fweet  Humanity  and  Mercy  rule  you  ; 
I  do  confefs  you  are  a  Prince,  your  Anger 
Ajs  great  as  you,  your  Execution  greater. 

Rol.  Away  with  him. 

Ed.  Oh  Captain,  by  thy  Manhood, 

By  her  foft  Soul  that  bare  thee  :  I  do  confefs,  Sir, 

Your  Doom  of  Juftice  on  your  Foes  molt  righteous ; 
Good  noble  Prince  look  on  me. 

Rol.  Take  her  from  me. 

Ed.  A  Curfe  upon  his  Life  that  hinders  me ; 
May  Father's  Blefiing  never  fall  upon  him, 
May  Heav'n  ne'er  hear  his  Prayers:  I  befeech  you, 
Oh  Sir,  thefe  Tears  befeech  you  ;  thefe  chafte  Hands 
woo  you, 

That  never  yet  were  heav'd,  but  to  Things  holy, 

Things  like  yourfelf,  you  are  a  God  above  us  ; 

Be  as  a  God  then,  full  of  faving  Mercy, 

Mercy,  Oh  Mercy,  Sir,  for  his  fake  Mercy  ; 

That  when  your  ftout  Heart  weeps,  fhall  give  you  Pity  -9 

Here  I  mult  grow. 

Rol.  By  Heav'n,  Pll  ftrike  thee,  Woman. 

Ed.  Moft  willingly,  Jet  all  thy  Anger  feek  me, 
All  the  moft  ftudied  Torments,  fo  this  good  Man, 
This  old  Man,  and  this  Innocent  efcape  thee. 

Rol, 
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*  Rol.  Carry  him  away,  I  fay. 

Ed.  Now  BlefTing  on  thee,  Oh  fweet  Pity, 
I  fee  it  in  thy  Eyes,  I  charge  you  Soldiers, 
Ev'n  by  the  Prince's  Power,  releafe  my  Father, 
The  Prince  is  merciful,  why  do  you  hold  him  ? 
The  Prince  forgets  his  Fury,  why  do  you  tug  him? 
He  is  old,  why  do  you  hurt  him?  fpeak,  Oh  fpeak,  Sir  5 
Speak  as  you  are  a  Man  ;  a  Man's  Life  hangs,  Sir, 
A  Friend's  Life,  (51)  and  a  fofter  Life  upon  you  : 
'Tis  but  a  Word,  but  Mercy  quickly  fpoke4  Sir  ^ 
Oh  fpeak,  Prince,  fpeak. 

Rot.  Will  no  Man  here  obey  me  ? 
Have  I  no  Rule  yet  ?  as  I  live  he  dies 
That  does  not  execute  my  Will,  and  fuddenly. 

Bald.  All  thou  canll:  do  takes  but  one  ihort  Hour 
from  me. 

RoL  Hew  off  her  Hands. 

Ham.  Lady,  hold  off. 

Ed.  Nay,  hew  'em. 
Hew  off  my  innocent  Hands,  as  he  commands  you. 

[Exeunt  Guard,  and  Count  Baldwin. 
They'll  hang  the  fafter  on  for  Death's  Convuifion. 
Thou  Seed  of  Rocks,  will  nothing  move  thee  then  f 
Are  all  my  Tears  loft  ?  all  my  righteous  Prayers 
Drown'd  in  thy  drunken  Wrath  ?  (52)  I  ftand  up  thus  then  \ 
Thus  boldly,  bloody  Tyrant,  I  defie  thee 
And  to  thy  Face    in  Heav'n's  high  Name  defie  thee  j 
And  may  fweet  Mercy,  when  thy  Soul  fighs  for  it, 
When  under  thy  black  Mifchiefs  thy  Flefti  trembles, 
When  neither  Strength,  nor  Youth,  nor  Friends,  nor  Gold 
Can  ftay  one  Hour,  when  thy  mod  wretched  Confcience 

(51)    *  and  a  fofter  Life—-']  The  Miftake  of  the  late  Editions. 

(52)  — !   /  ftand  thus  then  I 

Thus  boldly,  bloody  Tyrant, 

And  to  thy  Face  in  Heawns  high  Name  defie  thee  ;]  I  am  far 
from  thinking  it  neceiTary  to  fill  up  Hemiftichs  where  the  Senfe  does 
not  Tequire  it :  Here  it  does  not,  and  yet  I  verily  think  there  has  been 
an  Omifiion.  This  is  one  of  the  nob'ert  and  moil:  correct  Scenes  in  the 
whole  Play,  and  a  Repetition  of  her  Defiance  filling  up  the  Meafure, 
and  giving  a  fine  Climax  to  the  workings  of  her  Pafiion,  I  have  ven- 
tured to  infert  it,  and  to  divide  the  Sentence  into  feparace  Parrs. 

Vo  l.  V.  I  Wuk'i 
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Wak'd  from  her  Dream  of  Death,  like  Fire  fhall  meltthe^ 

When  all  thy  Mother's  Tears,  thy  Brother's  Wounds, 
Thy  Peoples  Fears  and  Curfes,  and  my  Lofs, 
My  aged  Father's  Lofs  fhall  ftand  before  thee- 

Rol.  Save  him  I  fay,  run,  fave  him,  fave  her  Father, 
Fly,  and  redeem  his  Head.  [Exit  Latorch. 

Ed.  May  then  that  Pity, 
That  Comfort  thou  expedt'fl:  from  Heav'n,  that  Mercy 
Be  lockt  up  from  thee,  fly  thee  ;  Howlings  find  thee, 
Defpair,  (Oh  my  fweet  Father ! )  Storms  of  Terrors, 
Blood  till  thou  burft  again. 

Rol,  Oh  fair  fweet  Anger. 

Enter  Latorch  and  Hamond  with  a  Head. 

Lat.  I  am  too  late,  Sir,  'twas  difpatch'd  before, 
And  his  Head's  here. 

Rol.  And  my  Heart  there  ;  go  bury  him, 
Give  him  fair  Rites  of  Funeral,  decent  Honours. 

Ed.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  Monfter  ?  higheft  Heav'n 
Give  him  a  Punifhment  fit  for  his  Mifchief. 

Lat.  I  fear  thy  Prayer  is  heard,  and  he  rewarded  : 
Lady,  have  Patience,  'twas  unhappy  Speed  ; 
Blame  not  the  Duke,  'twas  not  his  Fault,  but  Fate's; 
He  fent,  you  know,  to  (lay  it,  and  commanded, 
In  care  of  you,  the  heavy  Object  hence 
Soon  as  it  came:  Have  better  Thoughts  of  him. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Where's  this  young  Traitor  ? 
Lat.  Noble  Citizens,  here, 
And  here  the  Wounds  he  gave  your  Sovereign  Lord. 

1  Cit.  This  Prince  of  Force  muft  be 

Belov'd  of  Heav'n,  whom  Heav'n  hath  thus  preferv'd. 

2  Cit.  And  if  he  be  belov'd  of  Heav'n,  you  know, 
He  mud  be  juft,  and  all  his  Actions  fo. 

Rol.  Concluded  like  an  Oracle ;  Oh  how  great 
A  Grace  of  Heav'n  is  a  wife  Citizen  ! 
For  Heav'n  'tis  makes  'em  wife,  as't  makes  me  juft, 
As  it  preferves  me,  as  I  now  furvive 
By  his  ftrong  Hand  to  keep  you  all  alive  : 

Your 
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Your  Wives,  your  Children,  Goods  and  Lands  kept  yours, 
That  had  been  elfe  Preys  to  his  Tyrannous  Power, 
That  would  have  prey'd  on  me,  in  Bed  aiTaulted  mc 
In  facred  Time  of  Peace  ;  my  Mother  here, 
My  Sifter,  this  juft  Lord,  (53)  and  all  had  fill'd 
The  Curtian  Gulf  of  this  Conspiracy, 
Of  which  my  Tutor  and  my  Chancellor, 
(Two  of  the  graved,  and  molt  counted  honeft 
In  all  my  Dukedom)  were  the  monftrous.  Heads  5 
Oh  truft  no  honeft  Men  for  their  fakes  ever, 
My  politick  Citizens,  but  thofe  that  breathe 
The  Names  of  Cut-throats,  Ufurers  and  Tyrants, 
Oh  thofe  believe  in,  for  the  foul-mouth'd  World 
Can  give  no  better  Terms  to  fimple  Goodnefs : 
Ev'n  me  it  dares  blafpheme,  and  thinks  me  tyrannous 
For  faving  my  own  Life  fought  by  my  Brother  ; 
Yet  thofe  that  fought  his  Life  before  by  Poifon 
(Though  mine  own  Servants  hoping  to  pleafe  me) 
1*11  lead  to  Death  for't,  which  your  Eyes  mail  fee, 

1  Cit.  Why,  what  a  Prince  is  here! 

2  Cit.  How  juft  ! 

3  Cit.  How  gentle  ! 

{53)  and  all  had  felt 

The  certain  Gulf  of  this  Confpiracy,"]  Certain ,  for  Curtian, 
is  only  the  Corruption  of  the  late  Editors,  from  their  not  knowing 
the  Hiitory  of  Curtius  a  young  Nobleman  of  Rome,  who  when  an 
Earthquake  had  open'd  a  Jarge  Gulf  in  the  Forum  which  threatened 
Deftruction  to  the  City,  and  the  Oracle  declared  that  it  would  never 
clofe  'till  fome  Patrician  was  put  into  it,  he  voluntarily  devoted  him- 
felf  and  leapM  in  on  Horfe-back.  But  this  Paffage  has  been  corrupted 
in  the  Quarto  itfelf  in  another  very  material  Point,  and  I  have  receiv'd 
from  Mr.  Sympfon  a  rery  juit  and  happy  Emendation,  and  which  mult 
give  every  Reader  gre.  t  Pieafure.  To  feel  a  Gulf  is  certainly  a  poor 
if  not  an  abfurd  Exprelilon  ;  but  to  fill  the  Gulf,  as  Mr.  Sympfon  reads, 
is  the  exact  poetical  Idea  which  the  Metaphor  demands.  Shakefpear, 
in  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  has  a  noble  Metaphcr  which  refers  to  this 
Hiftory  of  Curtius,  and  which  will  mew  the  Propriety  of  this  Emen- 
dation. Ottawa  fays  to  Antony,  u,pon  his  being  dilpjeas'd  with  her 
Brother  Qtlavius, 

Wars  'tivixt  you  tnva-in  Jbould  be 
As  if  the  World  Jbould  cleave,  and  that  Jlain  Men 
Should  f,lder  up  the  Rift.  Aft  III.  Scene  IV. 

See  Mr.  War  burton' %  fine  Comment  upon  the  Place. 

1  z.  RqU 
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Rol.  Well,  now  my  deareft  Subje&s,  or  much  rather 
My  Nerves,  my  Spirits,  or  my  vital  Blood  ; 
Turn  to  your  needful  Refts,  and  fettled  Peace, 
Fix'd  in  this  Root  of  Steel,  from  whence  it  fprung 
(54)  By  HeavVs  great  Help  and  Blefling  :  But  e'er  Sleep 
Bind  in  his  fweet  Oblivion  your  dull  Senfes, 
The  Name  and  Virtue  of  HeavVs  King  advance 
For  yours,  in  chief,  for  my  Deliverance. 

Cit.  Heav'n  and  his  King  fave  our  moft  pious  Sovereign . 

[Exeunt  Citizens. 

Rol.  Thanks  my  good  People,  Mother,  and  kind  Sifter, 
And  you  my  noble  Kinfman,  things  born  thus 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  I 
Enjoy  in  this  my  abfolute  Empery. 
Take  in  the  Body  of  my  Princely  Brother, 
For  whofe  Death,  fince  his  Fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  eldeft  Birth  his  fupream  Right, 
We'll  mourn  the  cruel  Influence  it  bears, 
And  warn  his  Sepulchre  with  kindly  Tears. 

Aubr.  If  this  Game  end  thus,  HeavVs  Will  rule  the  fet. 
What  we  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let. 

[Exeunt  omnes  prater  Latorch  and  Edith* 

Lat.  Good  Lady  rife,  and  raife  your  Spirits  withal, 
More  high  than  they  are  humbled  5  you  have  Caufe, 
As  much  as  ever  honour'd  happieft  Lady  ; 
And  when  your  Ears  are  freer  to  take  in 
Your  moft  amendful  and  unmatched  Fortunes, 
I'll  make  you  drown  a  hundred  helplefs  Deaths 
In  Sea  of  one  Life  pour'd  into  your  Bofom  ; 
With  which  fhall  flow  into  your  Arms,  the  Riches, 
The  Pleafures,  Honours,  and  the  Rule9  of  Princes  ;  ['em, 
Which  though  Death  flop  your  Ears,  methinks  fhould  ope 
Aflay  to  forget  Death. 

Ed.  Oh  flaughter'd  Father ! 

(55)  Lat.  Caft  off*  what  cannot  be  redrefs'd,  and  blefs 

($4.)  In  Heaifn  s  great  Help  ]  The  Particle  /»,  which  renders 

this  Paflage  ifcff  and  obfcure,  Teems  only  to  have  dipt  from  the  former 
Line,  and  excluded  the  true  one. 

(55)  Lat.  Tafte  of  what  cannot  be  redr*fsdr-—\    The  grofs 
CVrupu'on  of  the  two  lall  Editions. 

The 
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The  Fate  that  yet  you  curfe  fo  j  fince  for  that 
You  fpake  fo  movingly,  and  your  fweet  Eyes 
With  fo  much  Grace  fill'd,  that  you  fet  on  fire 
The  Duke's  Affection,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  he  rules  all  his  Dukedom  j  is't  not  fweet  ? 
Does  it  not  mine  away  your  Sorrows  Clouds  ? 
Sweet  Lady,  take  wife  Heart,  and  hear  and  tell  me. 

Ed.  I  hear  no  Word  you  fpeak. 

Lat.  Prepare  to  hear  then, 
And  be  not  barr'd  up  from  yourfelf,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  Fortune  with  your  far  worfe  Judgment ;  ] 
(§6)  Make  me  your  Servant,  make  the  Courtiers  all 
Tour  Servants,  ftudious  to  amend  with  Joys 

Your  fad  Eftate,  till  you  are  bleft  \  and  fpeak  it, 

See  how  they'll  bow  to  you,  make  me  wait,  command  me 
To  watch  out  every  Minute  ;  (57)  for  the  Fall 

(56)  Make  me  your  Servant  to  attend  with  all  Joys 

Tour  fad  Eftate,  till  they  both  hlefs  and  /peak  it  : 
See  how  the f  11  bow  toyou,  make  me  wait,  &c]  This  ftrange 
Chaos  has  juft  light  enough  left  to  ihew  the  general  Tendency  of  the 
Paflage,  <viz.  That  both  he  and  all  the  Courtiers  by  their  humbleft 
Obeifance  (if  Ihe  would  accept  it)  would  endeavour  to  turn  her  Sor- 
row into  Joy.  From  the  Word  amendful,  in  Latorclfs  firit  Speech  to 
her  above,  it's  highly  probable  that  attend  mould  be  amend;  that  the 
Word  Courtiers,  orfome  one  of  the  fame  import,  is  left  out,  feems 
almoft  evident,  and  a  whole  Sentence  muft  have  accompany'd  it.  We 
may  hope  to  come  very  near  the  Senfe,  however  wide  we  are  in 
guefling  at  the  Words  of  the  Original.    But  what  is  till  they 

both  blefs  and  fpeak  it  ?  It  feems  probable  that  a  Miftake  in  the 
Points  having  join'd  the  two  Verbs  together,  the  former  Part  was 
changM,  and  both  falfly  inferted  to  make  out  fomething  that  looked 
like  Grammar.  I  read  the  whole  thus,  marking  in  Italicks  what  I 
iuppofe  only  to  contain  fomething  like  the  Senfe  of  the  Original. 

Make  me  your  Servant,  make  the  Courtiers  all 

Your  Servants,  ftudious  to  amend  with  Joys 

Your  fad  E/late,  till  you  are  bleft;  —  and  fpeak  it, 

See  how  they'll  bow  to  you,  &c. 

(57)  fQr  the  Stay 

Tour  modeft  Sorrow  fancies,  raife  your  Graces, 

And  do  my  Hopes  the  Honour  of  your  Motion, 

To  all  the  offered  Heights  &c]  Stay,  i.  e.  Stop,  or  hindrance, 
is  barely  Senfe  in  this  Place,  the  Senfe  of  which  is,  For  the  Lafs  or 
Dif after  which  your  Grief  and  Modefty  make  you  now  fancy,  raife  your 
Graces  to  the  higheft  Pitch  of  Power  and  Dignity.  The  Word  which 
gives  this  Senfe,  and  belt  preferves  the  Antithefis,  is  Fall, 

I  3  Your 
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Your  modeft  Sorrow  fancies,  raife  your  Graces, 
And  do  my  Hopes  the  Honour  of  your  Motion, 
To  all  the  offer'd  Heights  that  now  attend  you  : 
Oh  how  your  Touches  ravifli !  (58)  how  the  Duke 
Is  (lain  already  with  your  Flames !  embrace  it, 
I  will  both  ferve  and  vifit  you,  and  often. 
Ed,  I  am  not  fit,  Sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you,  Lady.  [Exeunt. 

S      C      E      N      E  II. 

Enter  the  Guard,  three  or  four  Boys,  then  the  Sheriff y  Cooky 
Teoman  of  the  Cellar \  Butler ,  P antler,  to  Execution. 

1  Guard.  Come,  bring  thefe  Fellows  on,  away  with 'em. 

2  Guard.  Make  room  before  there,  room  for  the 

Prifoners. 

1  Boy,  Let's  run  before,  Boys,  we  fhall  have  no  Places 

elfe. 

2  Boy.  Are  thefe  the  Youths  ? 

Cock.  Thefe  are  the  Youths  you  look  for, 
And  pray,  my  honeft  Friends,  be  not  fo  hafty, 
There'll  be  nought  done  till  we  come,  I  affure  you. 

3  Boy.  Here's  a  wife  Hanging;  are  there  no  more? 
But.  D*  you  hear,  Sir  ? 

You  may  come  in  for  your  fhare  if  you  pleafe.  Cook.  My 
Friend, 

If  you  be  unprovided  of  a  Hanging, 

You  look  like  a  Good-Feliow,  I  can  afford  you 

A  reafonable  Pennyworth. 

(-S)  teiv  the  Duke 

Is  JIain  already  *witb  yw  Flames  embraced!]  Here  again,  a 
very  flight  Corruption  of  the  oid  Quarto  lead  the  two  late  Edition* 
into  a  greater,  and  as  it  happens  to  retain  a  tolerable  Senfe  was  the 
more  dangerous.  ■  <withyour  Flames  embraced!  may  give  an  Idea 

of  a  Perion  burnt  at  the  Stake,  and  lb  may  be  thought  to  add  fome- 
thing  to  the  Metaphor  of  being  (lain  by  her  Flames.  Bat  the  Quarto 
reads, 

Is  JIain  already  zvitb  ytur  Flames  embraft  ! 
Prom  whence  the  true  Reading  is  eafily  reftor'd. 

Is  JIain  already  nuitb  your  Flames  !  embrace  it, 
I  ivill  both  jerque  and  npijit  yni. 

2  B9)\ 
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2  Boy.  Afore,  afore,  Boys, 
Here  is  enow  to  make  us  Sport.    Yeo.  Pox  take  you, 
D'  you  call  this  Sport  ?  are  thefe  your  Recreations  ? 
Muft  we  be  hang'd  to  make  you  Mirth  ? 

Cook.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 
You  Cuftard-Pate,  we  go  to't  for  High  Treafon, 
An  honourable  Fault:  Thy  foolifh  Father 
Was  hang'd  for  dealing  Sheep. 

Boys.  Away,  away,  Boys. 

Cook.  Do  you  fee  how  that  fneaking  Rogue  looks  now  ? 
Chip,  Pander,  you,  you  peaching  Rogue,  that  provided  us 
Thefe  Necklaces  ;  you  poor  coftive  Rogue,  you. 

Pant.  Pray,  pray,  Fellows. 

Cook.  Pray  for  thy  crufty  Soul  ?  where's  your  Reward 
now, 

Good  Goodman  Manchet,  for  your  fine  Difcovery  ? 
I  do  befeech  you,  Sir,  where  are  your  Dollars  ? 
Draw  with  your  Fellows,  and  be  hang'd. 

Yeo.  He  muft  now  ; 
For  now  he  fliall  be  hang'd  firft,  that's  his  Comfort, 
A  Place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  meal-mouth'd  Rafcal. 

Cook.  Hang  handfomly  for  Ihame,  come,  leave  your 
praying, 

You  peaching  Knave,  and  die  like  a  good  Courtier, 

Die  honeftly,  and  like  a  Man  ;  no  Preaching, 

With  I  befeech  you  take  Example  by  me^ 

I  liv*d  a  lewd  Man,  good  People.    Pox  on't, 

Die  me  as  if  thou'dft  din'd,  fay  Grace, and  God  be  with  you. 

Guard.  Come,  will  you  forward  ? 

Cook.  Good  Mr.  Sheriff,  your  Leave  too,  this  hafty  Work 
Was  ne'er  done  well  ;  give 's  fo  much  time  as  but  to 
Sing  our  own  Ballads,  for  we'll  truft  no  Man, 
Nor  no  Tune  but  our  own  ;  'twas  done  in  Ale  too3 
And  therefore  cannot  be  refus'd  in  Juftice. 
Your  penny-pot  Poets  are  fuch  pelting  Thieves, 
They  ever  hang  Men  twice  •,  we  have  it  here,  Sir, 
And  fo  muft  every  Merchant  of  our  Voyage. 
He'll  make  a  fweet  Return  elfe  of  his  Credit. 

Yeo.  One  Fit  o'  our  own  Mirth,  and  then  we're  for  you, 

Guard.  Make  hafte  then  and  difpatch. 

*  i  4  To* 
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Teo.  There's  Day  enough,  Sir. 
Cook,  Come,  Boys,  ling  chearfully,  w'  fhall- ne'er  fing 
younger. 

We've  chofe  a  loud  Tune  too,  becaufe  it  fhould  like  well. 

The  SONG.  " 

Come,  Fortune's  a  Whore,  I  care  not  who  tell  her% 
Would  offer  to  fir  angle  a  Page  of  the  Cellar, 
That  Jhould  by  his  Oath,  to  any  Man's  thinking, 
And  Place,  have  had  a  Defence  for  his  Drinking  ; 
But  thus  Jhe  does  fill  when  fhe  pleafes  to  palter ; 
Infiead  of  his  Wages,  fie  gives  him  a  Halter. 
(59)  Three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry  Boys% 

And  three  merry  Boys  are  we, 
As  ever  did  fing  three  Parts  in  a  String 

uill  under  the  triple  T ree. 

II. 

But  I  that  was  fo  lufty, 
And  ever  kept  my  Bottles, 
That  neither  they  were  mufiy, 
And  feldom  lefs  than  Pottles  ; 
For  me  to  be  thus  ftopt  now% 
With  Hemp  inftead  of  Cork,  Sir, 
And  from  the  Gallows  lopt  now, 
Shews  that  there  is  a  Fork,  Sir, 
In  Death,  and  this  the  Token, 
Man  may  be  two  ways  killed, 
Or  like  the  Bottle,  broken, 
Or  like  the  Wine,  be  fpilled, 
Three  merry  Boys,  &c. 

(59)  Three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry  Boys,  and  three  mtrry  Boys 
are  <we, 

As  ever  did  fing  in  a  hempen  String  under  the  Gallows-tree.] 
Thus  the  late  Editions,  and  one  would  almoft  think  that  they  had  fome 
other  Copy  than  the  Quarto  or"  1640  to  print  from.  I  have  reltored 
the  Reading  of  that  Quarto  iiito  the  prefent  Text, 


III.  Ob 
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nr. 

Oh  yet  but  look 
On  the  Mafier  Cook, 
The  glory  of  the  Kitchiny 
In  [owing  whofe  Fate, 
At  fo  lofty  a  rate, 
No  T ay  lor  eer  had  ftitching, 
For  though  he  makes  the  Man, 
The  Cook  yet  makes  the  Difhes, 
The  which  no  Taylor  can, 
Wherein  I  have  my  Wijhes, 
That  I  who  at  fo  many  a  Feaft, 
Have  pleas' d  fo  many  Tafiers, 
Should  now  my  felf  come  to  be  drefl, 
A  Dijh  for  you  my  Mafier s. 
Three  merry  Boys,  &c. 

IV. 

Pant.  Oh  Man  or  Beaft, 
Or  you  at  leaft, 
That  wear  or  Brow  or  Antler, 
Prick  up  your  Ears, 
Unto  the  Tears 
Of  me  poor  Paul  the  P antler, 
That  thus  am  clipty 
Becaufe  I  chipt 
The  cur  fed  Cruft  of  Treafon 
With  Loyal  Knife ; 
Oh  doleful  Strife, 
.  To  hang  thus  without  Reafon, 
Three  merry  Boys, 

C^.There's  a  few  Copies  for  you ;  now  farewel  Friends : 
And  good  Mr.  Sheriff  Jet  me  not  be  Printed 
With  a  Brafs  Pot  on  my  Head. 

But.  March  fair,  march  fair,  afore,  good  Captain 
Pantler, 


ACT 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Aubrey,  and  Latoi^. 


Aubr.X   Atorchy  I  have  waited  here  to  fpeak  with  you, 
I  4  And  you  muft  hearken  ;  fet  not  forth  your  Leg 
Of  halte,  nor  put  your  Face  of  Bufinefs  on  ; 
An  honefter  Affair  than  this  I  urge  too, 
You  will  not  eafily  think  on  \  and 'twill  be 
Reward  to  entertain  it  ;  'tis  your  Fortune 
To  have  our  Matter's  Ear  above  the  reft 
Of  us  that  follow  him,  (60)  but  that  no  Man  envies  ; 
And  1  have  well  confider'd,  Truth  fometimes 
May  be  conveyed  in  by  the  fame  Conduits 
That  Falfhood  is :  Thefe  Courfes  that  he  takes 
Cannot  but  end  in  Ruin  >  Empire  got 
By  Blood  and  Violence,  muft  fo  be  held  ; 
And  how  unfafe  it  is,  he  firft  will  prove, 
That  toiling  ftill  to  remove  Enemies 
Makes  himfelf  more  ;  it  is  not  now  a  Brother, 
A  faithful  Counfellor  of  State  or  two, 
That  are  his  Danger,  they  are  fair  difpatch'd  ; 
It  is  a  Multitude  that  'gin  to  fear, 
And  think  what  began  there  muft  end  in  them ; 
For  all  the  fine  Oration  that  was  made  'em, 
And  they  are  not  an  eafie  Monfter  quell'd. 
Princes  may  pick  their  fuffering  Nobles  out ; 
(61)  And  one  by  one  employ  'em  to  *he  Block  ; 

(60)  —  but  that  no  Man  envies ; 

For  /  have  nve//  conftderd^  Sec.  ]  By  this  Reading,  Aubrefs 
Defign  of  employing  Latorcb  to  convey  a  Truth  to  Rcllo  was  the  Rea- 
fon  why  po  Man  envied  Latorcb  the  Favour  of  his  Mailer  j  whereas 
the  real  Reafon  was  the  Knowledge  of  the  vile  Means  he  had  ufed 
to  obtain  it,  and  this  will  be  imply'd  by  changing  the  Particle  For 
into  And.  / 

(61)  And  %ne  by  one  employ  'em  to  the  Block  ;  ]  Convoy'' em  feems 
a  more  natural  Expreffion  ;  but  as  the  other  is  Senfe,  I  don't  change 
the  Text. 


But 
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But  when  they  (62)  once  grow  formidable  to 

Their  Clowns,  arid  Coolers,  ware  then  Guards  themfelves  ; 

If  thou  durft  tell  him  this,  Laiorch,  the  Service 

Would  not  difcredit  the  good  Name  you  hold 

With  Men,  befide.  the  Profit  to  your  Mafter, 

And  to  the  Publick.    Lai.  i  conceive  nor,  Sir : 

They're  airy  Fears ,  and  why  mould  I  object  them 

Unto  his  Fancy  ?  Wound  what  is  yet  found  ? 

Your  Counfels  colour  not  wi'  reafon  of  State, 

Where  all  that's  neceffary  ftill  is  juft. 

The  Actions  of  the  Prince,  while  they  fucceed, 

Should  be  made  good,  and  glorified  j  not  queftion'd. 

Men  do  but  mew  their  ill  Affections, 

That-         Aubr.  What?  Speak  out.   Lai.  Do  murmur 

againft  their  Matters. 

Aubr.  Is  this  to  me  ?    Lai.  It  is  to  whomfoever 
Miflikes  of  the  Duke's  Courfes.  Aub.  Ay  !  is't  fo  ? 
At  your  State  ward,  Sir  ?    Lai.  I'm  fworn  to  hear 
Nothing  may  prejudice  the  Prince.  Aub.  Why,  do  you  ? 
Or  have  you,  ha  ?    Lai.  I  cannot  tell,  Mens  Hearts 
Shew  in  their  Words  fometimes.  Aubr.  I  ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  Chamber,  art  thou  the  Spy  too  ? 

Lai.  A  Watchman  for  the  State,  and  one  that's  known, 
Sir,  to  be  rightly  affected. 

Aubr.  Bawd  of  the  State  j 
No  Jefs  than  of  thy  Matter's  Lufts.    I  now 
See  nothing  can  redeem  thee    dartt  thou  mention 
Affection,  or  a  Heart,  that  ne'er  hadft  any  ? 

(62)   -grow  formidable  to  their  Clowns,  and  Coblers,  ware  then, 

guard  them/el<ves ;  ]  The  Confufion  of  the  Meafure  here  is  a 
Trifle,  but  the  Omiflion  of  a  Letter  in  the  Quarto  made  the  fubfequent 
Editions  turn  a  noble  Sentiment  into  a  very  poor  one.  The  Quarto  has 
no  Comma  between  then  and  guard;  undoubtedly,  therefore,  inftead 
of  clofing  Aubreys  fine  Speech  with  "  Then  is  their  Danger,  ware 
*'  then,  let  them  then  guard  themfelves We  mould  read  — ware 
then  Guards  them/elves  ;  i.  e.  When  a  Prince  is  hated  by  ail  his  Sub- 
jects, his  very  Guards  will  become  his  Enemies,  and  be  the  firfl  to 
deftroy  him.  The  Hiitories  of  almoft  all  Tyrants  in  the  World 
confirm  this  Obfervation.  And  it  is  a  fort  of  Prophefy  of  Rollo's  Fate, 
a  Hint  of  which  Aubrey  in  the  next  Scene  gives  Rollo  himfelf,  when 
he  tells  him, 

You  make  your  Guards  your  Terrors  by  thefe  Acls. 

Know'ft 
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Know'ft  not  (63)  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  Scale, 
As  thy  Prince  does't  before  thee  ?  That  doft  never 
Wear  thy  own  Face,  but  put'ft.  on  his,  and  gather'fi: 
Baits  for  his  Ears ;  liv'ft  wholly  at  his  beck, 
And  e'er  thou  dar'ft  utter  a  Thought  thine  own, 
Muft  expedt  his ;  creep'ft  forth  and  wad'ft  into  him 
As  if  thou  wert  to  pafs  a  Ford,  there  proving 
Yet  if  thy  Tongue  may  ftep  on  fafely  or  no  ; 

(64)  Then  fing'ft  his  Virtue  afleep,  and  ftay'ft  the  Wheel 
Both  of  his  Reafon  and  Judgment,  that  they  move  not : 
White' ft  over  all  his  Vices  ;  and  at  laft 

Doft  draw  a  Cloud  of  Words  before  his  Eyes, 
Till  he  can  neither  fee  thee  nor  himfelf  ? 
Wretch,  I  dare  give  him  honeft  Counfels,  I, 
And  love  him  while  I  tell  him  Truth  ;  old  Aubrey 
Dares  go  the  ftraighteft  way,  which  Hill's  the  fhorteft, 
Walk  on  the  Thorns  thou  fcatter'ft,  Parafite, 
And  tread  'em  into  nothing  ;  and  if  thou 
Then  let'ft  a  Look  fall,  of  the  leaft  diflike, 

(65)  I'll  rip  thy  Crown  up  with  my  Sword  at  height, 
And  pluck  thy  Skin  over  thy  Face,  in  fight 

Of  him  thou  flatter'ft ;  unto  thee  I  fpeak  it, 
Slave,  againft  whom  all  Laws  fhould  now  confpire, 
And  every  Creature  that  hath  Senfe,  be  arm'd, 
As  'gainft  the  common  Enemy  of  Mankind  ; 
That  fleep'it  within  thy  Matter's  Ear,  and  whifper'ft 

(63)   to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  State,]  A  very  corrupt  Reading 

of  the  late  Editions. 

(64)  Then  bring'lt  his  Virtue  ajleep,  ]    That  bring' Ji  15  a 

Corruption  feems  evident,  but  I  was  doubtful  whether  I  fhould  read 
ring*  ft  or  fing'ft'*  the  former  is  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  the 
latter  the  more  obvious  Metaphor.  Mr.  Symp/on  fending  me  the  latter 
as  his  Conjecture  too,  determined  me  to  give  it  the  preference. 

(65)  Til  rip  thy  Crown  up  with  my  Sword  at  height, 

And  pluck  thy  Skin  over  thy  Face,  ]  I  much  fufpett  the  firft 

Line,  to  which  I  can  affix  no  clear  Idea.  What  would  Aubrey  do  to 
him  ?  It  fhould  feem,  that  he  would  with  his  Sword  flrip  open  the 
Crown  of  his  Head,  and  pluck  his  Skin  over  his  Face.  The  following 
Conjecture  will  give  this  Reading  more  clearly  than  the  former,  but 
not  fo  clearly  as  I  could  wifh,  and  therefore  I  don't  put  it  into  the 
Text. 

///  drip  thy  Crown  ope  with  my  Sword  at  height. 
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'Tis  better  for  him  to  be  fear'd  than  lov'd  ; 

Bid'ft  him  truft  no  Man's  Friendfhip,  fpare  no  Blood 

That  may  fecure  him  ;  4C  'tis  no  Cruelty 

•«  That  hath  a  fpeeious  End  ;  for  Sovereignty 

"  Break  all  the  Laws  of  kind  ;  if  it  fucceed, 

««  An  honeft,  noble,  and  praife-worthy  Deed. 

While  he  that  takes  thy  Poifons  in,  mall  feel 

Their  virulent  workings  in  a  point  of  Time, 

When  no  Repentance  can  bring  Aid,  (66)  but  all 

His  Spirits  mail  melt,  with  what  his  Confcience  burn'd, 

And  dying  in  a  Flatterers  Arms,  mall  fall  unmourn'd. 

There's  Matter  for  you  now. 

Lat.  (67)  My  Lord,  this  makes  not 
For  loving  of  my  Mafter.    Aubr.  Loving  ?  No ; 
They  hate  ill  Princes  mod  that  make  them  fo. 

Enter  Rollo,  Hamond,  Allan,  and  Guard. 

Rol.  I'll  hear  no  more.  .  ■ 

Ham.  Alas,  'tis  for  my  Brother : 
I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs.    Rol.  How,  a  Brother  ? 
Had  not  I  one  myfelf?  Did  Tide  move  me 
When  it  was  fit  that  he  mould  die  ?  away. 

(66)  ■  *  but  all 

His  Spirits  /hall  melt,  with  what  his  Confcience  burn'd, 
And  dying  in  a  Flatterers  Arms,  /hall  fall  unmourn'd.']  The 
Sentiment  in  the  firft  Lines  is  Itifly  exprefs'd.  His  Spirits  /hall  melt  at 
the  Fire  with  which  his  Confcience  /hall  burn,   feems  the  Senfe. 
Might  the  Rhime  be  difpenfed  with, it  might  perhaps  be  better  to  read, 
His  Spirits  /hall  melt,  his  Con/cience  burn,  and  dying 
Within  a  Flatterer's  Arms  /hall  fall  unmourn'd. 

(67)  My  Lord,  this  makes  not  for  loving  of  my  Ma/ier."]  The 
Meafure  is  here  ( as  in  a  hundred  Places  too  trifling  for  Notes )  eafily 
adjufted.  But  how  do  Latorcb's  Words  exprefs  his  Sentiments } 
■  This  makes  not  for  lo'ving  of  my  Majler,  mould  feem  to  imply, 
that  Aubrey's  Speech  fhew'd  no  Love  to  Rollo  ;  but  Aubreys  Anfwer 
plainly  mews  that  Latorch  fpoke  fomething  of  his  own  Love  to  his 
Mailer,  and  not  of  Aubrey's.  Perhaps  the  Reader  may  think  the  old 
Reading  may  be  conftrued  to  this  Senfe,  and  therefore  without  dillurb- 
ing  the  Text,  I  mail  only  offer  a  Conjecture  of  which  I  am  myfelf 
very  dubious. 

Lat.  My  Lord,  this  Ratingys 
For  loving  of  my  Mafier. 
i.  c.  The  real  Cau/e  of  your  Anger  to  me  is  fry  Love  to  my  llcficr. 

All 
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All.  Brother,  lofe  no  word  more,  leave  my  good  Caufe 
T'upbraid  the  Tyrant,  I  am  giad  I'm  fain 
Now  in  thofe  Times,  that  wiiTd  fome  great  Example 
T'  aflure  Men  we  can  die  for  Honefty. 

Rol.  Sir,  you  are  brave,  'pray  that  you  hold  your  Neck 
As  bravely  forth  anon  unto  your  Headfman. 

All.  Would  he  would  ftnke  as  bravely,  and  thou  by, 
RollOy  'twould  make  thee  quake  to  fee  me  die. 

Aubr.  What's  his  Offence? 

Ham.  For  giving  Gisbert  burial, 
Who  was  fometimes  his  Matter. 

All.  Yes,  Lord  Aubrey >, 
My  Gratitude  and  Humanity  are  my  Crimes. 

Rol.  Why  bear  you  him  not  hence  ? 

Aub.  My  Lord,  (day  Soldiers) 
I  do  befeech  your  Highnefs,  do  not  lofe 
Such  Men  for  fuch  flight  Caufes.    This  is  one 
Has  (till  been  faithful  to  you,  a  try'd  Soul 
In  all  your  Father's  Battels ;  I  have  feen  him 
Beftride  a  Friend  againft  a  fcore  of  Foes, 
And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  his  hundred 
For  you,  Sir,  were  y'  in  danger. 

All.  'Till  he  kill'd 
His  Brother,  his  Chancellor,  and  then  his  Matter, 
To  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  Nero, 
But  killing  of  his  Mother. 

Aubr.  Peace,  brave  Fool, 
Thou  valiant  Afs:  Here  is  his  Brother  too,  Sir, 
A  Captain  of  your  Guard,  hath  ferv'd  you  long, 
With  the  moft  noble  witnefs  of  his  Truth 
Mark'd  in  his  Face,  and  every  Part  about  him  ; 
That  turns  not  from  an  Enemy.    But  view  him, 
Oh  do  not  grieve  him,  Sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  mail  hold  his  Place  :  It  is  not  fafe 
To  tempt  fuch  Spirits,  and  let  them  wear  their  Swords, 
You'll  make  your  Guards  your  Terrors  by  thefe  Acts, 
And  throw  more  Hearts  off  from  you  than  you  hold  j 
And  I  mutt  tell  you,  Sir,  (with  my  old  freedom, 
And  my  old  Faith  to  boot)  you  have  not  liv'd  fo 
But  that  your  State  will  need  fuch  Men,  fuch  Hands 
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Of  which  here's  one,  fhall  in  an  Hour  of  Trial, 
Do  you  more  certain  Service  with  a  Stroke, 
Than  the  whole  Bundle  of  your  Flatterers, 
(68)  With  all  th'  unfavory  Un&ion  of  their  Tongues. 
Rol.  Peace,  Talker. 

Aubr.  One  that  loves  you  yet,  my  Lord, 
And  would  not  fee  you  pull  on  your  own  Ruins. 
Mercy  becomes  a  Prince,  and  guards  him  beft  ; 
Awe  and  Affrights,  they  are  no  tyes  of  Love  ; 
When  Men  begin  to  fear  the  Prince,  they  hate  him,' 
Rol.  Am  I  the  Prince,  or  you  ? 
Aubr.  My  Lord,  I  hope  I  have  not  utter'd  ought  mould 
urge  that  Queftion. 

Rol.  Then  practife  your  Obedience,  fee  him  dead. 
Aubr.  My  Lord  ? 
Rol.  I'll  hear  no  more. 
Aubr.  Pm  forry  then  ; 
There's  no  fmall  defpair,  Sir,  of  their  Safety, 
Whofe  Ear6  are  blocked  up  againft  the  Truth ; 
Come,  Captain.  Ham.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  Aubr.  For  what? 
For  feeing  thy  Brother  die  a  Man,  and  honed  ? 
Live  thou  fo,  Captain,  I  will,  I  affure  thee, 

Although  I  die  for't  too  ;  come  

[Exeunt  all  but  Rol.  and  Lat. 

Rol.  Now,  Latorcb, 
What  do  you  think  ?    Lat.  That  Aubrey' s  Speech  and 
Manners 

Sound  fomewhat  of  the  boldeft.    Rol.  'Tis  his  Cuftom. 

Lat.  It  may  be  fo,  and  yet  be  worth  a  Fear. 

Rol.  If  we  thought  fo,  it  mould  be  worth  his  Life, 
And  quickly  too.    Lat.  I  dare  not,  Sir,  be  Author 
Of  what  I  would  be,  he  is  fo  dangerous : 
But  with  your  HighnelV  Favour  and  your  Licence. 

Rol.  He  talks,  'tis  true ;  and  he  is  licens'd  :  Leave  him, 
WTe  now  are  Duke  alone,  Latorch^  fecur'd  ; 
Nothing  left  (landing  to  obfcure  our  Profpecl, 
We  look  right  forth,  befide,  and  round  about  us, 

(68)  With  all  tti  unfa<voryVnttion  of  their  Tangnes.]  Unfat'ory 
XJn£iioni  i.  e.  The  Un&ion  which  at  fuch  a  time  will  have  loft  all  its 
favour.    But  the  more  natural  Reading  is  favcury. 

And 
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And  fee  it  ours  with  pleafure  :  Only  one 

Wifh'd  Joy  there  wants  to  make  us  to  poflefs  it, 

And  that  is  Edith,  Edith,  me  that  got  me 

In  Blood  and  Tears,  in  fuch  an  oppofite  Minute, 

As  had  I  not  at  once  felt  all  the  Flames 

And  Shafts  of  Love  mot  in  me,  his  whole  Armory, 

I  mould  have  thought  him  as  far  off  as  Death. 

hat.  My  Lord,  expect  a  while,  your  Happinefs 
Is  nearer  than  you  think  it  j  yet  her  Griefs 
Are  green  and  frelh,  your  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle  ;  I  have  leave  already 
To  vifit  her,  and  fend  to  her. 

Rol  My  Life. 

hat.  And  if  I  find  not  out  as  fpeedy  ways, 
And  proper  lnftruments  to  work  and  bring  her 
To  your  Fruition  \  that  Ihe  be  not  watch'd 
Tame  to  your  Highnefs,  fay  you  have  no  Servant 
Is  capable  of  fuch  a  Truft  about  you, 
(69)  Or  worthy  to  be  Groom  of  your  Delight. 

Rol.  Oh  my  hatorch,  what  (hall  I  render  thee 
For  all  thy  travels,  care,  and  Jove  ? 

hat.  Sir,  one  Suit, 
Which  I  will  ev'r  importune,  'till  you  grant  me. 

Rol.  About  your  Mathematicians  ? 

hat.  Yes,  to  have 
The  Scheme  of  your  Nativity  judg'd  by  them, 
I  have't  already  erected ;  O  my  Lord, 
You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  Fears, 
My  Doubts  for  you  are  fuch  as  cannot  hope 
Any  Security  but  from  the  Stars ; 
Who,  being  rightly  ask'd,  can  tell  Man  more 
Than  all  Power  elfe,  there  being  no  Power  beyond  them. 

(69)  Or  worthy  to  be  Secretary  of  your  Pkafure."]  This  indeed  is 
good  Senfe,  but  'tis  only  the  conjectural  Reading  oi'  the  late  Editions, 
and  departs  too  much  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  to  be  allow'd  to 
ftand.    The  old  Quarto  reads, 

Or 'worthy  to  be  of  your  Delight. 

Here  a  Word  was  loft,  Ba<wrfy  or  Pimp,  which  are  his  true  Character, 
are  too  coarfe  Names  for  a  Man  to  call  hirnfelf ;  Secretary,  ,Stenvartit 
'  and  all  Words  but  Monofyllables  are  excluded  by  the  Meafure.  Groom 
therefore  feems  to  bid  fuireft  for  being  the  Original. 

RoL 
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Rol.  All  thy  Petitions  ftiJl  are  care  of  us, 
Ask  for  thyfelf. 

Lat.  What  more  can  concern  me, 
Than  this  ?  Rol.  Well,  rife  true  honed  Man,  and  go  then, 
We'll  ftud'  ourfelves  a  Means  how  to  reward  thee. 

Lat.  Your  Grace  is  now  infpir'd  j  now,  now  your 
Highnefs 

Begins  to  Jive,  from  this  Hour  count  your  Joys  : 
But,  Sir,  I  mult  have  Warrants,  with  blank  Figures 
To  put  in  Names,  fuch  as  I  like. 
Rol.  You  (hall. 

Lat.  They  dare  not  elfe,  Sir,  offer  at  your  Figure  ? 
Oh  I  mall  bring  you  wonders  ;  there's  a  Friar 
Rufee,  an  admirable  Man,  another 
A  Gentleman,  and  then  la  Fiske, 
The  Mirror  of  his  Time  ;  'twas  he  that  fet  it. 
But  there's  one  Norbret  (him  I  never  faw) 
Has  made  a  Mirror,  a  meer  Looking- glafs, 
In  mew  you'ld  think't  no  other    the  form  Oval, 
As  I  am  given  to  uhderftand  by  Letter, 
Which  renders  you  fuch  Shapes,  and  thofe  fo  differing, 
And  fome  that  will  be  queftion'd  and  give  anfwers 
Then  has  he  fet  it  in  a  Frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  Revolutions  of  the  Stars, 
And  fo  compact  by  due  Proportions 
Unto  their  Harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A  true  A  utomaton  ;  thus  Daedalus  Statues, 
Or  Vulcan's  Stools —  Rol.  Doft  thou  believe  this  ?  Lat.  Sir  ? 
Why,  what  fhould  ftay  my  Faith,  or  turn  my  Senfe? 
He'as  been  about  it  above  twenty  Years, 
Three  Sevens,  the  powerful,  and  the  perfect  Numbers  ; 
And  Art  and  Time,  Sir,  can  produce  fuch  things. 
What  do  I  read  there  of  Hiarbas  Banquet  ? 
The  great  Gymnofophift,  that  had  his  Butlers 
And  Carvers  of  pure  Gold  waiting  at  Table  ? 
The  Images  of  Mercury too,  that  fpoke  ? 
(70)  The  Wooden  Dove  that  flew  ?  A  Snake  of  Brafs 

(70)  The  Wooden  Door  that  Jle-zv  ? —]  The  Corruption  of  the 
late  Editions. 


Vo  L.  v. 


K 
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That  hifs'd  ?  and  Birds  of  Silver  that  did  fing  ? 
AH  thefe  were  done  by  the  Mathematicks, 
Without  which  there's  no  Science,  nor  no  Truth. 

Rol.  You  are  in  your  own  Sphear,  Latorch :  and  rath  er 
Than  I'll  contend  w'ye  for  it,  Til  believe  it, 
You've  won  upon  me  that  I  wifh  to  fee 
My  Fate  before  me  now,  whate'er  it  be. 

Lat.  And  I'll  endeavour,  you  fhall  know  with  fpeed, 
For  which  I  fhould  have  one  of  trufl:  go  with  me, 
If  you  pleafe,  Hamond,  that  I  may  by  him 
Send  you  my  firft  Difpatches    after  I 
(71)  Shall  bring  you  more,   and  as  they  come  forth 

from  'em, 
More  and  more  accurate. 

Rol.  Take  your  own  way, 
Chufe  your  own  means,  and  be  it  profperous  to  us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rufee,  de  Bube,  la  Fiske,  Norbret,  and  Pippeau. 

Ruf.  Come,  bear  up,  Sirs,  we  mail  have  better  Days, 
My  Almanack  tells  me. 

Bub.  What  is  that  ?  your  Rump  ? 

Ruf.  It  never  itch'd  in  vain  yet,  'Aid  la  Fiske, 
Throw  off  thy  fluggifh  Face,  I  can't  abide 
To  fee  thee  look  like  a  poor  Jade  i'th*  Pound, 
That  faw  no  Meat  thefe  three  Days. 

Fiske.  'Slight,  to  me 
'T  feems  thirteen  Days  fince  I  faw  any. 

Ruf.  How? 

Fiske.  I  can't  remember  that  I  ever  faw 

(71)  Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  ftill  more.  ]  Th«  old 
Quarto  reads, 

Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  more 
And  accurate  forth  from'' em. 
This  being  evidently  corrupt,  the  late  Editions  ftruck  out  what  they 
could  not  make  Senfe  of,  which  may  be  done  by  little  more  than  put- 
ting the  Words  into  the  natural  Order,  and  they  will  then  compleat 
the  Meafure  with  the  next  Hemiftich. 

Or 
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Or  Meat,  or  Mony,  you  may  talk  of  both 
To  open  a  Man's  Stomach  or  his'Purfe, 
But  feed  'em  ftill  with  Air. 

Eube.  Friar,  I  fear 
You  do  not  fay  your  Office  well  a-days, 
I  cannot  hear  your  Beads  knack. 

Nor.  Pox,  he  feeds 
With  Leachery,  and  lives  upon  th'  exchange 
Of  his  two  Eggs  and  Pudding  with  the  Market-women. 

Raf.  And  what  do  you,  Sir,  with  the  Advocate's  Wife, 
Whom  you  perfwade,  upon  your  Doctoral  Bed, 
To  take  the  Mathematical  Trance  fo  often  ? 

Fiske.  Come,  we  are  ftark  naught  all,  bad's  the  befl  of  us, 
Four  of  the  feven  deadly  Spots  we  are 
Befides  our  Leachery,  we  are  envious, 
And  moft,  mod  gluttonous  when  we  have  it  thus, 
Moft  covetous  now  we  want  it  *,  then  our  Boy 
He  is  a  fifth  Spot,  Sloth,  and  he  undoes  us. 

Bube.  'Tis  true,  the  Child  was  wont  to  be  induftrious, 
And  now  and  then  fent  in  a  Merchant's  Wife 
Sick  of  the  Husband,  or  a  fwearing  Butler 
That  mifs'd  one  of  his  Bowls,  a  crying  Maid 
Had  loft  a  Silver  Spoon  ;  the  Curry  Comb 
Sometimes  was  wanting  s  there  was  fomething  gotten  ; 
But  now 

Pip.  W hat  now  ?  Did  not  I  Yefter-morning 
Bring  you  in  a  Cardecu  there  from  the  Peafant, 
Whofe  Afs  I'd  driven  afide,  and  hid,  that  you 
Might  conjure  for  him  ?  and  again  laft  Night, 
Six  Soulz  from  the  Cook's  Wife,  you  fhar'd  among  you» 
To  fet  a  figure  for  th'  Peftle  I  ftole. 
It  is  not  at  home  yet ;  thefe  things,  my  Matters, 
In  a  hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on  :  You 
Talk  of  your  Lands  and  Caftles  in  the  Air, 
Of  your  twelve  Houfes  there  :  But  it  is  I 
That  bring  you  in  your  Rents  for  'em,  'tis  Pippeau 
That  is  your  Bird-call. 

Nor.  Faith  he  does  well, 
And  cuts  through  th'  Elements  for  us,  I  muft  needs  fay 
In  a  fine  dextrous  Line. 

K  2  Fish* 
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Fiske.  But  net  as  he  did 
At  firft,  then  he  would 'fail  with  any  Wind 
Int*  every  Creek  and  Corner. 

Pip.  I  was  light  then, 
New  built  and  rigg'd  when  I  came  to  you,  Gentlemen, 
But  now  with  ofcen  and  far  venturing  for  you 
Here  be  Leaks  fprung,  and  whole  Planks  wanting,  fee  you  ; 
If  you'll  new  fheath  me  again,  (72)  yet  I  am  for  you 
To  any  Gulf  or  Streights,  where-e'er  you'll  fend  me, 
For  as  I  am,  where  can  this  ragged  Bark 
Put  in  tor  any  Service,  'iefs  it  be 
O'th'  Ifle  of  Rogues,  and  there  turn  Pirate  for  you  ? 

Nor.  Faith  he  fays  Reafon,  Fryer,  you  muft  ieave 
Your  neat  crifp  Claret,  and  fall  to  your  Cyder 
A  while  j  and  you  la  Fiske,  your  larded  Capons 
And  Turkies  for  a  time,  and  take  a  good 
Clean  Tripe  in  your  way  ;  de  Bube  too  muft  content  him 
(73)  With  wholfom  two-foulz'd  Petitoes,  no  more 

Crown 

(72)  yet  I  am  for  you 

To  any  Bog  or  Sleights,  ]     We  all  difcard  Sleights  as  a 

Corruption,  Mr.  Theobald  propofes  Sloughs,  but  as  the  Metaphor  is 
taken  all  along  from  a  Ship,  I  mould  rather  difcard  the  Word  Bog  as 
fpurious  than  add  a  fecond  of  the  fame  Import.  But  fuppofing  that 
Bog  may  fignify  the  Shallows  and  Sands,  (when  as  Virgil  expreffes  it, 
fur  it  <cfias  arev.is)  I  let  it  ftand,  tho'  I  think  it  probable  Uat  Port, 
or  Gulf,  might  one  of  them  have  been  the  Original ;  for  there  can,  I 
believe,  be  no  room  todoubt  that  Streights  (a Conjecture  which  Mr. Sywp- 
fon  and  I  concurred  in )  is  the  true  Reading,  initead  of  Sleights.  Had 
it  wanted  a  Confirmation,  Mr.  Sy?npfon  has  furniftYd  me  with  one  from 
a  parallel  Palfrge  in  Johnfon'z  Underwoods  to  Lord  Sackville,  p.  159. 

 their  very  Trade 

Is  borrowing  ;  that  but  Jlopt,  they  do  invade 
All  as  their  Prize,  turn  Pirates  here  at  Land, 
Have  their  Bermudas  and  their  Streights  in  the  Strand, 
Man  out  their  Boats  to  th\  Temple,  and  not  Jhift 

Now  but  Command  

A  Friend  happening  to  come  in  juft  as  I  had  wrote  this  Note,  infifted 
upon  my  difcarding  Bog  from  the  Text,  which  I  retain'd  only  becaufe 
my  Conjectures  were  fcarce  near  enough  the  Trace  of  the  Letters;  but 
they  are,  either,  nearer  than  feveral  Changes  that  have  been  made  by 
the  latter  Editions  of  this  Play,  in  which  own  was  put  for  teach  in  one 
Place,  and  clofe  for  blefs  in  another. 

(73)  With  nvbolfom  two  fouz'd  Petitoes,  ]    Mr.  Theobald  read?, 

from  the  old  Quarto,  two  fous"d\  the  Idea  which  foe  would  affiix  is. 
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Crown  Ordinaries,  till  we've  cloath'd  our  Infant. 

Bube.  So  you'll  keep 
Your  own  good  Motions,  Doctor,  your  dear  felf. 

Fiske.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  know  the  Latitude 
Of  your  Concupifcence. 

Ruf.  Here  about  your  Belly. 

Bube.  You'll  pick  a  Bottle  open  or  a  Whimfey, 
As  foon  as  the  beft  of  us. 

Fiske.  And  dip  your  Wrift-bands,       [The  Bell  rings. 
(For  Cuffs  you've  none)  as  comely  in  the  Sauce 
As  any  Courtier  hark,  the  Bell,  who's  there  ? 

Ruf.  Good  luck  I  do  conjure  thee;  Boy  look  out. 

Pip.  They're  Gallants,  Courtiers,  one  of  'em  is 
Of  the  Duke's  Bed-chamber.  [Exit  and  enter  again. 

Ruf  Latorch.  down,  Doctor,  [To  Norbret, 

On  with  your  Gown,  there's  a  new  Suite  arriv'd. 
Did  I  not  tell  you,  Sons  of  Hunger?  Crowns, 
Crowns,  Crowns  are  coming  tow'rd  you,    Wine  and 
Wenches 

You  fhall  have  once  again,  and  Fidelers : 
Into  your  Studies  clofe  ;  each  lay  his  Ear 
T*  his  Door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare  you 
So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  Vizard  only. 

Enter  Latorch,  and  Hamond. 

Lat.  You'll  not  be  far  hence  Captain,  when  the  Bufinefs 
Is  done  you  (hall  receive  prefent  Difpatch. 

Ham.  I'll  walk,  Sir,  in  the  Cloyfter.  [£tf/V* 

Ruf  Monfieur  Latorch  ;  my  Son, 
The  Stars  are  happy  ft  ill  that  guide  you  hither. 

Lat.  Ifm  glad  to  hear  their  Secretary  fay  fo, 
My  learned  Father  Ruffe,  where's  la  Fiske, 
Monfieur  de  Bube,  how  do  they  ? 

Ruf.  At  their  Studies, 
They  are  the  Secretaries  of  the  Stars,  Sir, 
Still' at  their  Books,  they  will  not  be  pull'd  off, 
They  ftick  like  cupping  GlafTes ;  if  ever  Men 

I  fuppofe,  twice  pickled,  or  twice  falted ':  Bat  Solz,  Sou!*,  or  Sour, 
the  French  Coin,  making  a  more  natural  Exprefiion,  and  a  Wronger 
Antithefis  to  the  Crown  Ordinaries,  I  think  that  the  true  one. 

K  3  Spoke 
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Spoke  with  the  Tongue  of  Deftiny,  'tis  they. 

Lat.  For  love's  fake  let's  falute  'em. 

Ruf.  Boy,  go  fee, 
Tell  them  who's  here,  fay,  that  their  Friends  do  challenge 
Some  portion  of  their  Time,  this  is  our  Minute, 
Pray  'em  they'll  fpare  it :  they  are  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Of  Knowledge  ;  pity  two  fuch  noble  Lights 
Should  live  obfcur'd  here  in  an  Univerfity, 
Whofe  Beams  were  fit  t'illumine  any  Court 
Of  Chriftendom. 

Enter  la  Fiske*  de  Bube,  and  Pippeau. 

Lat.  The  Duke  will  ffiortly  know  'em. 
Fiske.  Well,  look  upon  the  Aftrolabe  ;  you'll  find  it 
Four  Almucanturies  at  leaft. 
Bube.  It  is  fo. 

'Ruf.  Still  of  their  learned  fluff,  they  care  for  nothing, 
But  how  to  know,  as  negligent  of  their  Bodies 
In  Diet,  or  elfe,  efpecially  in  their  Cloaths, 
As  if  they  had  no  change. 

Pip.  They  have  fo  little 
As  well  may  free  them  from  the  Name  of  Shifters. 

Fiske.  Monfieur  Lat  or  eh- 

Lat.  How  is  it,  learned  Gentlemen, 
With  both  your  Virtues  ?  Bube.  A  moft  happy  Hour, 
When  we  fee  you,  Sir.    Lat.  When  you  hear  me  then  - 
It  will  be  happier ;  the  Duke  greets  you  both 
Thus,  and  though  you  may  touch  no  Mony,  Father, 
Yet  you  may  take  it. 

Ruf.  'Tis  his  Highnefs  Bounty, 
But  yet  to  me,  and  thefe  that  have  put  off 
The  World,  fuperfluous, 

Fiske.  We've  heard  of  late 
His  Highnefs  good  fuccefs. 

Bube.  And  gratulate  it. 

Lat.  Indeed  h*  hath  'fcap'd  a  ftrange  Confpiracy, 
Thanks  to  his  Stars  ;  which  Stars  he  prays  by  me, 
You  would  again  confuk,  and  make  a  Judgment 
On  what  you  lately  erecled  for  my  Love. 


Ruf. 
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Ruf.  Oh,  Sir,  we  dare  not.  Fiske.  For  our  Lives.  Bube. 
It  is 

The  Prince's  Scheme.    Lat.  T*  encounter  with  that  Fear, 
Here's  to  allure  you  ;  his  Signet, —  write  your  Names, 
And  be  fecur'd  all  three.    Bube.  We  muft  intreat 
Some  Time,  Sir.    Lat.  I  muft  then  intreat,  it  be 
As  prefent  as  you  can. 

Fiske.  Have  you  the  Scheme  here  ? 

Lat.  Yes. 

Ruf  I  would  you  had,  Sir, 
Another  Warrant.  Lat.  What  would  that  do.  Ruf.  Marry 
We  have  a  Doctor,  Sir,  that  in  this  Bufinefs 
Would  not  perform  the  fecond  Part. 

Lat.  Not  him 
That  you  writ  to  me  of? 

Ruf  The  very  fame. 

Lat.  I  mould  have  made  it,  Sir,  my  fuit  to  fee  him  j 
Here  is  a  Warrant,  Father,  I  conceiv'd 
That  he  had  folely  applied  himfelf  to  Magick. 

Ruf.  And  to  thefe  Studies  too,  Sir,  in  this  Field 
He  was  initiated,  but  we  fhall  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  Chair. 

Lat.  Tell  him  he  fhall  have  Gold. 

Fiske.  Oh,  fuch  a  Syllable  would  make'im  forfwear 
Ever  to  breath  i'  your  fight.  Lat.  How  then  ?  Fiske.  Sir5he, 
If  you  do  pleafe  to  give  him  any  thing, 
Muft  have't  convey'd  under  a  Paper. 

Ruf.  Or  left 

Behind  fome  Book  i's  Study.   Bube.  Or  in  fome  old  Wall. 

Fiske.  Where  his  Familiars  may  tell  him  of  it, 
That  pleafes  him,  Sir. 

(74)  Bube.  I'll  go  and  afTay  him. 

(74)  Bube.  Or  elfe  77/  go  and  a  fay  him.]  I  have  met  with  no  one 
Play  in  our  Authors  where  the  Meafure  when  reftored  feem'd  fo  cor- 
rect as  in  this  ;  even  in  the  comick  Farts,  where  the  Dialogue  confifts 
moftly  in  half  Lines,  the  Meafure  is  generally  true.  The  Words 
or  elfe  were  ftruck  out  by  Mr.  Sympfon  as  injurious  to  the  Senfe,  and  I 
had  obferv'd  them  injurious  both  to  Senfe  and  Meafure.  They  are  not 
indeed  intelligible,  but  by  fuppofmg  them  a  broken  Sentence  defign'd 
to  continue  La  Fiske' s  Speech.  As 

Bube.  Or  elfe          Til  go  and  ajfay  him. 

But  it  is  much  more  probable  that  they  are  an  accidental  Interpolation. 

K  4  Lat. 
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Lat.  Take  Gold  with  you. 

Ruf.  That  will  not  be  amifs  ;  • 
Give  it  the  Boy,  Sir,  for  he  knows  his  Holes, 
And  how  to  bait  his  Spirits.    Pip.  We  muft  lay, 
In  feveral  Places,  Sir.    Ruf.  That's  true  \  that  if 
One  come  not,  th'  other  may  hit.    Lat.  Well,  go  then, 
Is  he  fo  learned,  Gentlemen  ?    Fish.  The  very  top 
Of  our  ProfeiTion,  Mouth  of  the  Fates j  pray  Heav'n 
His  Spirits  be  in  a  good  humour  to  take, 
They'll  fling  the  Gold  about  the  Houfe  elfe.  Bube.  Ay, 
And  beat  the  Fryer  if  he  go  not  well 
Furnifh'd  with  Holy-water, 

Fish.  You  muft  oblerve  him. 

Bube.  Not  crofs  him  in  a  Word,  for  then  he's  gone. 

Fish.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a  Hazard,  yet  ■ 

Mafs  he  is  here,  this  is  fpeed. 

Enter  Norbret,  Rufee,  and  Pippeau. 

Nor.  Where's  your  Scheme? 
Let's  fee,  difpatch,  nay  fumbling  now ;  who's  this  ? 
Ruf.  Chief  Gentleman  of  the  Duke's  Chamber,  Doctor. 

Nor.  Oh,  let  him  be,  good  ev'h  to  him,  he's  a  Courtier, 
I'll  fpare  his  Compliment,  tell  him  :  what  is  here  ? 
The  geniture  Nocturnal,  Longitude 
At  forty  Nine  and  ten  Minutes  ?  How  are  the  Car  dines  ? 

Fish.  Libra  in  twenty  four,  forty  four  Minutes, 
And  Capricorn. 

Nor.  I  fee  it,  fee  the  Planets, 
Where,  how  are  they  difpos'd    the  Sun  and  Mercury, 
Mars  with  the  Dragon's  Tail  in  the  third  Houfe, 
And  pars  Fortune  in  the  Imo  Cceli* 
Then  Jupiter  in  the  Twelfth,  the  Cacodemon. 

Bube.  And  Venus  in  the  fecond  Inferna  Porta. 

Nor.  I  fee  it,  peace  ;  then  Saturn  in  the  Fifth, 
Luna  i'th'  Seventh,  and  much  of  Scorpio, 
Then  Mars  his  Gaudium,  rifing  in  th'  Afcendent, 
And  join'd  with  Libra  too,  the  Houfe  of  Venus, 
And  Imum  Cccli,  Mars  his  Exaltation 
In  the  feventh  Houfe,  Aries  being  his  Natural  Houfe 
And  where  he  is  now  feated,  and  all  thefe  mew  him 
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To  be  the  Almutcr. 

Ruf.  Yes,  he's  Lord  of  the  Geniture, 
Whether  you  examine  it  by  Ptolomfs  way, 
(75)  Or  Meffahalah's,  Lael,  or  Alkindus. 

Fiske.  No  other  Planet  hath  fo  many  Dignities 
Either  by  himfelf,  or  in  regard  of  the  Cufpes. 

Nor.  Why  hold  your  Tongue  then  if  you  know  it  Venus 
The  Lady  of  the  Horofcope,  being  Libra, 
The  other  part,  Mars  rules :  So  that  the  Geniture, 
Being  Nocturnal,  Luna  is  the  higheft, 
None  elfe  being  in  fufficient  Dignity, 
She  being  in  Aries  in  the  Seventh  Houfe, 
Where  Sol  exalted,  is  the  Alchorodon. 

Bube.  Yes,  for  you  fee  he  hath  his  Termine 
In  the  Degrees  where  (he  is,  and  enjoys 
By  that,  fix  Dignities. 

Fiske.  Which  are  clearly  more 
Than  any  elfe  that  view  her  in  the  Scheme. 

Nor.  Why  I  faw  this,  and  could  have  told  you  too, 
That  he  beholds  her  with  a  Trine  Afpect 
Here  out  of  Sagittary,  (76)  almoft  Quartile, 
And  how  that  Mars  out  of  the  felf-fame  Houfe, 
(But  another  Sign)  here  by  a  Platique  Afpeet 
Looks  at  the  Hyleg,  with  a  Quartile  ruling 
The  Houfe  where  the  Sun  is  ;  all  this  could  I 
Have  told  you,  but  that  you'll  out-run  me  •,  and  more, 
That  this  fame  Quartile  AfpecT:  to  the  Lady  of  Life, 
Here  in  the  Seventh,  promifes  fome  Danger, 
Cauda  Braconis  being  fo  near  Mars, 

(75)  Or  MeiTethalesx  ]    The  Quarto  reads  Nafahales.  The 

right  Nameis  MeJJahalah,  he  was  a  Je<w  famous  for  judicial  Aflro 
logy,  and  lived  in  the  Times  of  the  Chalifs  Almanfor  and  Almamon. 
Vide  Salmajium  de  annis  Climafiericis,  Page  309.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

(76)   almoft  partile.]    The  old  Quarto  reads,  almoji  partly. 

Quartile  is  undoubtedly  the  true  Word.  It  is  difficult  to  us  at  prefent 
to  relifli  the  Jargon  of  a  Science  fo  long  exploded,  but  it  is  certainly 
a  very  juft  Banter  upon  the  ridiculous  Credulity  of  our  Authors  Age. 
The  Words  Almuter  and  Alcboroden  are  two  Words  which  Bailey ,  the 
only  Didionary  I  found  ,em  in,  makes  pretty  near  the  fame  Thing, 
<viz.  The  Star  that  reigns  at  our  Nativity.  There  is  fome  little 
Diftinftion  which  I  have  forgot,  and  I  have  not  his  Dictionary  now 
by  me. 

And 
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And  Caput  Algol  in  the  Houfe  of  Death. 

Lat.  How,  Sir  ?  I  pray  you  clear  that. 

Nor.  What  is  the  Qneftion  firft  ? 

ifa/  Of  the  Duke's  Life,  what  Dangers  threaten  him  ? 

Nor.  Apparent,  and  thofe  fudden,  when  the  Hyleg 
Or  Alchorodon  by  direction  come 
To  a  Quartile  oppofition  of  the  place 
Where  Mars  is  in  the  Geniture,  (which  is  now 
At  Hand)  or  elfe  oppofe  to  Mars  himfelf ;  expecl:  it. 

Lat.  But  they  may  be  prevented. 

Nor.  Wifdom  only 
That  rules  the  Stars,  may  do  it ;  for  Mars  being 
Lord  of  the  Geniture  in  Capricorn, 
Is,  if  you  mark  it,  now  a  Sex  tile  here, 
With  Venus  Lady  of  the  Horofcope. 
So  fhe  being  in  her  Exilium,  which  is  Scorpioy 
And  Mars  his  Gaudium,  is  o'er-rul'd  by  him, 
And  clear  debilitated  five  Degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  Power,  fo 
That,  at  the  mod,  fhe  can  but  mitigate. 

Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  Perfons  bring  this  danger  ? 

Nor.  No,  that  the  Stars  tell  us  not,  they  name  no  Man, 
That  is  a  Work,  Sir,  of  another  Place. 

Ruf.  Tell  him  whom  you  fufpeft,  and  he'll  guefs 
fhrewdly. 

Lai.  Sir,  we  do  fear  one  Aubrey    if  'twere  he 
I  fhould  be  glad ;  for  we  fhould  foon  prevent  him. 

Fiske.  I  know  him,  the  Duke's  Kinfman,  a  tall  Man? 
Lay  hold  oft  Norbret. 

Nor.  Let  me  paufe  a  little, 
Is  he  not  near  (yy)  of  Blood  unto  the  Duke  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  reverend  Sir.  Nor.  (Tart  for  your  Reverence, 
Keep  it  till  then) 

— And  fomewhat  high  of  Stature  ?    Lat.  He  is  fo. 
(  Nor.  How  old  is  he  ? 
Fiske.  About  feven  and  fifty. ) 
Nor.   His  Head  and  Beard  inclining  to  be  grey. 

(77)  — of  kin— ]  The  old  Quarto  reads  Blood.  Here  the  Printer's 
Idea  carried  him  right,  tho*  he  mill  the  true  and  the  better  Word. 

Lat. 
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Lat.  Right,  Sir. 

(  Friske.  And  fat.) 

Nor.  — He  is  fomewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not  ? 
Lat.  You  fpeak  the  Man,  Sir. 

Nor.  Well,  look  to  him,  farewel.  [Exit  Norb. 

Lat.  Oh,  it  is  Aubrey  \  Gentlemen,  I  pray  you, 
Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  Hands. 

Ruf.  Why,  he  will  mew  you  him  in  his  Magick  Glafs 
If  you  intreat  him,  and  but  gratifie 
A  Spirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  mall  eat  Gold 
If  he  will  have  it,  fo  mall  you  all ;  there's  that 
Amongft  you  firft,  let  me  have  this  to  fend 
The  Duke  in  the  mean  time  ;  and  then  what  Sights 
You  pleafe  to  mew  ;  I'll  have  you  fo  rewarded 
As  never  Artifts  were,  you  mail  to  Court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  not  wait  your  Fortunes.1 

Bube.  We  have  a  pretty  part  oft  in  our  Pockets; 
Boy,  we  will  all  be  new,  you  mail  along  too.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  hear  the  Suit  that  Edith  urges, 
With  fuch  fubmifs  Befeeches  ;  nor  remain 
So  ftri&ly  bound  to  Sorrow  for  your  Son, 
That  nothing  elfe,  though  never  fo  befitting, 
Obtains  your  Ears,  or  Obfervation. 

Soph.  What  would  me  fay  ?  I  hear. 

Ed.  My  Suit  is,  Madam, 
That  you  would  pleafe  to  think  as  well  of  Juftice 
Due  to  your  Son's  Revenge,  as  of  more  wrong  added 
To  both  yourfelves  for  ir,  in  only  grieving. 
Th'  undaunted  Power  of  Princes  fhould  not  be 
Confin'd  in  deedlefs  cold  Calamity  ; 
(78)  Anger,  the  Twin  of  Sorrow  in  your  Wrongs, 

Should 

(78)  Anger  j  the  Twin  of  Sorrow,  in  your  Wrongs 

Should  not  be  [mother* d.  when  his  Right  of  Birth 
Claims  th1  Air  as  <wellt  and  Force  of  coming  forth."]  Thefe 
Lines  contain  a  fine  Metaphor  feemin'gly  oblcured  by  the  Mitfakes  of 

the 
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Should  not  be  fmother'd,  when  his  Force  of  Birth 
Claims  th*  Air  as  well,  and  Right  of  coming  forth. 

Sepb.  (79)  Sorrow  has's  due  already,  Anger  never 
Should  be  conceived,  but  where  it  may  be  born 
In  fome  Fact  fit  t'employ  his  active  Flame, 
That  elfe  confumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 
Like  a  falfe  Star  that  quenches  as  it  glides. 

Ed.  1  have  fuch  means  t'employ  it  as  your  Wifh 
Can  think  no  better,  eafier,  or  fecurer  ; 
And  fuch  as  but  for  th'  Honours  I  intend 
To  your  Partakings,  I  alone  could  end, 
But  your  Parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  Blood 
For  Vengeance  in  the  Shedder,  are  much  greater: 
And  therefore  mould  work  your  Hands  to  his  Slaughter, 
For  your  Confent  to  which,  'twere  infinite  wrong 
To  your  fevere  and  mod  impartial  Juftice, 
To  move  you  to  forget  fo  falfe  a  Son 
As  with  a  Mother's  Duty  made  you  curfe  him. 

Mat.  Edith,  he  is  forgot,  for  any  Son 

the  Prefs.  For,  firft,  How  did  Sophia  ftifie  her  Anger  in  her  Wrongs  ? 
No,  Anger  was  the  Twin  of  Sorrow,  both  the  Children  of  her 
Wrongs.  I  therefore  tranfpofe  the  Comma  to  the  End  of  the  firft  Line. 

In  the  next  Place,  how  dark  is  the  Expreffion  claims  the  force 

of  coming  forth?  I  believe  the  Words  Right  and  Force,  that  iland  juit 
over  each  other,  have  chang'd  Places ;  by  replacing  them  the  Senl'e 
becomes  clear.  Anger  being  a  mere  active  and  violent  Paffion  than 
Sorrow,  the  Word  Force,  when  rightly  plac'd,  is  extremely  beautiful. 

 when  his  Force  of  Birth 

Claims  to  Air  as  well,  and  Right  of  coming  forth. 
The  Poet  had  undoubtedly  the  Scripture  Expreffion  in  his  Eye ;  The 
Children  are  come  to  the  Birth,  and  there  is  not  Strength  to  bring 
forth. 

(79)  Sorrow  is  due  already^  ]     Here  the  Metaphor  is  drop'd, 

moit  probably  by  Miftake.  There  are  two  ways  of  curing  it  ;  either 
by  reading,  Sorrow  is  bred  already  or  by  departing  lefs  from  the 
Trace  of'the  Letters,  tho*  it  a  little  roughens  the  Meafure,  Sorrow-has 
his  due  already —  i.  e.  due  of  Birth.  I  prefer  this,  as  it  is  common 
with  all  our  old  Poets,  either  to  cut  off  a  final  Vowel  when  the  next 
Word  begins  with  one,  as  Milton, 

To  fet  him/elf  in  Glory*  above  his  Veers. 
In  per  feci  Beauty  adorn  d,  

And  fo  in  fifcy  Places.  Or  it  is  equally  cuftomary  to  contract  has  his 
into  one  Syllable  bet  ft. 

Born 
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Born  of  my  Mother,  or  to  me  a  Brother. 

For  mould  we  ftill  perform  our  Rights  to  him 

We  mould  partake  his  Wrongs,  and  as  foul  be 

In  Blood  and  damned  Parricide  as  he. 

And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means'  that  Heav'n 

Puts  in  thy  Hand,  for  all  our  long'd-for  Freedom 

From  fo  abhorr'd  and  impious  a  Monfter. 

Soph.  Tell  what  fhe  will,  Pll  lend  nor  Hand  nor  Ear 
To  whatfoever  Heav'n  puts  in  her  Power.  [Exit. 

Mat.  How  ftrange  fhe  is  to  what  fhe  chiefly  wiflies  ? 
Sweet  Edith ,  be  not  any  Thought  the  more 
Difcourag'd  in  thy  Purpofe,  but  affur'd 
Her  Heart  and  Prayers  are  thine  ;  and  that  we  two 
Shall  be  enough  to  all  we  wifh  to  do. 

Ed.  Madam,  myfelf  alone,  I  make  no  doubt 
Shall  be  afforded  Power  enough  from  Heav'n 
To  end  the  Murtherer  :  All  I  wifli  of  you, 
Is  but  fome  richer  Ornaments  and  Jewels 
Than  I  am  able  to  provide  myfelf, 
To  help  out  the  Defe&s  of  my  poor  Beauty, 
That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is, 
To  make  his  Fancy  mad  with  my  Defire  ? 
But  you  know,  Madam,  Women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  Man  ; 
And  this  Man's  Torments  I  would  heighten  ftill, 
Till  at  their  higheft  he  be  fit  to  kill. 

Mat.  Thou  (halt  have  all  my  Jewels  and  my  Mother's, 
And  thou  fhalt  paint  too,  that  his  Blood's  Defire 
May  make  him  perifh  in  a  painted  Fire  ; 
Haft  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 

Ed.  Been  with  him  ?  no  ; 
I  fet  that  Hour  back  to  hafte  more  his  longing  ; 
But  I  have  promis'd  to  his  Inftruments, 
The  Admittance  of  a  Vifit  at  our  Houfe, 
Where  yet  I  would  receive  him  with  all  Luftre 
My  Sorrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Suspicion  of  my  Purpofe. 

Mat.  Thou  fhalt  have 
All  I  can  add,  fweet  Wench,  in  Jewels,  Tires, 
I'll  be  myfelf  thy  Dreffer \  nor  may  I 

Serve 
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Serve  my  own  Love  with  a  contracted  Husband 
More  fweetly,  nor  more  amply,  than  may'ft  thou 
Thy  forward  Will  with  his  bewitch'd  Affections: 
AffecYft  thou  any  perfonal  Aid  of  mine, 
My  nobteil  Edith  ?  ■ 

Ed.  Nought  but  your  kind  Prayers, 
For  full  Effect  and  Speed  of  my  Affair. 

Mat.  They're  thine,  my  Edith,  as  for  me,  my  own ; 
For  thou  well  know'ft,  if  Blood  ftied  of  the  beft 
Should  cool  and  be  forgotten,  who  would  fear 
To  (hed  Blood  ftill  ?  or  where,  alas,  were  then 
The  endlefs  Love  we  owe  to  worthy  Men  ? 

Ed.  Love  of  the  worthieft  ever  bicfs  your  Highnefs. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T  V.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Rollo  with  a  Glafs,  Aubrey,  and  Servants. 

Rol.  T  Never  ftudied  my  Glafs  till  now, 

J[  It  is  exceeding  well ;  now  leave  me  •  Coufin, 

How  takes  your  Eye  the  Object  ? 

jiubr.  I  have  learn'd 
So  much,  Sir,  of  the  Courtier,  as  to  fay 
Your  Perfon  does  become  your  Habit  ;  but 
Being  call'd  unto  it  by  a  noble  War, 
Would  grace  an  Armour  better. 

Rol  You  are  ftill 
For  that  great  Art  of  which  you  are  the  Mafter  ; 
Yet  I  muft  tell  you,  that  to  the  Encounters 
We  oft  attempt,  arm'd  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  Blood,  Fears  mix'd  with  flatt'ring  Hopes, 
The  Danger  in  the  Service  too  as  great, 
As  when  we  are  to  charge  quite  through  and  through 
The  Body  of  an  Army. 

Aubr.  PI  I  not  argue 
How  you  may  rank  the  Dangers,  but  will  die  in't, 
The  Ends  which  they  arrive  at,  are  as  diftant 

In 
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In  every  Circumftance,  as  far  as  Honour 
Is  from  Shame  and  Repentance. 
Rol.  You  are  fowr  ? 

Aubr.  I  would  fpeak  my  free  Thoughts,  yet  not 
appear  fo  ? 
Nor  am  I  fo  ambitious  of  the  Title 
Of  one  that  (80)  dares  talk  any  thing  that  runs 
Againft  the  Torrent  of  Opinion, 
That  I  affect  to  fpeak  ought  may  offend  you ; 
And  therefore,  gracious  Sir,  be  pleas'd  to  think 
My  Manners  or  Difcretion  have  inform'd  me 
That  I  was  born,  in  all  good  Ends,  to  ferve  you : 
And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  me  not  : 
I  look  not  with  fore  Eyes  on  your  rich  Out- fide, 
Nor  rack  my  Thoughts  to  find  out  to  what  purpofe 
'Tis  now  employ'd  ;  I  wifli  it  may  be  good, 
And  that,  I  hope,  offends  not.    For  a  Subject 
Towards  his  Prince  in  Things  indifferent 
To  ufe  the  Aufterenefs  of  a  cenfuring  Cato 
Is  Arrogance,  not  Freedom. 

Rol.  I  commend 
This  Temper  in  you,  and  will  cherifh  it. 

Enter  Hamond  with  Letters. 

They  come  from  Roan^  Latorch  employ'd  you  ? 
Ham.  True,  Sir. 

Rol.  I  muft  not  now  be  troubled  with  a  Thought 
Of  any  new  Defign  ;  good  Aubrey  read  'em, 
And  as  they  (hall  direcl  you,  ufe  my  Power, 
Or  to  reply  or  execute. 

Aubr.  I  will,  Sir. 

Rol.  And  Captain,  bring  a  Squadron  of  our  Guard 

(80)  —  dares  talk  any  thing  that  was 

Againjl  the  Torrent  ofh\s  own  Opinion,']  The  old  Quarto  for 
uuas  reads  runs,  a  Word  much  preferable  to  the  other.  But  what 
daring  is  there  to  talk  only  againft  his  own  Opinion  ?  To  talk  againft 
fuch  a  Man  as  RoIlo\  was  daring  indeed  in  an  Inferior.  The  Words 
bis  anjon  are  probably  a  meer  Interpolation.  Opinion,  according  to  the 
conftant  Ufage  of  all  the  old  Poets,  is  four  Syllables,  or  two,  at  will ; 
and  to  call  it  Opinion  in  general,  rather  than  Rollo\  in  particular,  is 
more  elegant. 

To 
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To  th'  Houfe  that  late  was  Baldwin's,  and  there  wait  me. 
Ham.  I  fnall. 

Rol.  Some  two  Hours  hence. 

Ham.  With  my  beft  Care. 

Rol  Infpire  me  Love,  and  be  thy  Deity, 
Or  fcorn'd  or  fear'd,  as  now  thou  favour'ft  me.  {Exit. 

Ham.  My  flay  to  do  my  Duty,  may  be  wrongs 
Your  Lordlhip's  Privacy. 

Aubr.  Captain,  your  Love 
Is  ever  welcome  \  I  intreat  your  Patience 
While  I  perufe  thefe. 

Ham.  I  attend  your  Pleafure. 

Auhr.  How's  this,  a  Plot  on  me  ? 

Ham.  What  is  contain'd 
In  th'  Letters  that  I  brought,  that  thus  tranfports  him  ? 

Auhr.  To  be  wrought  on  by  Rogues,  and  have  my  Head 
Brought  to  the  Axe  by  Knaves  that  cheat  for  Bread  ? 
The  Creatures  of  a  Parafite,  a  Slave 
I  find  you  here  Latorch,  not  wonder  at  it ; 
But  that  this  honeft  Captain  fhould  be  made 
His  Inftrument,  afflicts  me;  I'll  make  Trial 
Whether  his  Will  or  Weaknefs  made  him  do  it. 
Captain,  you  faw  the  Duke,  when  he  commanded 
I  fhould  do  what  thefe  Letters  did  direct  me, 
And  I  prefume  you  think  I'll  not  neglect, 
For  Fear  or  Favour,  to  remove  all  Dangers, 
How  near  foever  that  Man  can  be  to  me 
From  whom  they  fhould  have  Birth. 

Ham.  It  is  conlirm'd. 

Aubr.  Nor  would  you,  Captain,  I  believe,  refufe, 
Or  for  refpedt  of  Thankfulnefs,  or  Hopes, 
/  To  ufe  your  Sword  with  fulleft  Confidence 
Where  he  fliall  bid  you  ftrike. 

Ham.  I  never  have  done, 

Aubr.  Nor  will,  I  think  ■  » 

Ham.  I  hope  it  is  not  queftion'd. 

Aubr.  The  means  to  have  it  fo,  is  now  propos'd  you. 
Draw  ;  fo,  'tis  well,  and  next  cut  of!  my  Head. 

Ham.  What  means  your  Lordlhip? 

Aubr. 
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Aubr.  'Tis,  Sir,  the  Duke's  Pleafure : 
My  Innocence  hath  made  me  dangerous, 
And  I  mud  be  remov'd,  and  you  the  Man 
Muft  ad  his  Will.    Ham.  I'll  be  a  Traitor  firft, 
Before  I  ferve  it  thus.    Aubr.  It  muft  be  done, 
And  that  you  may  not  doubt  it,  there's  your  Warrant, 
But  as  you  read,  remember,"  Hamond,  that 
I  never  wrong'd  one  of  your  brave  Profeflion  ; 
And,  though  it  be  not  manly,  I  muft  grieve 
That  Man  of  whofe  Love  I  was  moft  ambitious 
Could  find  no  Object  of  his  Hate  but  me. 

Ham.  It  is  no  Time  to  talk  now,  honour'd  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd  \o  hear  thy  Servant,  I  am  wrong'd, 
And  cannot,  being  now  to  ferve  the  Duke, 
Stay  to  exprefs  the  manner  how  ;  but  if 
I  do  not  fuddenly  give  you  ftrong  Proofs, 
Your  Life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own, 
May  I  live  bafe,  and  die  fo :   Sir,  your  pardon. 

{Exit  Hamond. 

Aubr.  I'm  both  ways  ruin'd,  both  ways  marked  for 
flaughter ; 

On  every  fide,  about,  behind,  before  me, 

My  certain  Fate  is  fix'd  :  Were  I  a  Knave  now, 

I  could  avoid  this :  Had  my  Actions 

But  meer  relations  to  their  own  Ends,  I  could  *fcape  now  : 

Oh  Honefty !  thou  elder  Child  of  Virtue, 

Thou  Seed  of  Heav'n,  why  co  acquire  thy  Goodnefs 

Should  Malice  and  Diftruft  (tick  Thorns  before  us, 

And  make  us  fwim  unto  thee,  hung  with  Hazards? 

But  Heav'n  is  got  by  fuffering,  not  difputing  ; 

Say  he  knew  this  before-hand,  where  am  I  then  ? 

(8 1 )  Or  fay  he  do  not  know  it,  whcre's  my  Loyalty  ? 

I  know  his  Nature,  troubled  as  the  Sea, 

And 

(8i)  Or  fay  he  does  kniw  it,  uoherfs  my  Loyalty  ?\  I  havereftored 
the  Negative  from  the  old  Quarto,  the  want  of  which  mull  be  evident 
to  every  Reader  at  nril  Sight.  Jiubref%  Character  here,  and  the  Pu* 
niftimentof  Hamond  and  Edith  are,  as  was  obferved,  perfect  Heroifm 
in  the  former,  and  poetic  Jufticeon  the  latter,  upon  the  Principle  of 

Vojl.  V.  L  Paftxt 
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And  as  the  Sea  devouring  when  he's  vex'd, 
And  I  know  Princes  are  their  own  Expounders. 
Am  I  afraid  of  Death  ?  of  dying  nobly  ? 
Of  dying  in  mine  Innocence  uprightly  ? 
Have  I  met  Death  in  all  his  forms,  and  fears, 
Now  on  the  points  of  Swords,  now  pitch'd  on  Lances, 
In  Fires,  in  Storms  of  Arrows,  Battels,  Breaches, 
And  mail  I  now  fhrink  from  him,  when  he  courts  me 
Smiling  and  full  of  Sanctity  ?  I'll  meet  him  ; 
My  Loyal  Hand  and  Heart  fhall  give  this  to  him, 
And  though  it  bear  beyond  what  Poets  feign 
A  Punifhment,  Duty  fhall  meet  that  Pain  ; 
And  my  moft  conftant  Heart  to  do  him  goo3, 
Shall  check  at  neither  pale  Affright  nor  Blood. 

Enter  MeJJenger. 

Mejf.  The  Dutchefs  prefently  would  crave  your  pre- 
fence. 

Aubr.  I  come  ;  and  Aubrey  now  refolve  to  keep 
Thy  Honour  living,  though  thy  Body  fleep.  [Exit* 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Edith,  a  Boy^  and  a  Banquet  fet  out. 

Ed.  Now  for  a  Father's  Murther,  and  the  ruin, 
All  Chaftity  fhall  fuffer  if  he  reign  y 
Thou  bleffed  Soul,  look  down,  and  fteel  thy  Daughter, 
Look  on  the  Sacrifice  (he  comes  to  fend  thee, 
And  through  that  bloody  Cloud  behold  my  Piety, 
Take  from  my  cold  Heart  fear,  from  my  Sex  pity, 
And  as  I  wipe  thefe  Tears  off,  flied  for  thee, 

Faffi-ve  Obedience  and  Non-rejtjlance.  This  fuitcd  the  Age  it  was  wrote 
in,  and  that  is  fufficient  to  julhfy  the  Poet,  however  ablurd  the  Prin- 
ciple itfelf  may  be.  We  may  as  well  condemn  the  French  or  Italian 
Poets  for  being  Papifts,  as  Fletcher  and  Shake/pear  for  State  Princi- 
ple?, which  a  more  enlightened  Age  has  held  in  a  proper  contempt. 

So 
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So  all  remembrance  may  I  lofe  of  Mercy  ; 

Give  me  a  Woman's  Anger  bent  to  Blood, 

The  wildnefs  of  the  Winds  to  drown  his  Prayers, 

Storm-like  may  my  Deftruction  fall  upon  him, 

My  Rage  like  roving  Billows  as  they  rife, 

Pour'd  on  his  Soul  to  fink  it,  give  me  Flattery, 

(For  yet  my  conftant  Soul  ne'er  knew  difiemblingj 

Flattery  the  Food  of  Fools, '  that  I  may  rock  him 

And  lull  him  in  the  Down  of  his  Defires 

That  in  the  Height  of  all  his  Hopes  and  Wifhes, 

His  Heav'n  forgot,  and  all  his  Lulls  upon  him, 

My  Hand,  like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud,  may  feize  hutu' 

(82)  I  hear  him  come,  go  Boy,  and  entertain  him. 

SONG. 

'Take,  oh  take  thofe  Lips  away 

That  fo  fweetly  were  forfworn, 
And  thofe  Eyes,  like  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  mi f  lead  the  Morn  -> 
But  my  Kijfes  bring  again, 
Seals  of  Love,  tho"  feal  d  in  vain. 

Hide,  oh  hide  thofe  hills  of  Snow9 

Which  thy  frozen  Bofom  bears, 
On  whofe  tops  the  Pinks  that  grow 

Are  yet  of  thofe  that  April  wears. 
But  firfi  fet  my  poor  Heart  free, 
Bound  in  thofe  icy  Chains  by  thee. 

(82)  /  hear  him  come,']  The  following  Scene  is  evidently  writ  in 
Emulation  of  the  famous  Courtfhip  of  Richard  the  Third  to  Lady  Anny 
and  tho'  it  may  fall  fomewhat  lhort,  every  Reader  of  Tafte  will  be 
charm 'd  with  io  noble  a  Refemblance  of  that  confummate  Mailer  of 
Dramatic  Poetry.  Rollo  is  certainly  an  inferior  Character  to  Richard, 
but  Edith  much  excels  Lady  Ami,  and  indeed  alnioft  any  female  Cha- 
racter that  Shah f  1  ear  has  drawn.  So  does  'Juliana  in  the  Double  Mar- 
riage, and  Lucira  in  Valentinian.  I  forgot  to  mention  in  the  former 
Scenes  of  this  Play  what  were  taken  from  Seneca  s  Thebais  j  but  it  is 
chiefly  Sophia's  Speeches  in  the  firft  Att,  which  are  almoft  literal 
Translations. 

Vol,  V.  L  2  Enter 
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Enter  RoUo. 

RgL  What  bright  Star,  taking  Beauty's  Form  upon  her, 

In  all  the  happy  Luftre  of  HeavVs  Glory, 
Has  drop'd  down  from  the  Sky  to  comfort  me  ? 
Wonder  of  Nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  Hand  touch  thy  Beauty,  nor  this  Kifs, 
The  gentle  Sacrifice  of  Love  and  Service, 
Be  ofFer'd  to  the  Honour  of  thy  Sweetnefs. 

Ed.  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Deity  dwells  here. 
Nor  nothing  of  that  Virtue,  but  Obedience, 
The  Servant  to  your  Will  affects  no  flattery. 

Rol.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  fwear  thofe  Eyes 
Are  move's  eternal  Lamps  he  fires  all  Hearts  with  ? 
That  Tongue  the  fmart  firing  to  his  Bow  ?  thole  Sighs 
The  deadly  Shafts  he  fends  into  our  Souls  ? 
Oh,  look  upon  me  with  thy  Spring  of  Beauty. 

Ed.  Your  Grace  is  full  of  game. 

Rol.  By  Heav'n,  my  Edtth, 
Thy  Mother  fed  on  Rofes  when  fhe  bred  thee. 

Ed.  And  thine  on  Brambles,  that  have  prick'd  her 
Heart  out. 

Rol.  The  fweetnefs  of  the  Arabian  Wind  ftill  blowing 
Upon  the  Treafures  of  Prrfumes  and  Spices, 
In  all  their  Pride  and  Pleafures,  call  thee  Miftrefs. 

Ed.  Will't  pleafe  you  fit,  Sir  ? 

Rol  So  you  pleafe  fit  by  me. 
Fair  gentle  Maid,  there  is  no  fpeaking  to  thee, 
The  Excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Ties  up  my  Tongue :  Pray  fpeak  to  me. 

Ed.  Of  what,  Sir  ? 

(84)  Rol.  Of  any  thing,  and*any  thing  is  excellent.  * 
Will  you  take  my  directions  ?  fpeak  of  Love  then  ; 
Speak  of  thy  fair  felf,  Edith  ;  and  while  thou  fpeak'ft, 
Let  me,  thus  languilhing,  give  up  myfelf,  Wench. 

(84)  Rol.  Of  any  thing,  any  thing  is  excellent.']  Here  a  beautiful 
Compliment,  That  ivhateever  Jbe  /poke  of  nxjoul.i  become  excellent  by  her 
Voice  alon%  was  by  the  Omiffion  of  the  Conjunction  and  turnM  by  the 
kte  Editions  into  a  poor  Tautology. 

Md. 
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Ed.  H'as  a  ftrange  cunning  Tongue,  why  do  you  figh, 
Sir  ? 

How  mafterly  he  turns  himfelf  to  catch  me  ? 

RoL  The  way  to  Paradife,  my  gentle  Maid, 
Is  hard  and  crooked,  fcarce  Repentance  finding, 
With  all  her  holy  Helps,  the  Door  to  enter: 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  what  doft  thou  feel  ? 

Ed.  Your  Tears,  Sir, 
You  weep  extreamly  ;  ftrengthen  me  now  Juftice. 
Why  are  thefe  Sorrows,  Sir  ? 

RoL  Thou'lt  never  love  me 
If  I  (houJd  tell  thee,  yet  there's  no  way  left 
'  Ever  to  purchafe  this  bleft  Paradife, 
But  fwimming  thither  in  thefe  Tears.    Ed.  I  ftagger. 
RoL  Are  they  not  drops  of  Blood  ?  Ed.  No.  ^/.They're 
for  Blood  then, 
For  guiltlefs  Blood,  and  they  mud  drop,  my  Edithy 
They  muft  thus  drop,  'till  I  have  drown'd  my  Mifchbfs. 
Ed,  If  this  be  true,  I  have  no  ftrength  to  touch  him. 
Rol.  I  prithee  look  upon  me,  turn  not  from  me  i 
Alas  I  do  confefs  I'm  made  of  Mifchiefs, 
Begot  with  all  Man's  Miferies  upon  me  ; 
But  fee  my  Sorrows,  Maid,  and  d& not  thou, 
Whofe  only  fweeteft  Sacrifice  is  Softnefs, 

Whofe  true  Condition,  Tenderncfs  of  Nature  

Ed.  My  Anger  melts,  Oh,  I  fliall  lofe  my  Juftice. 
RoL  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelty, 
As  I  have  done,  to  murther  with  thy  Eyes, 
Thofe  blelTed  Eyes,  as  I  have  done  with  Malice, 
When  thou,  haft  wounded  me  to  death  with  Scorn, 
(As  I  deferve  it,  Lady)  for  my  true  Love, 
When  thou  haft  loaden  me.with  Earth  for  ever, 
Take  heed  my  Sorrows,  and  the  Stings  I  fuffer, 
Take  heed  my  nightly  Dreams  of  Death  and  Horror 
Purfue  thee  not ;  no  Time  (hall  tell  thy  Griefs  thsn, 
Nor  fhall  an  Hour  of  Joy  add  to  thy  Beauties. 
Look -not  upon  me  as  1  kill'd  thy  Father, 
As  I  was  fmear'd  in  Biood,  do  not  thou  hate  me, 
But  thus  in  whitenefs  of  my  walh'd  Repentance, 

h.  ?  In 
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In  my  Heart's  Tears  and  Truth  of  Love  to  Edith, 
In  my  fair  Life  hereafter. 
h  d   He  will  fool  me. 

Rol.  (85)  Oh  with  thine  Angel-Eyes  behold  and  Weft 
me, 

Of  Heav'n  we  call  for  Mercy,  and  obtain  it  ; 
To  Juftice  for  our  Right  on  Earth,  and  have  it ; 
Of  thee  I  beg  for  Love,  fave  me,  and  give  it. 

Ed.  Now  Heav'n  thy  help,  or  I  am  gone  for  ever, 
His  Tongue  has  turn'd  me  into  melting  Pity. 

Enter  Hamond  and  Guard. 

Ham.  Keep  the  Doors  fafe,  and  upon  pain  of  Death 
Let  no  Man  enter  'till  I  give  the  word. 

Guard.  We  mall,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Ham.  Here  he  is  in  all  his  pleafure  ; 
I  have  my  Wifh.     Rol.  How  now  ?   Why  doft  thou 
ftare  fo  ? 

Ed.  A  Help,  I  hope. 

Rol.  What  doft  thou  here  ?  who  fent  thee  ? 

Ham.  My  Brother,  and  the  bafe  malicious  Office 
Thou  mad'ft  me  do  tp  Aubrey  ;  pray.    Rol.  Pray  ? 

Ham.  Pray    pray  if  thou  canft  pray,  I  fhall  kill  thy 
Soui  elfe, 

Pray  faddenly.    Rol.  TTiou  can'ft  net  be  fo  traiterous. 

Ham.  It  is  a  Juftice  ftay,  Lady  ; 

For  I  perceive  your  End  ;  a  Woman's  Hand 

Muft  not  rob  me  of  Vengeance.    Ed.  'Tis  my  Glory. 

Ham.  'Tis  mine,  ftay,  and  mare  with  me;  by  the 
Gods,  Rolto, 
There  is  no  way  to  fave  thy  Life.    Rol.  No  ? 

Ham.  No,  'tis  fo  monftrous,  no  Repentance  cures  it. 

(85  ■  Oh  ivitb  thine  Angel-Lyes  hebsld  ar.d clofe  me ,  ]  This  grofs 
JMiftabe  fo  totally  departed  frojn  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  in  the  old 
Quarto,  which  reads — llefs  me>  and  that  too  without  fubftituting  a 
Wcrd  tha:  gave  the  leaft  Senfe  to  its  Neighbours,  th2t  it  mayl*  pro- 
<?uc'd  as  a  Proof  of  very  great  Liberties  being  fometimes  neceflary  to 
be  taken  in  curing  Errors  of  the  Prefs. 
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Will  call  upon  thy  curfed  Head.    Ham.  Poor  Guard,  Sir. 
Ed.  Spare  not,  brave  Captain. 
Rol.  Fear,  or  the  Devil  have  thee. 
Ham.  Such  fear,  Sir,  as  you  gave  your  honour'd  Mother, 
When  your  mod  virtuous  Brother  fhield-like  held  her, 
Such  I'll  give  you;  put  her  away. 

Rol.  I  will  not, 
I  will  not  die  fo  tamely.    Ham.  Murtherous  Villain, 
Wilt  thou  draw  Seas  of  Blood  upon  thee?   Ed.  Fear  net, 
Kill  him  good  Captain,  any  way  difpatch  him, 
My  Body's  honour'd  with  that  Sword  that  through  me 
Sends  his  black  Soul  to  Hell :  Oh,  but  for  one  Hand. 
Ham.  Shake  him  off  bravely. 
Ed.  He's  too  ftrong,  ftrike  him. 
Ham.  Oh,  am  I  with  you,  Sir  ?  Now  keep  you  from  him, 
What,  has  he  got  a  Knife?  Ed.  Look  to  him,  Captain, 
For  now  he  will  be  mifchievous.  Ham.  Do  you  fmile,  Sir  ? 
Does  it  fo  tickle  you  ?  Have  at  you  once  more. 

Ed.  Oh  bravely  thruft  •,  take  heed  he  come  not  in,  Sir  5 
To  him  again,  you  give  him  too  much  refpite. 

Rol.  Yet  will  you  five  my  Life,  and  I'll  forgive  thee, 
And  give  thee  all,  all  Honours,  all  Advancements, 
Call  thee  my  Friend.  Ed.  Strike,  ftrike,  and  hear  him  nor, 
His  Tongue  will  tempt  a  Saint.  Rol.  Oh  for  my  Soul  fake. 
Ed.  Save  nothing  of  him. 
Ham.  Now  for  your  farewe), 
Are  you  fo  wary  ?  take  you  that.    RoL  Thou  that  too  ; 
Oh  thou  haft  kill'd  me  bafely,  bafely,  bafely.  [flics. 

Ed.  The  juft  Reward  of  Murther  falls  upon  thee. 
How  do  you,  Sir  ?  Has  he  not  hurt  you  ?    Ham.  No, 
I  feel  not  any  thing. 

Aubr.  I  charge  you  let  us  pafs.  {IVithlr^ 
Guard.  You  cannot  yet,  Sir.  Aubr.  I'll  make  way  then. 
Guard.  We 

Are  fworn  to  our  Captain,  and  'till  he  give  the  Word. 
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Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrey,  Lords  and  Attendants. 
Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there. 

Soph.  Oh,  there  he  lies  !  Sorrow  on  Sorrow  feeks  me, 
Oh,  in  his  Blood  he  lies !    Aubr.  Had  you  fpoke  fooner 
This  might  have  boen  prevented  \  take  the  Dutchefs, 
And  lead  her  off,  this  is  no  Sight  for  her  Eyes. 
Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done,  Wench. 
Ed.  There  (lands  the  noble  Doer. 
Mat.  May  Honour  ever  feek  thee  for  thy  Juftice, 
Oh  'twas  a  Deed  of  high  and  brave  Adventure, 
A  Juftice  even  for  Heav'n  to  envy  at. 
Farewel  my  Sorrows,  and  my  Tears  take  truce, 
My  Wifhes  are  come  round  :  Oh  bloody  Brother, 
'Till  this  Hour  never  beauteous ;  'till  thy  Life, 
Like  a  full  Sacrifice  for  all  thy  Mifchiefs,  • 
Flow'dfrom  thee  in  thele  Rivers,  never  righteous: 
Oh  how  my  Eyes  are  quarry'u  with  their  Joys  now  ? 
My  longing  Heart  even  leaping  out  for  lightnefs  ? 
But  die  thy  black  Sins  with  thee,  I  forgive  thee. 
Aubr.  Who  did  this  Deed  ? 

Ham.  I,  and  Til  anfwer  it.  [Dies. 
Ed.  He  faints,  oh  that  fame  curfed  Knife  has  kili'd  him. 
AuIy.  How?  - 

Ed.  He  fnatch'd  it  from  my  Hand,  for  whom  I  bore  it, 
And  as  they  grappl'd  

Aubr.  Juftice  is  ever  equal, 
Had  it  not  been  on  him,  th'adft  dy'd  too  honeft. 
Did  you  know  of  his  Death  ? 

Ed.  Yes,  and  rejoice  in't.  [nefs 

Aubr.  I'm  forry  lor  your  Youth  then ;  though  the  Strift- 
Of  Law  mall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  Life 
Muft  prefently  \  go  to  a  Cloyfter,  carry  her, 
And  there  for  ever  lead  your  life  in  Penitence. 

Ed.  Beft  Father  to  my  Soul,  I  give  you  Thanks,  Sir, 
And  now  my  fair  Revenges  have  their  ends, 
My  Vows  fhall  be  my  Kin,  my  Prayers  my  Friends, 

[Exit. 
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Enter  Latorch,  and  Juglers. 

Lat.  Stay  there,  I'll  ftep  in  and  prepare  the  Duke. 
Nor.  We  /hall  have  brave  Rewards  ? 
Fisk.  That's  without  queftion. 

Lat.  By  this  Time  where's  my  huffing  Friend,  Lord 
Aubrey  ? 

Where's  that  good  Gentleman  ?  Oh,  I  could  laugh  now, 
And  burft  myfelf  with  meer  Imagination  : 
A  wife  Man,  and  a  valiant  Man,  a  juft  Man  ; 
To  fuffer  himfelf  be  juggl'd  out  of  the  World, 
(86)  By  a  Number  of  poor  Gipfies  ?  farewel  Swafh-buckler, 
For  I  know  thy  Mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this  Time  ; 
A  hundred  of  ye  I  can  fhave  as  neatly, 
And  ne'er  draw  Blood  in  mew :  Now  fhall  my  Honour* 
My  Power  and  Virtue  walk  alone  :  My  Pieaiure 
Obferv'd  by  all,  all  Knees  bend  to  my  Worfliip, 
All  Suits  to  me  as  Saint  of  all  their  Fortunes, 
Frefer'd  and  crowded  to,  (87)  what  full  Place  of  Credit, 
And  what  Stile  now  ?  your  Lordfhip?  no,  'tis  common, 
But  that  PJ1  think  to  morrow  on  j  now  for  my  Bufincfs. 
Aubr.  Who's  there  ? 

Lat.  Dead,  my  Mafter  dead  ?  Aubrey  alive  too? 
Guard.  Latorch,  Sir.    Aubr.  Seize  his  Body. 
Lat.  My  Mafter  dead  ?  # 
Aubr.  And  you  within  this  half  Hour, 
Prepare  yourfelf,  good  Devil,  you  muft  to  it, 

(86)  By  a  Nutnher  of poor  Gipfies  P  ]    Latorch  feem'd  hitherto 

to  have  been  a  real  Devotee  cf  his  Aftrologers,  how  comes  he  now  to 
treat  them  with  contempt  ?  This  is  Nature  ;  his  Belief  in  them  was 
built  greatly  upon  the  Ufe  he  was  in  hopes  of  making  of  them,  by 
ferving  him  in  the  removal  of  his  Enemies.  As  he  now  thinks  he  has 
made  this  ufe  cf  them  he  applauds  his  own  Cunning,  and  takes  the 
whole  Honour  of  it  to  himfelf  by  fpeaking  lightly  of  his  Coadjutors. 
I  added  this  Note  becauie  a  very  fenfible  Friend  charg'd  this  Speech 
cf  Latorctis  with  being  out  of  Character. 

(87)   <wbat  full  Place  of  Credit, 

And  <wbat  Place  now  ?~  ]  The  fecond  Place  feems  to  hava 

been  accidentally  repeated,  inrtead  of  feme  Word  that  implies  Title, 
Honour,  or  Dignity.  Stile  feems  to  bid  faireft  of  any  Monofyllable 
that  occurs, 

Millions 
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Millions  of  Gold  fhall  not  redeem  thy  Mifchief. 
Behold  the  Juftice  of  thy  Practice,  Villain  ; 
The  Mais  of  Murthers  thou  haft  drawn  upon  us ; 
Behold  thy  Doctrine ;  you  look  now  for  Reward,  Sir, 
To  be  advanc'd,  I'm  fure,  for  all  your  Labours  ? 
And  you  (hall  have  it,  make  his  Gallows  higher 
By  ten  Foot  at  the  lead,  and  then  advance  him. 

Lat.  Mercy,  Mercy.    Aubr.  'Tis  too  late,  Fool, 
Such  as  you  meant  for  me,  away  with  him.    [He  is  led  out. 
"What  gaping  Knaves  are  thefe  ?  bring  *em  in,  Fellows. 
Now,  what  are  you  ? 

Nor.  Mathematicians,  if  it  pleafe  your  Lord/hip. 

Aubr.  And  you  drew  a  Figure  ? 

Fisk.  We  have  drawn  many.  [are. 

Aubr.  For  the  Duke,  I  mean ;  Sir  Latorch\  Knaves  you 

Nor.  We  know  the  Gentleman. 

Aubr.  What  did  he  promife  you  ? 

Nor.  We  are  paid  already. 

Aubr.  But  I  will  fee  you  better  paid,  go  whip  them. 

Nor.  We  do  befeech  your  Lordlhip,  we  were  hir'd. 

Aubr.  I  know  you  were,  and  you  fhall  have  your  Hire  \ 
Whip  'em  extremely,  whip  that  Doctor  there, 
Till  he  record  himfelf  a  Rogue. 

Ner.  I  am  one,  Sir. 

Aubr.  Whip  him  for  being  one,  and  when  th'are  whipr, 
Lead%em  to  the  Gallows  to  fee  their  Patron  hang'd  : 
Away  with  them.  \_Tbey  are  led  out. 

Nor.  Ah,  good  my  Lord. 

Aubr.  Now  to  mine  own  Right,  Gentlemen. 

1  Lord.  You  have  the  next  indeed,  we  all  confefs  it, 
And  here  ftand  ready  to  inveft  you  with  it. 

2  Lord.  Which  to  make  ftronger  to  you,  and  the  furer 
Than  Blood  or  Mifchiefs  dare  infringe  again, 

Behold  this  Lady,  Sir,  this  noble  Lady, 

Full  of  the  Blood  as  you  are,  of  that  Nearnefs, 

How  bleffed  would  it  be  ? 

Aubr.  I  apprehend  you,  and  fo  the  fair  Matilda  dare 
accept 

Me,  her  ever  conftant  Servant, 

Mai. 
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Mat.  In  all  Purenefs, 
In  all  Humility  of  Heart  and  Services, 
To  the  mod  noble  Aubrey,  I  fubmit  me. 

Aubr.  Then  this  is  our  firft  Tie,  now  to  our  Bufinefs, 

i  Lord.  We  are  ready  all  to  put  the  Honour  on  you,  Sir. 

Aubr.  Thefe  fad  Rites  mult  be  done  firft: :  Take  up  the 
Bodies ; 

This,  as  he  was  a  Prince,  fo  Princely  Funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him  :  On  this  honeft  Captain, 
The  Decency  of  Arms ;  a  Tear  for  him  too. 

So  fadly  on,  and  as  we  view  his  Blood, 
May  his  Example  in  our  Rule  raife  Good. 


In  Aft  II.  Scene  I.  an  ingenious  Conjecture  of  Mr.  $ympf§n*&  ha* 
been  accidentally  omitted.    Speaking  of  Confcience, 
Muft  it  needs,  like  a  rank  Viney  run  up  rudely ', 
And  t  wine  about  the  Top  of  all  our  Happinefs, 
Honour  and  Rule,  and  there  Jit  making  of  us. 
The  Vine  growing  round  a  Tree  weakens  its  Root,  and  therefore 
caufes  it  to  /bake  more  than  it  otherwife  would  do  ;   but  this  is  iiot 
lo  clear  and  intelligible  as  what  Mr.  Sympfen  propofes ; 
■  (hading  of  us. 


THE 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLOUGHBY 

Earlo/  Abingdon, 

Baron  Norreys  of  Rycot, 

The  following  Plays  of  the  juftly  celebrated  Writers 

Mr.  Beaumont  and  Mr.  Fletcher, 
Are  humbly  Infcribed  and  Dedicated, 

As  a  grateful  Teftimony  of  the  many  and  great  Favours 
conferr'd  by  his  Lordfliip, 

upon  his  much  oblig'd 

and  very  humble  Servant, 


John  Sympson, 
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D.RAMATIS  PERSONM. 


DE  GARD,  A  noble  ftafd  Gentleman,  that  being 
newly  lighted  from  his  Travels ,  affifts  his  Sifter  Oriana 
in  her  Chafe  of  Mirabel  1  the  Wild-Goofe. 
La  Caftre,  the  indulgent  Father  to  Mirabel  1. 
Mirabell,  the  Wild-Goofe,  a  travelled  Monfieur,  and  great 
Defer  of  all  Ladies  in  the  way  of  Marriage,  otherwife 
their  much  loofe  Servant^  at  laft  caught  by  the  defpis'd 
Oriana. 

Pinac,  his  Fellow-Traveller,  of  a  lively  Spirit,  and  Servant 

to  the  no  lefs  fprightly  Lillia  Bianca. 
Beileur,  Companion  to  both,  of  a  ft  out  blunt  Humour,  in 

Love  with  Rofalura. 
Nantolet,  Father  to  Rofalura  and  Lillia-Bianca. 
Lugier,  the  rough  and  confident  Tutor  to  the  Ladies,  and 

chief  Engine  to  entrap  the  Wild-Goofe. 
Oriana,  the  fair  Betrothed  cf  Mirabell,  and  witty  Follower 

of  the  Chafe. 

LManca, }  '*       Daughters  cf  Nantolet. 

Petella,  their  Waiting-woman. 

Mariana,  an  Englilh  Courtezan, 

A  young  Fdclor. 

Page. 

Servants. 

Singing- Boy. 

Two  Merchants* 

Prieft. 

Four  Women. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Monfieur  Dc  Gard,  dnd  a  Footboy. 

BE  GARB. 

IRRAH,  you  know  I  have  rid  hard,  Sir 

my  Horfe  well, 
And  let  him  want  no  Litter. 

Boy.  I  am  fure,  I  have  run  hard ; 
Would  Somebody  would  walk  me,  and  fee 
me  Litter'd ! 
For  I  think  my  Fellow-Horfe  cannot  in  Reafon 
Defire  more  Reft,  nor  take  up  his  Chamber  before  me  ; 
But  we  are  the  Beafts  now,  and  the  Beafts  are  our  Matters, 
Be  Ga.  When  you  have  done,  ftep  to  the  Ten- Crown 

Ordinary. 
Boy.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 
For  I  have  a  Twenty-Crown  Stomach, 

*  Poor  Mr.  Theobald,  to  whom  the  Direction  of  this  Edition  of  our 
Poets  was  firft  committed,  unexpectedly  dying,  before  the  fifth  Part  of 
it  was  well  compleated,  Mr.  Seward  and  mylelf,  who  had  till  then  been 
enly  Auxiliaries,  found  ourfelves  unavoidably  obliged  to  become  Prin- 
cipals in  the  Work.  However,  I  allure  my  Readers,  that  I  mall  omit 
no  Opportunity  of  doing  Mr.  Theobald  juftice,  fo  far  as  the  part  which 
fell  to  my  Lot  extends ;  the  Commencement  of  which,  is  from  this 
Vvry  Play.  J.  Sympfon. 

Be  Ga, 
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De  Ga.  And  there  befpeak  a  Dinner. 
Boy.  Yes,  Sir,  prefently. 
•  De  Ga.  For  whom,  I  befeech  you,  Sir  ? 
Boy.  For  myfelf,  I  take  it,  Sir. 
De  Ga.  In  truth  ye  mall  not  take  it,  'tis  not  meant  for 
you  ; 

There's  for  .your  Provender :  Befpeak  a  Dinner 
For  Monfieur  Mirabell,  and  his  Companions, 
They'll  be  in  Town  within  this  Hour. 
When  you  have  done,  Sirrah, 
Make  ready  all  Things  at  my  Lodging,  for  me, 
And  wait  me  there. 

Boy.  The  Ten-Crown  Ordinary  >  • 

DeGa.  Yes,  Sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 

Boy.  I'll  forget  my  Feet  firft  ; 
*Tis  the  bed  Part  of  a  Footman's  Faith.        [Exit  Boy. 

De  Ga.  Thefe  Youths, 
For  all  they  have  been  in  Italy,  to  learn  Thrift, 
And  feem  to  wonder  at  Mens  lavifh.  Ways, 
Yet  they  can't  rub  off  old  Friends,  their  French  itches ; 
They  mud  meet  fometimes  todifport  their  Bodies 
With  good  Wine,  and  good  Women  ;  and  good  l^ore  too, 
Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  they  are  arnYd  at  all  Points, 
And  then  hang  faving.    Let  the  Sea  grow  high, 
This  Ordinary  can  fit  'em-  of  all  Sizes. 

Enter  La  Cadre  and  Oriana. 

They  muft  falute  their  Country  with  old  Cuftcms. 

Oria.  Brother,  ~ 

De  Ga.  My  deared  Sifter. 

Oria.  Welcome,  welcome: 
Indeed  ye  are  welcome  home,  mod  welcome. 

De  Ga.  Thank  yc*, 
You're  grown  a  handfome  Woman,  Oriana  ; 
(Blufh  at  your  Faults)  1  am  Wondrous  glad  to  fee  ye. 
Monfieur  La  Caftre,  let  not  my  Afk&ion 
To  my  fair  Sider,  make  me  be  held  unmannerly: 
I  am  glad  to  fee  ye  well,  to  fee  ye  ludy, 
Good  Health  about  ye,  and  in  fair  Company, 
Believe  me,  I  am  proud  — 

La  Ca. 
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La  Ca.  Fair  Sir,  I  thank  ye : 
Monfieur  de  Gard,  you  are  welcome  from  your  Journey, 
Good  Men  have  ftill  good  welcome  :  give  me  your 
Hand,  Sir. 

Once  more,  you  are  welcome  Home:  you  look  ftill 
younger. 

De  Ga.  Time  has  no  Leifure  to  look  after  us ; 
We  wander  every  where :  Age  cannot  find  us. 

La  Ca.  And  how  does  all  ? 

De  Ga.  All  well,  Sir  ;  and  all  lufty. 

La  Ca.  I  hope  my  Son  be  fo  ;  I  doubt  not^  Sir^ 
But  you  have  often  feen  him  in  your  Journeys, 
And  bring  me  fome  fair  News. 

De  Ga.  Your  Son  is  well,  Sir, 
And  grown  a  proper  Gentleman  ;  he  is  well,  and  lufty  % 
Within  this  eight  Hours  I  took  leave  of  him, 
(1)  And  over-ey'd  him,  having  fome  flight  Bufinefs 
That  forc'd  me  out  o'  th*  way :  I  can  affure  you, 
He  will  be  here  to  Night. 

La  Ca.  Ye  make  me  glad,  Sir. 
For  o'  my  Faith,  I  almoft  long  to  fee  him  ; 
Methinks,  he  has  been  away  

De  Ga.  *Tis  but  your  Tendernefs ; 
What  are  three  Years  ?  (2)  a  Love-fick  Wench  will  allow  it: 

His 

[    (1)  And  over-ey'd  hint,  having  fome  flight  Bufinefs 

That  fore  d  me  out  o'th'  way  :  ]  Over  efd  is  plainly  a  Cor- 
ruption, and  out  ottf  way  unfatisfactoiy.  Mr.  Seward  reads  with  me, 

And  over- rid  him  -  

-   on  the  way :  

But  yet  I  have  fome  doubt  whether  over-rid  is  the  true  Le£lion,  there 
being  a  Reading  which  has  occurr'd  to  me,  much  nearer  the  Traces 
of  the  Letters  than  that  advanced  above,  viz. 

And  over-yed  him,' 
i.  e.  over- went  him,  tho'  I  am  afraid  the  Reader  will  think  this  too 
obfolete  a  Word  to  ftand  in  the  Text,  as  fitter  for  Chaucer  or  Spcnfer 
than  Mr.  Fletcher,  and  therefore  I  have  chofe  to  leave  the  PafTage  juft 
as  I  found  it. 

(2)   a  Love-fick  Wench  will  allow  /*/:]  As  plaufible  as  this 

ParTage  may  feem  at  firft  Sight,  yet  I  am  afraid  'tis  unfound  ;  for  what- 
ever Reafons  the  poor  Wench  might  have  to  induce  her  to  allow  her 
Lover's  Abience,  yet  notwithftanding  them,  Ihe  might  bear  it  ftill  with 
the  utmoft  Impatience.  Why  may  not  we  read  therefore, 
■    Love-fick  Wmch  will  fwallow  it ; 

Vol,  Y,  M  A 
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His  Friends,  that  went  out  with  him,  are  come  back  too ; 
Belleur^  and  young  Pinac :  He  bid  me  fay  little,. 
Becaufe  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  Meffenger. 

La  Ca.  I  thank  ye  for  this  News,  Sir  5  he  (hall  be 
welcome, 

And  his  Friends  too:  indeed,  I  thank  you  heartily: 
And  how  (for  I  dare  Jay,  you  will  not  flatter  him) 
Has  Italy  wrought  on  him  ?  Has  he  mew'd  yet 
His  wild  fantaftick  Toys?  They  fay,  that  Climate 
Is  a  great  purger  of  thofe  humorous  Fluxes. 
How  is  he  improved,  I  pray  ye  ? 

De  Ga.  No  doubt,  Sir,  well. 
H'as  born  himfelf  a  full  and  noble  Gentleman  ; 
To  fpeak  him  farther  is  beyond  my  Charter. 

La  Ca.  I  am  glad  to  hear  fo  much  good :  Come,  I  fee 
You  long  to  enjoy  your  Sifter ;  yet  I  mult  intreat  ye, 
Before  1  go,  to  fup  with  me  to  Night, 
And  muft  not  be  deny'd. 

De  Ga,  I  am  your  Servant. 

La  Ca.  Where  you  mall  meet  fair,  merry,  and  noble 
Company, 

My  Neighbour  Nantokt^  and  his  two  fair  Daughters. 
De  Ga.  Your  Supper's  feafon'd  well,  Sir.    I  fhall  wait 
upon  ye. 

La  Ca.  Till  then  I'll  leave  ye :  and  you're  once  more 

welcome. 

DeGa.  I  thank  ye,  noble  Sir. — Now,  Oriana.  [Exit. 
How  have  ye  done  fince  I  went  ?  Have  ye  had  your  Health 

well  ? 

And  your  Mind  free? 

Oria.  You  fee,  1  am  not  bated  ; 
Merry,  and  eat  my  Meat. 

De  Ga.  A  good  Prefervative. 
And  how  have  you  been  us'd  ?  You  know,  Oriana, 
Upon  my  going  out,  at  your  Requeft, 

A  three  Years  Abfence  (De  Card  fays)  is  nothing ;  It  wi!l  go  eafily  do***, 
even  with  a  Love-fick  Girl.  So,  in  the  concluding  Scene  of  this  Play, 
Mir  ah  II  fays, 

 /  am  pleas  V ye  lave  deceivd  me ; 

And  willingly  1  fwallow  it,  ar.d  joj  rV/« 

I 
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I  left  your  Portion  in  La  Caftreh  Hands, 

The  main  Means  you  mud  (tick  to;  for  that  Reafon, 

And  'tis  no  little  one,  I  ask  ye,  Sifter, 

With  what  Humanity  he  entertains  ye, 

And  how  ye  find  his  Courtefy  ? 

Oria.  Moft  ready. 
I  can  allure  you,  Sir,  I  am  us'd  moft  nobly. 
'  Be  Ga.  1  am  glad  to  hear  it :  But,  I  prithee,  tell  me, 
And  tell  me  true,  what  end  had  you,  Oriana^ 
In  trufting  your  Money  here  ?  He  is  no  Kinfman, 
Nor  any  Tie  upon  him  of  a  Guardian  *, 
Nor  dare,  I  think,  ye  doubt  my  Prodigality. 

Oria.  No,  certain,  Sir,  none  of  all  this  provoked  me ; 
Another  private  Reafon. 

Be  Ga.  'Tis  not  private, 
Nor  carry 'd  fo :  'tis^omrnon,  my  fair  Sifter, 
Your  Love  to  Mirabell\  your  Bluflies  tell  it: 
'Tis  too  much  known,  and  fpoken  of  too  largely  ; 
And  with  no  little  Shame  I  wonder  at  it. 

Oria.  Is  it  a  Shame  to  love  ? 

Be  Ga.  To  love  undifcreetly  : 
A  Virgin  fhould  be  tender  of  her  Honour, 
Clofe,  and  fecure. 

Oria.  I  am  as  clofe  as  can  be, 
And  (land  upon  as  ftrong  and  honed  Guards  too-, 
Unlefs  this  warlike  Age  need  a  Portcullis : 
Yet,  I  confefs,  I  love  him. 

Be  Ga.  Hear  the  People. 

Oria,  Now  I  fay,  hang  the  People  :  He  that  dares 
Believe  what  they  fay,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 
His  Mother,  nay,  his  own  Wife,  up  to  Rumour ; 
All  grounds  of  Truth,  they  build  on,  is  a  Tavern 
And  their  beftCenfure's  Sack,  Sack  in  abundance; 
For  as  they  drink,  they  think  :  They  ne'er  fpeak  modeftly 
Unlefs  the  Wine  be  poor,  or  they  want  Money. 
Believe  them  ?  Believe  Amadis  de  Gaul, 
The  Knight  o'th*  Sun,  or  Palmerin  of  England  \ 
For  thefe,  to  them,  are  modeft,  and  true  Stories. 
Pray,  underftand  me-,  if  their  Tongues  be  Truth, 
And  if  in  Vino  Veritas  be  an  Oracle, 

M  2  What 
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What  Woman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honed  ? 

Give  'em  but  ten  round  Cups,  they'll  fvvear  Lucretia 

Dy'd  not  for  want  of  Power  to  refift  Tarquitiy 

But  want  of  Pleafure,  that  he  ftay'd  no  longer  : 

And  Portia,  that  was  famous  for  her  Piety 

To  her  lov'd  Lord,  they'll  face  ye  out,  dy'd  o'th'  Pox. 

DeGa.  Well,  there  is  fomething,  Sifter. 

Oria.  If  there  be,  Brother, 
'Tis  none  of  their  things,  'tis  not  yet  fo  monfirous : 
My  thing  is  Marriage :  And  at  his  Return 
I  hope  to  put  their  fquint  Eyes  right  again. 

Be  Ga.  Marriage  ?  'tis  true*  his  Father  is  a  rich  Man ; 
Rich  both  in  Land  and  Money :  He  his  Heir, 
A  young  and  handfom  Man,  I  muft  confefs  toos 
But  of  fuch  Qualities,  and  fuch  wild  Flings, 
Such  admirable  Imperfections,  Sifter, 
(For  (3)  all  his  Travel,  and  his  boug'ht  Experience) 
I  mould  be  loth  to  own  him  for  my  Brother : 
Methinks  a  rich  Mind  in  a  State  indifferent 
Would  prove  the  better  Fortune. 

Oria,  If  he  be  wild, 
The  reclaiming  him  to  good,  and  honeft,  Brother, 
Will  make  much  for  my  Honour ;  which,  if  I  profper, 
Shall  be  the  Study  of  my  Love,  and  Life  too. 

De  Ga.  Ye  fay  well  j  would  he  thought  as  well,  and 
loved  too. 

He  Marry  ?  he'll  be  hang'd  firft  :  He  knows  no  more 
What  the  Conditions  and  the  Ties  of  Love  are, 
The  honeft  Purpofes  and  Grounds  of  Marriage, 
Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  t'endeavour, 
Than  I  do  how  to  build  a  Church  ;  he  was  ever 
A  Ioofe  and  ftrong  Defier  of  all  Order, 
His  Loves  are  Wanderers,  they  knock  at  each  Door, 

(3)  — all  his  Travel  and  bought  Experience]  Mr.  Theobald  fills  op  th« 
Meafure  thus, 

■  and  his  bought  Experience 

Mr.  Seward  thus, 

and  dear-bought  Experience 
Which  he  thinks  is  not  only  a  Completion  of  the  Meafure,  but  an  Im- 
provement of  the  Senfe. 

And 
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And  tafte  each  Difti,  but  are  no  Refidents  : 

Or  fay,  he  may  be  brought  to  think  of  Marriage, 

(As  'twill  be  no  fmall  Labour)  thy  Hopes  are  Strangers. 

I  know,  there  is  a  labour'd  Match  now  follow'd, 

Now  at  this  Time,  for  which  he  was  fent  for  home  too ; 

Be  not  abus'd,  Nantolet  has  two  fair  Daughters, 

And  he  muft  take  his  Choice, 

Oria.  Let  him  take  freely  ; 
For  all  this  I  defpair  not ;  my  Mind  tells  me 
That  I,  -  and  only  I,  muft  make  him  perfeft ;  j 
And  in  that  Hope  I  reft. 

Be  Ga.  Since  y'are  fo  confident, 
Profper  your  Hope!  I'll  be  no  Adverfary  ; 
Keep  yourfelf  fair  and  right,  he  mall  not  wrong  ye. 

Oria.  When  I  forget  my  Virtue,  no  Man  know  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  H. 
Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  Belleur,  and  Servants. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  Gentlemen  j 
We  have  had  a  merry  and  a  lufty  Ordinary, 
And  Wine,  and  good  Meat,  and  a  bounfing  Reckoning  5 
And  let  it  go  for  once;  'Tis  a  good  Phyfick, 
Only  the  Wenches  are  not  for  my  Diet ; 
They  are  too  lean  and  thin,  their  Embraces  brawn-fain. 
Give  me  the  plump  Venetian,  fat,  and  lufty, 
That  meets  me  foft  and  fupple  ;  fmiies  upon  me, 
As  if  a  Cup  of  full  Wine  leapt  to  kifs  me, 
Thefe  flight  Things  I  afTed  not. 

Pin.  They  are  ill  built ; 
Pin-buttockt,  like  your  dainty  Barbaries, 
And  weak  i'th'  Pafterns;  they'll  endure  no  Hardnefs. 

Mir.  There's  nothing  good  or  handfombred  amongft  us: 
Till  we  are  traveled,  and  live  abroad,  we  are  Coxcombs: 
Ye  talk  of  France,  a  flight  unfeafon'd  Country, 
Abundance  of  grofs  Food  which  makes  us  Blockheads ; 
We're  fair  fet  out  indeed,  and  fo  are  Fore-Horfes  : 
Men  fay,  we  are  great  Courtiers ;  Men  abufe  us : 
We  are  wife,  and  valiant  too  ;  non  Credo,  Seignior: 
Qur  Women  the  beft  Linguifts  they  are  Parrots  j 

M  3  Q' 
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0'  this  fide  the  Alps  they  are  nothing  but  meer  Drolleries: 

Ha!  Roma  la- Santa,  Italy  for  my  Money, 

Their  Policies,  their  Cuitoms,  their  Frugalities, 

Their  Courtefies  fo  open,  yet  fo  referved  too, 

As  when  ye  think  y'  are  known  bed,  ye  are  a  Stranger  5 

The  very  Pick- teeth  fpeak  more  Man  than  we  do, 

And  feafon  of  more  Salt. 

Pin.  'Tis  a  brave  Country: 
Not  pefter'd  with  your  ftubborn  precife  Puppies, 
That  turn  all  ufeful  and  allow'd  Contentments 
To  Scabs  and  Scruples ;  hang  'em,  Capon-  Worfliippers. — 

Bel.  I  like  that  Freedom  well,  and  like  their  Women  too, 
And  would  fain. do  as  others  do;  but  I  am  fo  bafhful, 
So  naturally  an  Afs :  Look  ye,  I  can  look  upon  'em, 
And  very  willingly  I  go  to  fee  'em, 
(There's  no  Man  willinger,)  and  I  can  kifs  'em, 
And  make  a  fhift-  ■ 

Mir.  But  if  they  chance  tp  flout  ye, 
Or  fay,  ye  are  too  bold ;  fie,  Sir,  remember ; 
I  pray,  fit  farther  off  

Bel.  'Tis  true,  I  am  humbled, 
I  am  gone  \  I  confefs  ingenuoufly,  I  am  filenced  ; 
The  Spirit  of  Amber  cannot  force  me  anfwer. 

Pin.  Then  would  I  fing  and  dance. 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal,  Sir. 

Pin.  And  charge  her  up  again. 

Bel.  I  can  be  hang'd  firfl: ; 
Yet  where  I  fallen  well,  I  am  a  Tyrant. 

Mir.  Why,  thou  dar'ft  fight? 

Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I  dare  fight; 
And  fight  with  any  Man  at  any  Weapon, 
•  Would,  the  other  were  no  more  !  but,  a  Pox  on'r, 
(4)  W  hen  I  am  fometimes  in  my  height  of  Hope, 

And 

(4)  When  I  <was  fometimes—^]  The  Change  of  the  Tcnfe  feem'd 
yieceffciry  here,  before  I  faw  the  Copy  of  1652. 

The  Copy  of  1652,  which  I  ihall  have  occafion  to  mention  more 
than  once  in  the  courfe  of  my  Notes  upon  the  Wild  Goo  fc  Chafe >  is  but 
that  of  this  Tingle  Play  of  Mr.  Fletchtr\  recover'd  from  a  defperate 
State  (all  the  World  giving  it  over  for  loft)  by  two  Players,  L&vtik 
and  Taylor,  who,  by  putting  it  to  the  P*efs,  took  the  only  Means 

of 
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And  reafonabh  valiant  that  way,  my  Heart  harden'd, 
Some  fcornful  Jeft  or  other  chops  between  me 
And  my  Defire  : 

W  hat  would  ye  have  me  do  then,  Gentlemen  ? 
Mir.  (5)  Belleur,  you  mud  be  bolder:  Travel  three 
Years, 

And  bring  home  fuch  a  Baby  to  betray  ye 

As  Bafhfulnefs?  a  great  Fellow,  and  a  Soldier  ? 

Bel.  You  have  the  Gift  of  Impudence,  be  thankful; 
Every  Man  has  not  the  like  Talent:  I  will  ftudy, 
And  if  it  may  be  reveaPd  to  me,  

Mir.  Learn  of 'me, 
And  of  Pinac :  No  doubt,  you'll  find  Employment; 
Ladies  will  look  for  Courtfliip. 

Pin.  'Tis  but  flefliingi 
But  (landing  one  good  Brunt  or  two :  Haft  thou  any  mind 
to  Marriage  ?  [too. 
We'll  provide  thee  fome  foft-natur'd  Wench,  that's  dumb 

Mir.  Or  an  old  Woman  that  cannot  refufe  thee  in 
Charity. 

Bel  A  dumb  Woman,  or  an  old  Woman,  that  were 
eager, 

And  car'd  not  for  Difcourfe,  I  were  excellent  at. 

Mir.  You  muft  now  put  on  Boldnefs,  there's  no  avoid- 
ing it ; 

And  (land  all  Hazards,  fly  at  all  Games  bravely ; 
They'll  fay,  you  went  out  like  an  Ox,  and  return'd  like  an 
Afs  elfe. 

Bel.  I  (ball  make  Danger  fure, 

Mir.  I  am  fent  for  home  now  ; 
I  know,  it  is  to  marry,  but  my  Father  lhall  pardon  me ; 

of  preferving  this  celebrated  Piece  cf  our  Author,  and  confulted  their 
own  then  prefent  Emolument,  as  well  as  provided  for  the  future,  De- 
light of  all  Lovers  of  true  Wit. 

The  Editor  of  the  Folio  of  1679,  nas  Deen  tolerably  careful  in  col- 
lating this  Copy,  and  I  wiih  1  may  lind  the  fame  Diligence  go  through 
the  whole,  '"twill  not  only  fave  me  much  Trouble,  buc  give  me  great 
Pleafure;  the  former  of  which,  all  Editors,  I  fancy,  find  incrcafe  with 
their  W ork,  w.'iiie  the  latter  fcarce  appears  to  fweeten  or  alleviate  their 
Labours. 

(5)  relvere^a  mtji — ]  So  all  the  Copies. 

M  4  Although 
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Although  it  be  (6)  a  weighty  Ceremony, 

And  may  concern  me  hereafter  in  my  Gravity  ; 

I  will  not  lofe  the  Freedom  of  a  Traveller, 

A  new  ftrong  Jufty  Bark  cannot  ride  at  one  Anchor  \ 

Shall  I  make  divers  Suits  to  mew  to  the  fame  Eyes  ? 

'Tis  dull  and  home-fpun ;  (tudy  feveral  Pleafures, 

And  want  Employments  for  'em  ?  I'll  be  hang'd  firft  \ 

Tie  me  to  one  Smock  ?  make  my  Travels  fruitlefs? 

I'll  none  of  that  \  for  every  frefh  Behaviour, 

By  your  Leave,  Father,  I  muft  have  a  frefh  Miftrefs, 

And  a  frefli  Favour  too. 

Bel.  I  like  that  paffingly  ; 
As  many  as  you  will,  fo  they  be  willing, 
Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle. 

Pin.  There's  no  reafon 
A  Gentleman,  and  a  Traveller,  fhould  be  clapt  up, 
For  'tis  (7)  a  kind  of  Bilboes  to  be  married, 
Before  he  manifeft  to  the  World  his  good  Parts: 
Tug  ever,  like  a  Rafcal,  at  one  Oar  ? 
Give  me  the  Italian  Liberty. 

Mir.  That  I  ftudy, 
And  that  I  will  enjoy;  Come,  go  in,  Gentlemen, 
There  mark  how  I  behave  myfelf,  and  follow. 

[Exeunt* 

(6)  —  a  witty  Ceremony ,]  Where  the  Wit  of  the  Matrimonial 
Ceremony  lies,  will,  I  believe,  puzzle,  at  this  time  of  the  Day,  any  of 
tmr  Wits  to  difcover.  Mr.  Seward  faw  with  me  that  the  true  Reading 
ought  to  be, 

 a  weighty  Ceremony. 

(7)   a  kind  of  Buboes  to  be  married,]  As  this  is  a  Word  I  don't 

remember  any  where  to  be  found,  I  have  alter'd  it,  with  Mr.  Seward 
and  Mr.  Theobald,  into  one,  which,  as  'tis  congruous  to  the  Senfe  of  the 
Place,  might  very  probably  have  been  the  Original* 

-    •        Bilboes  to  be  married. 
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SCENE 


III. 


Enter  La  Cadre,  Nantolet,  Lugier,  Rofalura, 
and  Lillia-Bianca. 

La  Ca.  You  and  your  beauteous  Daughters  are  moft 
welcome  5 

Befhrew  my  Blood,  they  are  fair  ones ;  welcome,  Beauties, 
Welcome,  fweet  Birds. 

Nant.  They  are  bound  much  to  your  Courtefies. 

La  Ca.  I  hope,  we  fhall  be  nearer  acquainted. 

Nant.  That's  my  Hope  too. 
For  certain,  Sir,  I  much  defire  your  Alliance  : 
You  fee  'em,  they  are  no  Gypfies ;  for  their  Breeding, 
It  has  not  been  fo  coarfe,  but  they  are  able 
(8)  To  rank  themfelves  with  Women  of  fair  Fafhion. 

La  Ca.  Indeed,  they  have  been  trained  well. 

Lug.  Thank  me. 

Nant.  Fit  for  the  Heirs  of  that  State  I  fhall  leave  'em; 
To  fay  more,  is  to  fell  'em.    They  fay,  your  Son, 
Now  he  has  travell'd,  mud  be  wondrous  curious, 
And  choice  in  what  he  takes :  Thefeare  no  coarfe  ones ; 
Sir,  here's  a  merry  Wench,  let  him  look  to  himfelf  5 
(All  Heart,  i'faith)  may  chance  to  ftartle  him  j 
For  all  his  Care,  and  travell'd  Caution, 
May  creep  into  his  Eye  ;  if  he  love  Gravity, 
Affect  a  folemn  Face,  there's  one  will  fit  him. 

La  Ca.  So  young  and  fo  demqre  ? 

Nant.  She  is  my  Daughter, 
Elfe  I  would  tell  you,  Sir,  fhe  is  a  Miftrefs 
Both  of  thofe  Manners,  and  that  Modefty, 
You  would  wonder  at :  She  is  no  often  Speaker, 
But,  when  fhe  does,  fhe  fpeaks  well ;  nor  no  Reveller, 
Yet  fhe  can  dance,  and  has  ftudied  the  Court  Elements^ 
And  fings,  as  fome  fay,  handfomely  ;  if  a  Woman,  t, 

(8)  To  rank  thetnfelves  with  Women  of  fair  Tajbion  ; 

Indeed,  they  ha<ve  been  trained  <welL  ]  Nantolet  had  CXpreffecJ 
himfelf  modeftly  and  genteelly  of  his  Daughters  Education,  in  the 
former  Part  of  his  Speech,  and  the  lad  Line  will  be  equally  proper 
and  genteel  when  given  to  La  Cajlre>  to  whom  it  teems  therefore  evi- 


dently to  belong. 


Mr.  SfwarJ. 
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With  the  Decency  of  her  Sex,  may  be  a  Scholar, 
1  can  afifure  ye,  Sir,  fhe  underftands  too. 

La  Ca.  Thefe  are  fit  Garments,  Sir. 

Lug.  Thank  them,  that  cut  'em ; 
Yes,  they  are  handfome  Women  5  they  have  handfomc 

Parts  too  : 
Pretty  becoming  Parts. 

La  Ca.  'Tis  like  they  have.  Sir. 

Lug.  Yes,  yes,  and  handfome  Education  they  have 
had  too, 

Had  it  abundantly  :  they  need  not  blulh  at  It  ^ 
I  taught  it,  I'll  avouch  it. 
La  Ca.  You  fay  well,  Sir. 

Lug.  I  know  what  I  fay,  Sir,  and  I  fay  but  right,  Sir  \ 
I  am  no  Trumpet  of  their  Commendations 
Before  their  Father  ;  elfe  I  mould  fay  farther. 

La  Ca.  'Pray  ye,  what's  this  Gentleman  ? 

Nant.  One  that  lives  with  me,  Sir ; 
A  Man  well  bred  and  learn'd,  but  blunt  and  bitter, 
Yet  it  offends  no  wife  Man,  I  take  pleafure  in't : 
Many  fair  Gifts  he  has,  in  fome  of  which, 
That  lie  moft  eafy  to  their  Underflandings, 
H'as  handfomely  bred  up  my  Girls,  I  thank  him." 

Lug.  (9)  I  have  put  it  to  yem,  that's  my  part,  I  have 
urg'd  it, 

It  feems,  they  are  of  Years  now  to  take  hold  on't. 

La  Ca.  He's  wondrous  blunt,  by  my  Faith,  I  was  afraid 
of  him  : 

Does  he  not  fall  out  with  the  Gentlewomen  fometimes  ? 

Nant. 

(9)  I  have  put  it  to         that's  my  part,  I  have  urg'd  it, 
It  feems,  they  are  of  Tears  now  to  take  hold  on't. 
He's  wondrous  blunt.']    A  fmall  Degree  of  Attention  will  (hew 
us,  that  the  two  firfl  Lines  can  properly  belong  to  no  one  but  Lt/gier. 
For  Nantolet's  Speech  is  exceeding  perfect,  with 
•  bred  up  my  Girls,  1  thank  him. 

To  which  he  (Lugier)  replies, 

T<ve  put  it  to  'em,  that's  my  part,  I've  urgd  it, 
It  feems,  they  are  of  Tears  now  to  lay  hold  on't. 
Upon  which,  as  I  would  place  the  Speakers,  La  Qaflre  ought  to  fay 
aflde  to  Nantolet, 

He's  wondrous  blunt,  by  my  Faith,  &C, 

Otherwify 


T/je  Wild-Goofe  Chafe.  187 

Nant.  No,  no,  he's  that  way.  moderate,  and  difcreet,Sir. 
Rof.  If  he  did,  we  mould  be  too  hard  for  him. 
Lug.  Well  laid,  Sulphur  : 
Too  hard  for  thy  Husband's  Head,  if  he  wear  not  Armour. 

Enter  Mirabel],  Pinac,  De  Gard,  and  Oriana. 
Nant.  Many  of  thefe  bickrings,  Sir. 
La  Ca.  I  am  glad,  they  are  no  Oracles  ; 
Sure,  as  I  live,  he  beats  them,  he's  fo  puiflfant. 

Oria.  Well,  if  ye  do  forget  

Mir.  Prithee,  hold  thy  peace; 
I  know,  thou  art  a  pretty  Wench  ;  I  know^  thou  lov'ft  me, 
Preferve  it  'till  we  have  a  fit  time  to  difcourfe  on't, 
And.a  fit  place :  I'll  eafe  thy  Heart,  I  warrant  thee  : 
Thou  feeft,  I  have  much  to  do  now. 

Oria,  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir : 
With  me  ye  mall  have  nothing  on  thefe  Conditions, 

Be  Ga.  Your  Father  and  your  Friends. 

La  Ca.  You  are  welcome  home,  Sir ; 
•Blefs  ye,  ye^are  very  welcome : 
'Pray  know  this  Gentleman, 
And  thefe  fair  Ladies. 

Nant.  Monfieur  Mirabell, 
I  am  much  affected  with  your  fair  return,  Sir  5 
You  bring  a  general  joy. 

Mir.  1  bring  you  fervice, 
And  thefe  bright  Beauties,  Sir. 

Nant.  Welcome  home,  Gentlemen, 
Welcome,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Bel.  Pin.  We  thank  ye,  Sir. 

La  Ca.  Your  Friends  will  have  their  fhare  too. 

Bel.  Sir,  we  hope 
They'll  look  upon  us,  though  we  mew  like  Strangers. 

Nant.  Monfieur  Be  Gard,  I  muft  falute  you  alfo, 
And  this  fair  Gentlewoman  :  you  are  welcome  from  your 

Travel  too. 
All  welcome,  all. 

Otherwife  we  fhall  have  Nantolet  guilty  of  a  Tautology,  and  begja 
and  end  with  the  fame  Words.  For  thus  he  fays  at  the  Beginning  of 
this  Speech. 

A  Man  well  bred  and  learn' d,  but  blunt  and  bitter. 

BcGa* 
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D'e  Ga.  We  render  ye  our  loves,  Sir : 
(10)  One  of  thefe  two  :  You  know  my  meaning-—* 
k  Oria.  Well,  Sir  : 

They  are  fair  and  handfome,  I  muft  needs  confefs  it ; 

And  Jet  it  prove  the  worft,  I  mall  Jive  after  it, 

Whilft  I  have  Meat  and  Drink,  Love  cannot  flarve  me  ; 

For  if  I  die  o'th'  firft  Fit  I  am  unhappy, 

And  worthy  to  buried  with  my  Heels  upward, 

Mir.  To  marry,  Sir  ? 

La  Ca.  You  know,  I  am  an  old  Man, 
And  every  Hour  declining  to  my  Grave, 
One  Foot  already  in,  more  Sons  I  have  not, 
Nor  more  I  dare  not  feek  whilft  you  are  worthy  5 
In  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  Name, 
The  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  Memory, 
The  fafety  of  my  State. 

Mir,  And  you  have  provided, 
Out  of  this  tendernefs,  thefe  handfome  Gentlewomen, 
Daughters  to  this  Rich  Man,  to  take  my  choice  of? 

La  Ca.  I  have,  dear  Son. 

Mir.  aTis  true,  ye  are  old,  and  feebled  ; 
Would  ye  were  young  again,  and  in  full  vigour! 
I  love  a  bounteous  Fathers  Life,  a  Jong  one ; 
I  am  none  of  thofe,  that,  when  they  fhoot  to  ripenefs, 
Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  Boughs  they  grew  on ; 

(10)  One  of  thefe  two  :  You  know  my  meaning  ]    This  De  Gar  4 

fpeaks  afide  to  his  Sifter,  as  the  Text  ftands  at  prefent,  and  feemingly 
her  Anfwer  that  follows  fixes  it  here  ;  but  what  is  there  left  then  to 

introduce  and  make  way  for  MirabelPs 
To  marry,  Sir  ? 

To  remove  all  Difficulties,  it  would  perhaps  be  the  befl  to  make  the 
whole  run  thus ; 

i  by  your  Favours,  Beauties, 

La  Ca.  One  of  thefe  two  :  Tou  know  my  meaning.    [Afide  to  Mir. 

Oria.  Well   [Aiide  to  herfelf. 

They  are  fair  and  handfome,  I  mufl  needs  confefs  it 
And  let  it  prove  the  worft,  I  pall  live  after  it, 
Whilft  I  have  Meat  and  Drink,  Love  cannot  flarve  me  I 
For  if  I  die  o'th'  firft  Fit  I  am  unhappy, 
And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  Heels  upward. 

Mir.  To  marry,  Sir? 
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I  wirti  ye  many  Years  and  many  Riches, 
And  Pleafures  to  enjoy  'em  :  But  for  Marriage, 
I  neither  yet  believe  in't,  nor  affect  it, 
Nor  think  it  fit. 

La  Ca.  You  will  render  me  your  Reafons  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  Sir,  both  ftiort  and  pithy,  and  thefe  they  are : 
You  would  have  me  marry  a  Maid  ? 

La  Ca.  A  Maid  ?  What  elfe  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  there  be  things  called  Widows,  dead  Mens 
Wills, 

I  never  lov'd  to  prove  thofe  ;  nor  never  long'd  yet 
To  be  buried  alive  in  another  Man's  cold  Monument. 
And  there  be  Maids  appearing,  and  Maids  being  : 
Th*  appearing  are  fantaftick  things,  meer  Shadows 
And  if  you  mark  'em  well,  they  want  their  Heads  too ; 
Only  the  World,  to  cozen  mifty  Eyes, 
Has  clapt  'em  on  new  Faces.    The  Maids  being, 
A  Man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  fo  mad  to  marry, 
If  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  Eyes,  nor  Fortune  ; 
And  let  him  take  heed  how  he  gathers  thefe  too, 
For  look  ye,  Father,  they  are  juft  like  Melons, 
Musk-melons  are  the  Emblems  of  thefe  Maids ; 
Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  'em,  they  tafte  pleafantly, 
And  are  a  dainty  Fruit,  digefted  eafily  : 
Neglect  this  prefent  time,  and  come  to  morrow, 
They  are  fo  ripe  (i  i)  they  are  rotten  gone,  their  fweetnefs 
Run  into  humour,  and  their  tafte  to  furfeit. 

La  Ca.  Why,  thefe  are  now  ripe,  Son. 

Mir.  I'll  try  them  prefently, 
And  if  I  like  their  tafte  • 

La  Ca.  'Pray  ye  pleale  yourfelf,  Sir. 

Mir.  That  Liberty  is  my  due,  and  Til  maintain  it : 
Lady,  what  think  you  of  a  handfome  Man  now  ? 

Rof.  A  wholfome  too,  Sir. 

Mir.  That's  as  you  make  your  Bargain. 
A  handfome,  wholfome  Man  then,  and  a  kind  Man, 
To  cheer  your  Heart  up,  to  rejoice  you,  Lady  ? 

Rof  Yes,  Sir,  I  love  rejoicing. 

(u)   they  are  rotten  gone,-  ]  Probably, — rotten  grown; 

Mir. 
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ACr.  To  lie  c!ofe  to  you  ? 
Clofe  as  a  Cockle  ?  keep  the  cold  Nights  from  you  ? 

Rcf.  That  will  be  look'd  for  too,  our  Bodies  ask  it. 

Mir.  And  get  two  Boys  at  every  Birth  ? 

Rcf.  That's  nothing  ; 
I  have  known  a  Cobler  do  it,  a  poor  thin  Cobler, 
A  Cobier  out  of  mouldy  Cheefe  perform  it, 
Cabbage,  and  coarfe  black  Bread  ;  methinks,  a  Gentleman 
Should  take  foul  fcorn  to  have  an  Awl  out-name  him. 
Two  at  a  Birth  ?  Why,  every  Houfe-Dove  has  it : 
That  Man  that  feeds  well,  promifes  as  well  too, 
I  lhould  expeft  indeed  fomething  of  worth  from. 
Ye  talk  of  two  ? 

A/rr.  She  would  have  me  get  two  Dozen, 
Like  Burtons,  at  a  Birth. 

Rof.  You  love  to  brag,  Sir, 
If  you. proclaim  thefe  offers  at  your  Marriage." 
You  are  a  pretty-timber'd  Man,  take  heed. 
They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expe&ed, 
Yes,  if  not  hoped  for  at  a  higher  rate  too. 

Mir.  I  will  take  heed,  and  thank  ye  for  your  Counfel : 
Father,  what  think  you  ? 

La  Ca.  'Tis  a  merry  Gentlewoman  ; 
W3J  make,  no  doubt,  a  good  Wife. 

Mir.  Net  for  me  : 
I  marry  her,  and,  happily,  get  nothing  ; 
In  what  a  ftate  am  I  then  ?  Father,  I  fhail  fufFer, 
For  any  thing  I  hear  to  the  contrary,  more  majorum^ 
I  were  as  lure  to  be  a  Cuckold,  Father, 
A  Gentleman  of  Antler  

La  Ca.  Away,  away,  Fool. 

Mir.  As  I  am  fure  to  fail  her  Expectation, 
I  had  rather  get  the  Pox  than  get  her  Babies. 

La  Ca.  Ye  are  much  to  blame  ;  if  this  do  not  afle&ye, 
\Pray,  try  the  other  •,  me's  of  a  more  demure  way. 

BeL  That  I  had  but  the  Audacity  to  talk  thus  I 
I  love  that  plain-fpoken  Gentlewoman  admirably, 
And,  certain,  I  could  go  as  hear  to  pleafe  her, 
If  down-right  doing-      (he  has  a  per'lous  Countenance, 
If  I  could  meet  oY.e  that  would  but  believe  me, 

And 
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And  take  my  honeft  meaning  without  Circumftance.  - 

Mir.  You  mail  have  your  will,  Sir,  I  will  try  the  other, 
But  'twill  be  to  fmall  ufe.    I  hope,  fair  Lady, 
£For,  methinks,  in  your  Eyes  I  fee  more  Mercy) 
You  will  enjoin  your  Lover  a  lefs  Penance; 
And  though  I'll  promife  much,  as  Men  are  liberal, 
And  vow  an  ample  Sacrifice  of  Service; 
Yet  your  Difcretion,  and  your  Tendernefs, 
And  Thriftinefs  in  Love,  good  Hufwives  carefulnefs 

To  keep  the  Stock  entire  — 

Lil.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  louder, 
That  thefe  may  witnefs  too,  ye  talk  of  nothing  ; 
I  fhould  be  loth  alone  to  bear  the  burthen 
Of  fo  much  Indifcretion. 

Mir.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye ; 
Ods  bobs,  you  are  angry,  Lady. 

Lil.  Angry  ?  no,  Sir  $ 
I  never  own'd  an  Anger  to  Jofe  poorly. 

Mr.  But  you  can  love  for  all  this,  and  delight  too, 
For  all  your  fet-aufterity,  to  hear 
Of  a  good  Husband,  Lady  ? 

Lil.  You  fay  true,  Sir : 
For  by  my  troth,  I  have  heard  of  none  thefe  ten  Years, 
They  are  fo  rare,  and  there  are  fo  many,  Sir, 
So  many  longing-Women  on  their  Knees  too, 
That  pray  the  dropping  down  of  thefe  good  Husbands, 
The  dropping  down  from  Heav'n  ;  (12)  for  they're  not 
bred  here, 

That  you  may  guefs  at  all  my  hope,  but  hearing— 
Mir.  Why  may  not  I  be  one  ? 
Lil.  You  were  near  'em  once,  Sir, 
When  ye  came  over  the  Alps  \ .  thofe  are  near  Heav'n  ; 
But  fince  ye  mifs'd  that  Happinefs,  there  is  no  hope  of  ye. 


(12)  '  -for  they  are  not  bred  there,]  But  this  is  a  Contradiction 

to  the  very  Words  above,  which  fuppoles  them  to  be  bred  there, 
i.  t.  in  Heaven  :  Such  fad  work  does  only  the  Addition  or  Diminu- 
tion of  a  Letter  frequently  make ;  the  firH  is  the  Fault  in  this  Place,, 
and  the  Reading  ought  to  be 

 —  not  Bred  here. 

This  Conjecture  Mr.  Theobald,  and  Mr.  Senvard  too,  advanced  with 
me,  and  the  Copy  of  1652  moll  luckily  confirms  it. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Can  ye  love  a  Man  ? 

Lil.  Yes,  if  the  Man  be  lovely  ; 
That  is,  be  honeft,  modeft ;  I  would  have  him  valiant, 
His  Anger  flow,  but  certain  for  his  Honour  5 
Travel'd  he  fhould  be,  but  through  himfelf  exactly  ; 
For  'tis  fairer  to  know  Manners  well,  than  Countries  % 
He  muft  be  no  vain  Talker,  nor  no  Lover 
To  hear  himfelf  talk,  they  are  brags  of  a  Wanderer, 
Of  one  finds  no  Retreat  for  fair  Behaviour  5 
Would  ye  learn  more  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Lil  Learn  to  hold  your  Peace  then  ; 
Fond  Girls  are  got  with  Tongues,  Women  with  Tempers. 

Mir.  Women,  with  I  know  what ;  but  let  this  vanifh  : 
Go  thy  way,  good  Wife  Bias ;  fure,  thy  Husband 
Muft  have  a  ftrong  Philofopher's  Stone,  he  will  ne'er  pleafe 
thee  elfe. 

Here's  a  ftarcht  piece  of  Aufterity  $  do  you  hear,  Father  ? 
Do  you  hear  this  moral  Lecture  ? 
La  Ca.  YeS,  and  like  it. 

Mir.  Why,  there's  your  Judgment  now ;  there's  an  old 
Bolt  fhot: 

This  thing  muft  have  the  ftrangeft  Obfervation, 
(Do  you  mark  me,  Father  ?  )  when  fhe  is  married  once, 
The  ftrangeft  Cuftom  too  of  Admiration 
On  all  fhe  does  and  fpeaks,  'twill  be  paft  Sufferance  ; 
I  muft  not  lie  with  her  in  common  Language, 
Nor  cry,  Have  at  thee  Kate,  I  fhall  be  hifs'd  then  : 
Nor  eat  my  Meat  without  the  Sawce  of  Sentences, 
Your  powder'd  Beef  and  Problems,  a  rare  Diet  j 
My  firft  Son,  Monfieur  Arifiotle,  1  know  it, 
Great  Mafter  of  the  Metaphyficks,  cr  fo  ; 
The  fecond,  Solon  j  and  the  be  ft  Law-fetter  ; 
And  I  muft  look  Egyptian  God- fathers, 
Which  will  be  no  fmall  Trouble  :  My  eldeft  Daughter 
Sappho,  or  fuch  a  fidling  kind  of  Poetefs, 
And  brought  up,  invita  Minerva,  at  her  Needle  ; 
•  My  Dogs  muft  look  their  Names  too,  and  all  Spartan, 
Lelaps,  Melampus  ;  no  more  Fox  and  Baudiface, 
I  married  to  a  fullen  Set  of  Sentences  ? 

To 
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To  one  that  weighs  her  Words  and  her  Behaviours 
In  the  gold  Weights  of  Difcretion  ?  Til  be  hang'd  firft. 

La  Ca.  Prithee,  reclaim  thy felf. 

Mir.  'Fray  ye,  give  me  time  then  : 
If  they  can  fet  me  any  thing  to  play  at, 
That  feeras  fit  for  a  Gamefter,  have  at  the  faireft 
Till  I  fee  more,  and  try  more. 

La  Ca.  Take  your  time  then  : 
1*11  bar  ye  no  fair  Liberty  :  Come,  Gentlemen, 
And,  Ladies,  come  ;  to  all  once  more  a  welcome  ; 
And  now  let's  in  to  Supper.  [Exit. 

Mir.  How  doft  like  'em  ? 

Pin.  They  are  fair  enough,  but  of  fo  ftrange  Beha- 
viours,  

Mir.  Too  ftrange  for  me  ;  I  muft  have  thofe  have 
Mettle, 

And  Mettle  to  my  Mind  :  Come,  let's  be  merry. 

Bel.  'Blefs  me  from  this  Woman:  I  would  ftand  the 
Cannon, 
Before  ten  Words  of  hers. 

De  Ga.  Do  you  find  him  now  ? 
.Do  you  think,  he  will  be  ever  firm  ? 

Oria.  I  fear  not.  [Exeunt. 


a  c  T   II.    s  c  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

\ 

Mir.T^T  E'er  tell  me  of  this  Happinefs,  'tis  nothing  ; 
J^%[  The  State  they  bring  with  being  fought  to, 
fcurvey  ; 

I  had  rather  make  mine  own  Play,  and  I  will  do. 

My  Happinefs  is  in  mine  own  Content, 

And  the  defpifmg  of  fuch  glorious  Trifles, 

As  I  have  done  a  thoufand  more.    For  my  Hurmur, 

Give  me  a  good  free  Fellow,  that  (licks  to  me, 

A  jovial  fair  Companion  y  there's  a  Beauty  : 

For  Women,  I  can  have  too  many  of  them : 

Vol.  V.  N  Good 
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Good  Women  too,  as  the  Age  reckons  'em, 
More  than  1  have  Employment  for. 
Pin.  You  are  happy. 

Mir.  My  only  Fear  is,  that  I  muft  be  forced, 
Againft  my  Nature,  (13)  to  conceal  myfelf. 
Health  and  an  able  Body  are  two  Jewels. 

Pin.  If  either  of  thefe  two  Women  were  offer'd  to  me 
now, 

I  would  think  otherwife,  and  do  accordingly  : 

(14 J  Yes,  and  recant  my  Herefies,  I  would.  Sir, 

And  be  more  tender  of  Opinion, 

And  put  a  little  of  my  travell'd  Liberty 

Out  of  the  way,  and  look  upon  'em  ferioufly. 

Methinks,  this  grave-carried  Wench — - 

Bel.  Methinks,  the  other, 
The  home-fpoken  Gentlewoman,  that  defires  to  be  fruitful, 
That  treats  of  the  full  Manage  of  the  Matter ; 
For  there  lies  all  my  Aim ;  that  Wench,  methinks, 
If  I  were  but  well  fet  on :  (15)  For  fhe  is  a  Fable, 
If  I  were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me : 
She  fpeaks  to  th*  Matter,  and  comes  home  to  th*  Point: 
Now  do  I  know,  I  have  fuch  a  Body  to  pleafe  her, 
As  all  the  Kingdom  cannot  fit  her  with,  I  am  fure  on9t$ 
©If  I  could  but  talk  myfelf  into  her  Favour. 

Mir.  That's  eafily  done. 

Bel.  That's  eafily  faid  \  'would,  'twere  done! 

(13)  — To  my  conceal  myfelf.']  So  the  Copy  of  171 1,  that  of  1679 
gives  the  Text, 

{i^jfTes,  and  recant  my  Herefies ,  I  would  fain,  Sir,]  Fain,  being 
neither  Senfe  nor  Meafure,  embarrafs'd  me  much,  but  the  former  was 
the  thing  that  ftuck  the  molt  with  me.  In  order  therefore  to  render 
this  Place  entire,  I  conjeclur'd  we  mould  read, 

•  /  wou'd,  fair  Sir, 

or,  which  I  lik'd  better, 

■  ■  /  <ivoud  'faith,  Sir, 

But  upon  confuting  the  Copy  of  1652,  three  Years  after  my  firlt. 
Reading  of  this  Play,  I  found  that  I  had  been  fighting  a  Shadow,  and 
the  Paflage  ought  to  run  as  I  have  given  it  in  the  Text. 

(15)   For  fhe  is  a  Fable,]  The  glaring  Nonfenfe  of  this  PalTage 

ftrikes  at  firft  Sight.  I  lhall  give  the  Reader  what  I  imagine  was  the 
original  Leclion,  and  leave  it  to  him  whether  it  muft  ftand  or  fall : 

■  For /be  is  affable. 

You 
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You  mould  fee  then  how  I  would  lay  about  me. 
If  I  were  virtuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me, 
Or  any  thing  that  might  juftify  my  Modefty, 
But  when  my  Nature  is  prone  to  do  a  Charity, 
(16)  Then  my  Calf's-Tongue  will  not. help  me. 

Mir.  Will  ye  go  to  'em  ? 
They  cannot  but  take  it  courteoufly. 

Pin.  I'll  do  my  Part, 
Though,  I  am  fure,  'twill  be  the  hardeft  I  e'er  phy'd  yet, 
'A  Way  I  never  try'd  too,  which  will  ftagger  me; 
And,  if  it  do  not  mame  me,  I  am  happy. 

Mir.  Win  'em,  and  wear  'em,  I  give  up  my  Intereft, 

Pin.  What  fay  ye.,  Monfieur  Belleur? 

Bel.  'Would,  I  could  fay, 
Or  fing,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handfom, 
I  would  be  with  her  prefently ! 

Pin,  Yours  is  no  venture ; 
A  merry  ready  Wench. 

Bel.  (17)  A  Vengeance  Squibber  5 
She'll  fleer  me  out  of  Faith  too. 

Mir.  I'll  be  near  thee ; 
Pluck  up  thy  Heart,  I'll  fecond  thee  at  all  Brunts  5 
Be  angry,  if  flie  abufe  thee,  and  beat  her  a  little, 
Some  Women  are  won  that  way.  • 

Bel.  Pray,  be  quiet, 
And  let  me  think :  I  am  refolv'd  to  go  on  5 
But  how  I  mall  get  off  again-  

Mir.  I  am  perfuaded 
Thou  wilt  fo  pleafe  her,  fhe'll  go  near  to  ravifh  thee, 

Bel.  I  would,  'twere  come  to  that  once :  Let  me  pray  a 
little* 

Mir.  Now  for  thine  Honour,  Pinac  1  board  me  this 
Modefty  5 

Warm  but  this  frozen  Snow-ball,  'twill  be  a  Conqueft 
(Although  I  know  thou  art  a  fortunate  Wencher, 

(16)  And  my  Calf  s-l^ongue — ]  And,  ought  evidently  to  be  changed 
Into  Then. 

(17)  A  Vengeance  fquib  her  ;]  The  change  of  the  Verb  into  the  Sub- 
ftantive,  is  from  the  Copy  of  1653. 

N  2  And 
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And  ball  done  rarely  in  thy  Days)  above  all  thy  Ventures. 

Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near  P 

Mir.  At  all  Neceifities, 
And  take  thee  off,  and  fet  thee  on  again,  Boy ; 
And  cherifh  thee,  and  ftroak  thee. 

Bel  Help  me  out  too  ? 
For,  I  know,  I  mall  ftick  i'th'  Mire :  If  ye  fee  us  dofe 
once, 

Be  gone,  and  leave  me  to  my  Fortune,  fuddenly, 

For  I  am  then  determin'd  to  do  Wonders. 

Farewei,  and  fling  an  old  Shoe:  How  my  Heart  throbs! 

'  Would,  I  were  drunk  !  Farewei,  Pinac  \  Heav'n  fend  us 

A  joyful  and  a  merry  Meeting,  Man.    Pin.  Farewei, 

Andchear  thy  Heart  up  5  and  remember,  Belleur^ 

They  are  but  Women. 

Bel.  I  had  rather  they  were  Lions. 

Mir.  About  it  5  I'll  be  with  you  inftantly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Criana. 

Shall  I  ne'er  be  at  reft  ?  no  Peace  of  Confcience  ? 
No  Quiet  for  thefe  Creatures?  am  I  ordain'd 
(18)  To  be  devour'd  quick  by  thefe  She-Canibals? 
Here's  another  they  ca!i  handlbm,  I  care  not  for  her, 
#I  r.e'er  look  after  her  :  When  I  am  half  tipled, 
It  may  be  I  mould  turn  her,  and  perufe  hex ; 
Or  in  my  Want  of  Women,  I  might  call  for  her  •, 
But  to  b^  haunted  when  I  have  no  Fancy, 
No  Maw  to  th'  Matter  —  Now,  why  do  you  follow  me  ? 

Orta.  I  hope,  Sir,  'tis  no  Blemiih  to  my  Virtue, 
Nor  need  you,  out  of  Scruple,  ask  that  Queftion  ; 
If  you  remember  ye,  before  your  Travel, 
The  Contract  you  ty'd  to  me :  'Tis  my  Love,  Sir, 
That  makes  me  feek  ye,  to  confirm  your  Memory, 
And  that  being  fair  and  good,  I  cannot  fuflfcr : 
I  come  to  give  ye  Thanks  too, 

(18)  To  Be  devour*  J  quickly  by  thefe  ]  Both  the  Meafure  and  the 

Scnfe  reclaim  againlt  quickly,  as  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  like- 
wile  obferveu  ;  and,  indeed,  no  Copy  read*  fo,  but  that  of  the  Ytar 

17*1, 

Mir. 
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Mir.  For  what,  pr'ythee  ? 

Oria.  For  that  fair  Piece  of  Honefty  ye  fhcw'd,  Sir, 
That  conftant  Noblenefs. 

Mir.  How  ?  for  I  am  fhort-headed. 

Oriz.  1'iJ  tell  ye  then  j  for  refuting  that  free  Offer 
Of  Monfieur  Nanlokfs  >  thofe  handfom  Beauties, 
Thofe  two  prime  Ladies,  that  might  well  have  prcft  ye, 
(19)  If  not  to  have  broken,  yet  to  have  bovv'd  your 
Promile  ; 

I  know,  it  was  for  my  fake,  for  your  Faith  fake, 
You  dipt  'em  off,  your  Honefty  compelPd  ye. 
And  let  me  tell  ye,  Sir,  it  fhew'd  moft  handfom ly. 

Mir.  And  let  me  tell  thee,  there  was  no  fuch  Matter: 
Nothing  intended  that  way,  of  that  nature ; 
I  have  more  to  do  wich  my  Honefty  than  to  fool  it, 
Or  venture  it  in  fuch  leak  Barks  as  Women  \ 
I  put  'em  off,  becaufe  I  lov'd  'em  not, 
Bscaufe  they  are  too  queafy  for  my  Temper ; 
And  not  for  thy  fake,  nor  the  Contract  fake, 
Nor  Vows  nor  Oaths  $  I  have  made  a  thoufand  of  'em, 
They  are  things  indifferent,  whether  kept  or  broken-, 
Meer  venial  Slips,  that  grow  not  near  the  Confcience  : 
Nothing  concerns  thofe  tender  Parts ;  they  are  Trifles: 
For,  as  1  think,  there  was  never  Man  yet  hop'd  for 
Either  Conftancy  or  Secrecy,  from  a  Woman, 
Unlefs  it  were  an  Afs  ordain'd  for  Sufferance ; 
Nor  to  contract  with  fuch  (20)  can  be  a  Tic  5 
So  let  them  know  again  j  for  'tis  a  Juftice, 
And  a  main  Point  of  civil  Policy, 
Whatever  we  fay  or  fwear,  they  being  Reprobates, 
Out  of  the  State  of  Faith,  we  are  clear  of  all  fides, 
And  'tis  a  curious  Blindnefs  to  believe  us. 

O/73.  You  do  not  mean  this,  fure? 

(19)  If  not  to  have  broken, yet  to  have  bivj  d your  Vromife \\  Bailer 
probably  had  this  Place  in  his  Head  when  he  wrote  thefe  Linec, 

Marriage,  at  beft,  is  but  a  Vvyo% 
Which  all  Men  either  break  or  bvtv. 

(20)  — —  can  be  a  Tiai;]  Mr.  Theobald  makes  a  Query  about 
Tial  in  his  Margin;  as  it  is  a  V\rord  I  don't  know  any  where  to  bi 
icund,  I  have*  with  Mr.  Seward,  taken  the  Freedom  to  alser  it. 

N  3  Mir, 


ig8        7%e  Wild-Goof e  Chafe. 

Mir.  Yes,  fure,  and  certain  \ 
And  hold  it  pofuively,  as  a  Principle, 
As  ye  are  ftrange  things,  and  made  of  ftrange  Fires  and 
Fluxes, 

So  we  are  allowed  as  ftrange  ways  to  obtain  ye, 
But  not  to  hold  ;  we  are  all  created  Errant. 

Oria.  You  told  me  other  Tales. 

Mir.  I  not  deny  it  ; 
I  have  Tales  of  all  forts  for  all  forts  of  Women, 
And  Proteftations  like  wife  of  all  fizes,  1 
As  they  have  Vanities  to  make  us  Coxcombs  5 
If  I  obtain  a  good  Turn,  fo  it  is, 
I  am  thankful  for  it:  if  I  be  made  an  Afs, 
The  Mends  are  in  mine  own  Hands,  or  the  Surgeon's, 
And  there's  an  end  on't. 

Oria.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Mir.  As  I  love  others,  heartily  I  love  thee, 
When  I  am  high  and  lufty,  I  love  thee  cruelly : 
After  1  have  made  a  plenteous  Meal,  and  fatisfy'd 
My  Senfes  with  all  Delicates,  come  to  me, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  I  love  thee. 

Oria.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Mir.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  I  know  yet ; 
I  muft  not  lofe  my  Liberty,  dear  Lady, 
And,  like  a  wanton  Slave,  cry  for  more  Shackles. 
What  mould  I  marry  for  ?  Do  I  want  any  thing  ? 
Am  I  an  Inch  the  farther  from  my  Pleafure? 
Why  mould  I  be  at  Charge  to  keep  a  Wife  of  mine  own, 
When  other  haneft  married  Mens  will  eafe  me, 
And  thank  me  too,  and  be  beholding  to  me? 
Thou  think'ft,  I  am  mad  for  a  Maidenhead ;  thou  art 
cozen'd  ; 

Or  if  I  were  addicted  to  that  Diet,  [now, 
Can  you  tell  me  where  I  mould  have  one?  thou  art  eighteen 
And  if  thou  haft  thy  Maidenhead  yet  extant, 
Sure,  'tis  as  big  as  Cods-head  ;  and  thofe  grave  D' flies 
I  never  love  to  deal  withal :  Doft  thou  fee  this  Book  here  ? 
Look  over  all  thefe  Ranks;  all  thefe  are  Women, 
M^ds,  and  Pretenders  to  Maidenheads  \  thefe  are  my 
Conquefts  % 

AJi 
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AH  thefe  I  fwore  to  marry,  as  I  fwore  to  thee, 
With  the  fame  Refervation,  and  moft  righteoufly  ; 
Which  I  need  not  have  done  neither ;  for,  alas,  they  made 
no  Scruple, 

And  I  enjoy'd  'em  at  my  Will,  and  left  'em  : 
Some  of  'em  are  married  fince,  and  were  as  pure  Maids 
again, 

Nay  o*  my  Confcience  better  than  they  were  bred  for  j 
The  reft,  fine  fober  Women. 

Oria.  Are  ye  not  afham'd,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  No,  by  my  Troth,  Sir ;  there's  no  Shame  belongs 
to  it ; 

I  hold  it  as  commendable  to  be  wealthy  in  Pleafure,  • 
As  others  do  in  rotten  Sheep,  and  Pafture. 

Enter  De  Gard. 

Oria.  Are  all  my  Hopes  come  to  this?  Is  there  no 
Faith  ? 

No  Troth  ?  nor  Modefty  in  Men  ? 

De  Ga.  How  now,  Sifter, 
Why  weeping  thus?  Did  I  not  Prophefy? 
Come  tell  me  why  — — * 

Oria.  I  am  not  well ;  'pray  ye,  pardon  me,  [Exit* 

De  Ga.  Now,  Monfieur  Mirabel^  what  ails  my  Sifter  ? 
You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 

Mir.  As  I  take  it, 
She  is  crying  for  a  Cod-piece j  is  ftie  gone  ? 
Lord,  what  an  Age  is  this !  I  was  calling  for  ye, 
For,  as  I  live,  I  thought  me  would  have  ravifrVd  me. 

De  Ga.  Ye  are  merry,  Sir. 

Mir.  Thou  know'ft  this  Book,  De  Gard0  this  Inventory  ? 
De  Ga.  The  Debt- book  of  your  Miftrefles,  I  remember  it, 
Mir.  Why,  this  was  it  that  anger'd  her  -9  fhe  was  ftark 
mad, 

She  found  not  her  Name  here ;  and  cry'd  down-right^ 
Becaufe  I  would  not  pity  her  immediately, 
And  put  her  in  my  Lift. 

De  Ga.  Sure  fhe  had  more  Modefty. 

Mir.  Their  Modefty  is  Anger  to  be  over-done  3, 
They'll  quarrel  fooner  for  Precedence  here, 

N  4    '  And 
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And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  be  flighted, 

Than  they  will  in  publick  Meetings-,  'tis  their  Natures  : 

And,  alas,  I  have  lb  many  to  difpatch  yet, 

And  to  provide  myfelf  for  my  Affairs  too, 

That,  in  good  Faith  

Be  Ga.  Be  not  too  glorious-fooHfh  ; 
Sum  not  your  Travels  up  with  Vanities, 
It  ill  becomes  (21)  your  Expectation: 
Temper  your  Speech,  Sir  ;  whether  your  loofe  Story 
Be  true  or  falfe,  (for  you  are  fo  free,  I  fear  it) 
Name  not  my  Sifter  in't,  I  muft  not  hear  it  5 
Upon  your  Danger  name  her  not:  I  hold  her 
A  Gentlewoman  of  thofe  happy  Parts  and  Carriage, 
A  good  Man's  Tongue  may  be  right  proud  to  fpeak  her. 

Mr.  YourSiiter,  Sir?  d'ye  blench  at  that?  d'ye  cavil? 
Do  you  hold  her  fuch  a  Piece,  £he  may  not  be  play'd  withal? 
I  have  had  an  hundred  handfomer  and  nobler, 
Have  iu'd  to  me  for  fuch  a  Courtefy : 
Your  Sifter  comes  i'th'  Rear  :  Since  ye  are  fo  angry, 
And  hold  your  Sifter  fuch  a  ftrong  Recufant, 
I  tell  ye,  I  may  do  it;  and,  it  may  be,  will  too ; 
It  may  be,  have  too    there's  my  free  Confeflion  ; 
Work  upon  that  now. 

De  Ga.  If  I  thought  ye  had,  I  would  work, 
And  work  fuch  ftubborn  Work,  (hould  make  your  Heart 
ake  ; 

But  I  believe  ye,  as  I  ever  knew  ye, 

A  glorious  Talker,  and  a  Legend-maker 

Of  idfeTates,  and  Trifles ;  a  Depraver 

Of  your  own  Truth  ;  (22)  their  Honours  fly  about  ye ; 

And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  but  with  this  Caution, 

Your  Sword  be  furer  than  your  Tongue,  you'll  fmart  elfe. 

Mr.  1  laugh  at  thee,  fo  little  I  refpeft  thee  ; 
And  I'll  talk  louder,  and  defpife  thy  Sifter; 

(21)   your  ExpeSation:]  i.  e.  The  Expe&ation  the  World 

has  of  you. 

(22)  their  Hckduts fly  about  ji ;]  Bat  for  what  ?  Wc  hare  here 

a  maaLeil  Corruption,  and  the  true  Reading  is, 

■  Honour i  fly  above  you  ; 

r.  e.  are  oat  of  the  Reach  of  your  Tongue,  £s\\ 

Set 
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Set  up  a  Chamber-maid,  that  mall  out-fhine  her, 
And  carry  her  in  my  ^oach  too,  and  that  will  kill  her. 
Go  get  thy  Rents  up,  go. 

Be  Ga.  Ye  are  a  fine  Gentleman.  [Exit. 

•Mir.  Now  have  at  my  two  Youths ;  Til  fee,  how  they  do  ; 
How  they  behave  themfelves ;  and  then  I'll  ftudy, 
What  Wench  mall  love  me  next,  and  when  I'll  lofe  her. 

{Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Pinac,  and  a  Servant. 

Pin.  Art  thou  her  Servant,  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Ser.  Her  poor  Creature, 
But  Servant  to  her  Horfe,  Sir. 

Pin.  Canft  thcu  mew  me 
The  way  to  her  Chamber,  or  where  I  may  conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her? 

Ser.  That  I  can,  Sir ; 
But  the  Queftion  is  whether  I  will  or  no. 

Pin.  Why,  I'll  content  thee. 

Ser.  Why,  I'll  content  thee  then  ;  now  ye  come  to  me. 

Pin.  There's  for  your  Diligence. 

Ser.  There's  her  Chamber,  Sir  ; 
And  this  way  me  comes  out ;  ftand  ye  but  here,  Sir, 
You  have  her  at  your  Profpecl,  or  your  Pleafure. 

Pin.  Is  fhe  not  very  angry  ? 

Ser.  You'll  find  that  quickly  : 
'May  be,  flie'll  call  ye  faucy  fcurvy  Fellow, 
Or  fome  fuch  familiar  Name :  'may  be,  fhe  knows  ye, 
And  will  fling  a  Pifs-pot  at  ye,  or  a  Pantofle, 
According  as  ye  are  in  Acquaintance :  If  fhe  like  ye, 
'May  be,  lhe'll  look  upon  ye  ;  'may  be,  no  ; 
And  two  Months  hence  call  for  ye. 

Pin.  This  is  fine. 
She  is  monftrous  proud  then  ? 

Ser.  She  is  a  little  haughty  ; 
Of  a  fmall  Body,  fhe  has  a  Mind  well  mounted. 
Can  ye  fpeak  Greek  ? 
Pin.  No,  certain, 

Ser. 
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Ser.  Get  ye  gone  then  5 
And  talk  of  Stars,  and  Firmaments,  and  Fire-drakes  ? 
Do  you  remember  who  was  Adam's  School-mafter, 
And  who  taught  Eve  to  fpin  ?  She  knows  all  thefe. 
And  will  run  ye  over  the  beginning  o'th'  World 

As  familiar  (2 3 )  as  a  Fidler.  

Can  ye  fit  feven  Hours  together,  and  fay  nothing  ? 
Which  Ihe  will  do,  and  when  me  fpeaks,  fpeak  Oracles ; 
Speak  things  that  no  Man  underftands,  nor  herfelf  neither.  • 

Pin.  Thou  mak'ft  me  wonder. 

Ser.  Can  ye  fmile  ? 

Pin.  Yes,  willingly: 
For  naturally  I  bear  a  Mirth  about  me.' 

Ser.  She'll  ne'er  endure  ye  then,  ihe  is  never  merry  5 
If  (he  fee  one  laugh,  (he'll  fwound  paft  Aqua  vita  : 
Never  come  near  her,  Sir ;  if  ye  chance  to  venture, 
And  talk  not  like  a  Doctor,  you  are  damn'd  too ; 
I've  told  enough  for  your  Crown,  and  fo  good  fpeed  t'ye. 

[Exit. 

Pin.  I  have  a  pretty  Task,  if  Ihe  be  thus  curious, 
As,  fure,  it  feems  fhe  is ;  if  I  fall  off  now, 
I  lhall  be  laugh'd  at  fearfully ;  if  I  go  forward, 
I  can  but  be  abus'd,  and  that  I  look  for ; 
And  yet  I  may  hit  right,  but  'tis  unlikely. 
Stay,  in  what  Mood  and  Figure  mall  I  attempt  her  ? 
A  carelefs  way?  No,  no,  that  will  not  waken  her* 
Befides,  her  Gravity  will  give  me  Line  ftill, 
And  let  me  lofe  myfelf ;  yet  this  way  often 
Has  hit,  and  handfomely.    A  wanton  Method  ? 
I,  if  (he  give  it  leave  to  fink  into  her  Confideration  ; 
But  there's  the  doubt:  If  it  but  ftir  her  Blood  once. 
And  creep  into  the  Crannies  of  her  Fancy, 
Set  her  a-gog — But  if  fhe  chance  to  flight  it, 
And  by  the  Pow'r  of  her  Modefty  fling  it  back,  # 

 as  a  Fidler.']  The  Deficiency  of  the  Senfe  and  Meafure, 

Mr.  "Theobald  and  Mr.  Seward  fupply  in  this  manner : 

 as  a  Tidier  dees  his  Gamut. 

It  is  true  nought  is  wanting  by  this  Supplement,  but  then  you  take 
away  the  Humour  of  the  impertinent,  interrogative  Servant,  and  a 
Dafh  after  Tidier,  will  do,  in  my  Opinion,  full  as  well  as  the  Words 
at  length. 
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I  fhall  appear  the  arranteft  Rafcal  to  her, 

The  molt  licentious  Knave,  for  I  mall  talk  lewdly. 

To  bear  my  felt"  aufterely  ?  rate  my  Words? 

And  fling  a  general  gravity  about  me, 

As  if  I  meant  to  give  Laws?  But  this  I  cannot  do, 

This  is  a  way  above  my  Underftanding ; 

Or,  if  I  could,  'tis  odds  (he'll  think  I  mock  her ; 

For  fcrious  and  fad  Things  (24)  are  ftill  fulpicious. 

(25)  Well,  1*11  fay  fomething. 

But  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefs  good  Manners, 

Efpecially  for  Ladies ;  well,  I'll  fet  my  beft  Face ; 

(24)   are  ever  Jit  11  fufpicious.')  Tho'  there  is  no  Authority  for 

expunging  this  fuper-abundant  ever,  yet  good  Senfe  and  good  Meafur« 
maniteitly  require  it,  and  as  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me,  'tis  at 
both  our  Penis. 

(25)  Well,  VU  fay  fomething. 

But  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefs  good  Manners,]  Here  a  de- 
ficiency in  Senfe  and  Meafure  denote  the  Lofs  of  fome  Words  that 
wou'd  complete  both.  He  is  6onfidering  how  to  accoft  her  ;  Carelejly, 
Wantonly,  and  Aufterely,  had  been  thought  of  and  rejected  ;  he  mould 
now  propofe  two  other  Methods,  Learnedly,  or  Complaifantly,  but  in- 
the  maim'd  Text  above,  he  rejedts  both  without  propofing  either.  The 
following  Conjecture  feems  to  bid  fair  for  being  the  true  Reading. 
Weil,  VII  fay  fomething  learnedly  or  civilly, 
But  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefs  good  Manners. 

Mr.  Seward. 

The  completing  the  Senfe  of  this  Paffage  is  what  I  have  chiefly  in 
my  Eye,  tho*  the  way  I  go  about  to  do  it  is  different  from  Mr.  Seward's, 
but  that  is  no  wonder,  iince  we  take  for  our  Foundation  two  different 
Pallages  of  this  fame  Soliloquy ; 

 for  I  fhall  talk  lewdly. 

Moft  certainly,  if  he  determined  to  addrefs  the  Lady  wantonly.  The 
Words  are  filly  and  impertinent  where  they  are,  and  call  aloud  to  be 
xreinllated  in  their  original  Place,  which  happily  yet  is  vacant  to  re- 
ceive them.    The  whole,  I  conje&ure  lhould  thus  be  read; 

The  mofi  licentious  Knave.  - 

Shall  /  bear  myfelf  aufterely  ?  rate  my  Words  ? 

And  fting  a  general  gravity  about  me, 

As  if  I  meant  to  give  Laws  ?  But  this  I  cannot  do, 

This  is  a  way  above  my  Underftanding  ; 

Or,  if  1  could,  'tis  odds  fheUl  think  I  mock  her; 

For  ferious  and  Jad  Things  are  ftill  fufpicious. 

Well.  VU  fay  fomething  But  /  Jhall  talk  lewdly ; 

For  Learning  I  have  none,  and  lefs  good  Manners, 

Efpecially  for  Ladies  ;  

Nothing  can  be  moie  apropos  than  the  Word  lewdly  here,  which  con<- 
tains  all  the  Ideas  of  Ignorance,  Rudenefs,  and  Obfcenity. 

Enitr 
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Enter  Lilia,  Petella,  and  Muficiansl 

I  hear  fome  coming this  is  the  firft  Woman 
I  ever  fear'd  yet,  the  firft  Face  that  fhakes  me. 

Lil.  Give  me  my  Hat,  Petella,  take  this  Veil  off, 
This  fuilen  Cloud,  it  darkens  my  Delights; 
Come,  Wench,  be  free,  and  let  the  Mufick  warble, 
Play  me  fome  lufty  Meafure. 

Pin.  This  is  me,  fure, 
The  very  fame  I  faw,  the  very  Woman, 
The  Gravity  I  wonder'd  at :  Stay,  ftay, 
Let  me  be  lure  ;  ne'er  truft  me,  but  me  dancetb, 
Summer  is  in  her  Face  now,  and  fhe  skippeth : 
I'll  go  a  little  nearer. 

Lil.  Quicker  time,  Fellows, 

Enter  Mirabel  I. 

1  cannot  find  my  Legs  yet    now,  Petella. 

Pin.  I  am  amaz'd,  I  am  founder'd  in  my  fancy. 

Mir.  Hah,  fay  ye  fo;  is  this  your  Gravity? 
This  the  Aufterity  ye  put  upon  ye  ? 
I'll  fee  more  o'  this  Sport. 

Lil.  A  Song  now  *, 
Call  in  for  a  merry,  and  a  light  Song, 
And  ling  it  with  a  liberal  Spirit. 

Enter  a  Man. 

Man.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lil.  And  be  not  amaz'd,  Sirrah,  but  take  us  for  your 

own  Company. 
Let's  walk  ourfelves  :  Come,  Wench    'would,  we  had  a 
Man  or  two! 

Pin.   Sure,  me  has  fpy'd  me,  and  will  abufe  me 

dreadfully, 

She  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpofe  •,  yet  I  will  try  her. 
Madam,  I  would  be  loth  my  rude  Intrufion, 
Which  I  muft  crave  a  Pardon  for. — - 

Lil.  O  ye  are  welcome, 
Ye  are  very  welcome,  Sir,  we  want  fuch  a  one  ; 
Strike  up  again :  I  dare  prefume,  ye  dance  well : 

Quick| 
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Quick,  quick,  Sir,  quick,  the  Time  fteals  on. 

Pin.  I  would  talk  with  ye. 

Lil.  Talk  as  ye  dance. 

Mir.  Shell  beat  him  off  his  Legs,  firft  5 
This  is  the  fined  Mask. 

Lil  Now  how  do  ye,  Sir  ? 

Pin.  You  have  given  me  a  lhrewd  Heat. 

Lil.  I'll  give  ye  a  Hundred. 
Come  fing  now,  fing ;  for,  I  know,  ye  fing  well, 
I  fee,  ye  have  a  finging  Face. 

Pin.  A  fine  Modefty  ! 
If  I  could,  lhe'd  never  give  me  Breath : 
Madam,  would  I  might  fit  and  recover. 

Lil.  Sit  here,  and  fing  now, 
Let's  do  things  quickly,  Sir,  and  handfomly. 
Sit  clofe,  Wench,  clofe*  begin,  begin.  [Song. 

Pin.  I  am  leffon'd. 

Lil.  'Tis  very  pretty,  i'faith,  give  me  fome  Wine  now. 

Pin.  I  would  fain  fpeak  to  ye. 

Lil.  You  (hall  drink  firft,  believe  me : 
Here's  to  ye  a  lufty  Health. 

Pin.  I  thank  ye,  Lady. 
Would  I  were  off  again,  I  fmell  my  Mifery  ; 
I  was  never  put  to  this  rack  ;  I  (hall  be  drunk  too. 

Mir.  If  thou  be'ft-  not  a  right  one,  1  have  loft  mine 
Aim  much : 

I  thank  Heav'n,  that  I  have  fcap'd  thee  :  To  her,  Pinac  \ 
For  thou  art  as  fure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan  for  heiW— 
I'll  fee  how  my  other  Youth  does  \  this  fpeeds  trimly  : 
A  fine  grave  Gentlewoman,  and  worth  much  Honour. 

Lil.  Now  ?  How  do  ye  like  me,  Sir  ?         \Ex\t  Mir. 

Pin.  I  like  ye  rarely. 

Lil.  Ye  fee,  Sir,  though  fometimes  we  are  grave  and 
filent, 

And  put  on  fadder  Difpofitions, 

Yet  we  are  compounded  of  free  Parts,  and  fometimes  too 
Our  lighter,  airy,  and  our  fiery  Mettles 
Break  out,  and  mew  themfelvesj  and  what  think  you  of 
that,  Sir  ? 

Pin.  Good  Lady,  fit,  for  I  am  very  weary  j 

And 
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And  then  Pll  tell  ye. 

Lil.  Fie,  a  young  Man  idle  ? 
Up,  up,  and  walk  ;  be  ftill  in  Action, 
The  Motions  of  the  Body  are  fair  Beauties : 
Befides,  'tis  cold    ods-me,  Sir,  let's  walk  fader: 
What  think  ye  now  of  the  Lady  Felicia  9 
And  IBella-fronte  th'  Duke's  fair  Daughter  ?  ha  ? 
Are  they  not  handfom  things  ?  there  is  Duarta^ 
And  brown  Olivia. 

Pin.  I  know  none  of  'em. 

Lil.  But  brown  muft  not  be  caft  away,  Sir  *  if  young 

Lelia 

Had  kept  herfelf  till  this  Day  from  a  Husband, 
Why,  what  a  Beauty,  Sir  ?  you  know  If?nena> 
The  fair  jem  of  Saint  Germans  ? 

Pin.  By  my  Troth,  I  do  not. 

Lil.  And  then,  I  know,  you  muft  hear  of  Brifac, 
How  unlike  a  Gentleman  — — 

Pin.  As  I  live,  I  have  heard  nothing. 

Lil.  Strike  me  another  Galliard. 

Pin.  By  this  Light,  I  cannot  j 
In  troth,  I  have  fprain'd  my  Leg,  Madam.1 

LiL  Now  fit  ye  down,  Sir, 
And  tell  me  why  ye  came  hither,  why  ye  chofe  me  out  ? 
What  is  your  Bufinefs?  your  Errand?  difpatch,  difpatch  ; 
May  be,  ye  are  fome  Gentleman's  Man,  and  I  mi  (look  ye, 
That  have  brought  me  a  Letter,  or  a  Hanch  of  Venifon, 
Sent  me  from  fome  Friend  of  mine. 

Pin.  Do  I  look  like  a  Carrier  ? 
You  might  allow  me,  what  I  am,  a  Gentleman. 

Lil.  Cry  'ye  Mercy,  Sir,  I  faw  ye  Yefterday, 
You  are  new  come  out  of  Travel,  I  miftook  ye  j 
And  how  do  all  our  impudent  Friends  in  Italy  ? 

Pin.  Madam,  I  came  with  Duty,  and  fair  Courtefy, 
Service,  and  Honour  to  ye. 

Lil.  Ye  came  to  jeer  me  : 
Ye  fee,  I  am  merry,  Sir,  I  have  chang'd  my  Copy  : 
None  of  the  Sages  now,  and,  'pray  ye,  proclaim  it ; 
Fling  on  me  what  Afperfion  you  (hall  pleafe,  Sir, 
Of  Wantonnefs,  or  Wildnefs,  I  look  for  it  j 

And 
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And  tell  the  World,  I  am  an  Hypocrite, 

Mask  in  a  forc'd  and  borrowed  Shape,  I  expecl:  it  5 

But  not  to  have  you  believ'd :  For  mark  ye,  Sir, 

I  have  won  a  nobler  Eftimation, 

A  ftronger  Tie  by  my  Difcretion 

Upon  Opinion  (howe'er  you  think,  I  forced  it) 

Than  either  (26)  Tongue  or  Act  of  yours  can  flubber3 

And,  when  I  pleafe,  I  will  be  what  I  pleafe,  Sir, 

So  I  exceed  not  Mean ;  and  none  fhall  brand  it 

Either  with  Scorn  or  Shame,  but  fhall  be  flighted. 

Pin.  Lady,  I  come  to  love  ye. 

Lit.  Love  yourfelf,  Sir, 
And  when  I  want  Obfervers,  Pll  fend  for  ye : 
Heigh,  ho ;  my  Fit's  almoft  off,  for  we  do  all  by  fits,  Sir : 
If  ye  be  weary,  fit  till  I  come  again  to  ye.  [Exit* 

Pin.  This  is  a  Wench  of  a  dainty  Spirit ;  but 
Hang  me  if  I  know  yet  (27)  either  what  to  think, 
Or  make  of  her;  me  had  her  Will  of  me, 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  I  thank  her  3 
And,  I  confefs,  (28)  I  never  was  fo  blurred, 
Nor  ever  fo  abus'd ;  I  muft  bear  mine  own  Sins  I 
Ye  talk  of  Travels,  here's  a  curious  Country. 
Yet  I  will  find  her  out,  or  forfwear  my  Faculty.  [Exit. 

(26)  — -  Tongue  or  Art  of  yours— ]  The  Scnfe  is,  then  either 
what  you  can  fay  or  do  can  fully.  But  haply  this  cannot  be  made  out 
of  the  Words  as  they  (land,  and  therefore  I  would  read, 

■        Tongue  or  Acl  of  yours  

So  Mr.  Theobald  had  wrote  in  his  Margin.  A8  and  Art,  through  our 
Authors  Plays,  are  frequently  confounded. 

(27)  ■■        either  what  to  think, 

Or  make  her  -,  jbe  had>  &c]  The  Copies  of  1652  and  1679, 
give  the  Text. 

(28)    7  newer  was  fo  blurred, 

Nor  ever  fo  abus'd ; — ]  I  fancy  the  Reader  may  confider  this 
Paffage  a  long  while,  before  he  will  be  able  to  make  blurred  bear  the 
Signification  requifite  here.  The  Copy  of  1652  varies  a  Letter,  and 
exhibits  blurted,  which  ftill  does  not  tally  with  the  Senfe  of  the  Place. 
Our  Audior  points  out  to  us  the  true  Le&ion,  when,  tho'  not  fpeak- 
ing  of  the  fame  Perfon,  yet  on  the  fame  Subject,  he  makes  Beileur  fay, 
what  Pinac  mould  do  here : 

Fm  Jhat7idl  Vm  fcsrn'd,  Fm  flurted. 


SCENE 


2C5 


i  rz 


a 


SCENE  ia. 

Ej&t  Roiahra,  arJ  Oriana. 

Rvf.  Ne'er  rex  younelf,  nor  grieve;  ye  are  a  Fool  than. 
On*.  Faa  fcrc,  I'm  made  b :  yet  beibre  I  fairer 

Thus  likt  a  Girl,  and  give  Lira  leave  to  triumph  

Rzf.  You  iky  right  i  far  as  long  as  he  peruana  jc 


Of  cur  poor  Bcanoes  to  the  ravcli'd  Mmfic 
Yet  two  Words  to  a  Bargain  ;  he  flights  us 
As  skimih  Things,  and  we  Hum  him  as  < 
Mar  be,  rev  free  Behaviour  mms  his  Srornach, 


O 


As  Ions  as  here  ye  Jbnd  lecure,  . 

Rvj.  Xje  iky  true, 
As  loog  as  mine  own  Canines  makes  no  Qoefuan, 
Wnat  care  I  for  Report ;  thai  Woman's  mifcrabk, 
That's  good  or  bad  for  their  Tccgaes  lake:  Come  let's 
retire, 

And  get  my  Veil,  Wench :  By  my  Troth,  yoor  Sorrow, 
Have  pot  me  into  a  ienous  Conreny  1 a  rioa. 


Ori*.  Come,  fFa;:h,  let's  fit,  and  think. 
Rjf.  That's  all  my  BuEneis. 

Mir.  Why  ftancTfi  thou  peeping  here?  Thon  great  Sag, 


Sneaking,  and  peaking,  as  thou  wouid'ft  Linen? 
Hat  duo  not  Piace  and  Time  ? 


Studied, 


The  JVild-Goofe  Chafe.         20  9 

Studied,  and  almoft  ready;  and  your  VioJoncc 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  Brains. 

Mir.  Hang  your  rare  Speeches, 
Go  me  on  like  a  Man. 

Bel.  Let  me  fet  my  Beard  up, 
How  has  Pinac  performed  ? 

Mir.  He  has  won  already  : 
He  (lands  not  thrumming  of  Caps  thus. 

Bel.  Lord,  what  fhould  I  ail  ? 
What  a  cold  I  have  over  my  Stomach  ;  (29)  'would,  I  had 

fome  Hum. 
Certain  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be  at  her, 
A  mighty  mind. 

Mir.  On,  Fool. 

Bel.  Good  Words,  I  befeech  yej 
For  I  will  not  be  abufed  by  both. 

Mir.  Adieu,  then, 
I  will  not  trouble  you,  I  fee  you  are  valiant. 
And  work  your  own  way. 

Bel.  Hift,  hift,  [  will  be  rul'd ; 
I  will,  i'faith,  I  will  go  prefently : 
Will  ye  forfake  me  now,  and  leave  me  i'ihf  Suds  ? 
You  know,  I  am  falfe-hearted  this  way;  I  befeech  ye, 
Good  fweet  Mirabell  Til  cut  your  Throat  if  ye  leave  me, 
Indeed,  I  will  *  Sweet-heart ! 

Mir.  I  will  be  ready, 
Still  at  thine  Elbow ;  take  a  Man's  Heart  to  thee, 
And  fpeak  thy  Mind  ;  the  plainer  ftill  the  better. 
She  is  a  Woman  of  that  free  Behaviour, 
Indeed,  that  common  Courtefy,  fhe  cannot  deny  thee ; 
Go  bravely  on. 

(29)   'would,  I  had  fome  Hum.]  Mr.  Theobald,  doubtful  of  this 

Term,  queries  whether  Rum  ought  not  to  fupply  its  Place.  I  once 
thought  Mum  was  the  more  likely  to  be  the  true  Reading,  but  am  con- 
vinced (fo  precarious,  however  likely,  are  all  conjectural  Emendations) 
that  the  Text  is  right  upon  the  Credit  of  Ben  John/on  in  his  DeviTs 
tin  Afs,  Vol.  4.  p.  256. 

Chimney-Sweepers  and  Carmen,  are  got % 

To  their  Tobacco,  Strong-waters,  Hum, 

Meath,  and  Obarni. 


Vol.  V. 


O 


Bel. 
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Bel.  Madam— keep  clofe  about  me, 
Still  at  my  back.    Madam,  fweet  Madam—- 
Rof.  Ha! 

What  Noife  is  that,  what  faucy  found  to  trouble  me? 
Mir.  What  faid  me? 
Bel.  I  am  faucy. 
Mir.  'Tis  the  better. 
Bel.  She  comes  j  mud  I  be  faucy  ftill  ? 
Mir.  More  faucy. 

Rof.JStlli  troubled  with  thefe  Vanities?  Heav'n  blefs  us! 
What  are  we  born  to?  Would  ye  fpeak  with  any  of  my 

People  ? 
Go  in,  Sir,  I  am  bufy. 

Bel.  This  is  not  me,  fure : 
Is  this  two  Children  at  a  Birth  ?  I'll  be  hang'd  then : 
Mine  was  a  merry  Gentlewoman,  talk'd  daintily, 
Talkt  of  thofe  Matters  that  befitted  Women  ; 
This  is  a  Parcel-Prayer-book  -9  Pm  ferv'd  fweetly  ; 
And  now  I  am  to  look  too ;  I  was  prepar'd  for  th'  other 
way. 

Rof  Do  you  know  that  Man? 
Oria.  Sure,  I  have  feen  him,  Lady. 
Rof.  Methinks,  'tis  pity  fuch  a  lufty  Fellow 
Should  wander  up  and  down,  and  want  Employment. 
Bel.  She  takes  me  for  a  Rogue :  You  may  do  well, 
Madam, 

To  ftay  this  Wanderer,  and  fet  him  at  work,  forfooth  ; 
He  can  do  fomething,  that  may  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip, 
I  have  heard  of  Women  that  defire  good  Breedings, 
Two  at  a  Birth,  or  fo. 

Rof.  The  Fellow's  impudent. 

Oria.  Sure,  he  is  crazed. 

Rof.  I  have  heard  of  Men  too  that  have  had  good 

Manners  ; 

Sure,  this  is  want  of  Grace ;  indeed,  'tis  great  Pity 
The  young  Man  has  been  bred  fo  ill  j  but  this  lewd  Age 

Is  full  of  fuch  Examples. 

Bel.  I  am  founder'd, 
And  fome  fhall  rue  the  fetting  of  me  on. 

Mir.  Ha?  So  Bookilh,  Lady,  is  it  pofllble  ? 

TurnNJ 


The  Wild-Goofe  Chafe.         2  1 1 

TurnM  Holy  at  the  Heart  too?  PJI  be  hang'd  then. 

Why,  this  is  fuch  a  Feat,  fuch  an  Activity, 

Such  faft  and  Joofe — A  Veil  too  for  your  Knavery? 

0  Dio,  Bio ! 

Rof.  What  do  you  take  me  for,  Sir? 

Mir.  An  Hypocrite,  a  Wanton,  a  DiiTembler, 
Howe'er  ye  feem,  and  thus  y'are  to  be  handled. 
Mark  me,  -Belleur-,  and  this  you  love,  I  know  it. 

Rof.  Stand  off,  bold  Sir. 

Mir.  You  wear  good  Clothes  to  this  end, 
Jewels ;  love  Feafts,  and  Masks. 

Rof.  Ye  are  monllrous  faucy. 

Mir.  All  this  to  draw  on  Fools  ?  and  thus,  thus,  Lady, 
Ye  are  to  be  lull'd. 

Bel.  Let  her  alone,  I'll  fwinge  ye  elfe, 

1  will  'faith-,  for  though  I  cannot  skill  o'chis  matter 
Myfelf,  I  will  not  fee  another  do  it  before  me, 
And  do  it  worfe. 

Rof.  Away,  ye  are  a  vain  Thing ; 
You  have  travell'd  far,  Sir,  to  return  again 
A  windy  and  poor  Bladder:  you  talk  of  Women, 
That  are  not  worth  the  Favour  of  a  common  one, 
The  Grace  of  her  grew  in  an  Hofpital  : 
Againft  a  Thoufand  fuch  blown  Fooleries, 
I  am  able  to  maintain  good  Womens  Honours, 
Their  Freedoms,  and  their  Fames,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Mir.  She  has  almoft  ftruck  me  dumb  too. 

Rof.  And  declaim 
Againft  your  bafe  malicious  Tongues,  your  Noifes, 
For  they  are  nothing  elfe:  You  teach  Behaviours? 
Or  touch  us  for  our  Freedoms  ?  Teach  yourfelves  Manners, 
Truth  and  Sobriety,  and  live  fo  clearly 
That  our  Lives  may  mine  in  ye  ;  and  then  task  us : 
It  feems,  ye  are  hot ;  the  Suburbs  will  fupply  ye. 
Good  Women  fcorn  fuch  Gamefters,  fo  I'll  leave  ye  ; 
I  am  forry  to  fee  this  :  'Faith,  Sir,  live  fairly.  [Exiti 

Mir.  This  Woman,  if  fhe  hold  on,  may  be  virtuous, 
'Tis  almoft  poflible :  We'll  have  a  new  Day. 

Bel.  Ye  brought  me  on,  ye  forc'd  me  to  this  Foolery} 
I'm  ftiam'd,  I'm  fcorn'd,  I'm  flurted  5  yes,  I  am  fo : 

O  2  Though 
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Though  I  cannot  talk  to  a  Woman  like  your  Worfhip, 
And  ufe  my  Phrafes,  and  my  learned  Figures, 
Yet  I  can  fight  with  any  IVian. 

Mir.  Fie. 

Bel.  I  can,  Sir, 
And  I  will  fight. 

Mir.  With  whom? 

Bel.  With  you,  with  any  Man ; 
For  all  Men  now  will  laugh  at  me. 

Mir.  Pr'ythee,  be  moderate. 

Bel.  And  I'll  beat  all  Men.  Come. 

Mir.  I  love  thee  dearly. 

BeL  I  will  beat  all  that  love,  Love  has  undone  me; 
Never  tell  me,  I  will  not  be  a  Hiftory. 

Mir.  Thou  art  not. 

BeL  'Sfoot,  I  will  not ;  give  me  room, 
And  let  me  fee  the  proudeft  of  ye  jeer  me, 
And  I'll  begin  with  you  firft. 

Mir.  'Prithee,  Bclleur ; 
If  I  do  not  fatisfy  thee  — 

BeL  Well,  look  ye  do  : 
But  now  I  think  on't  better,  'tis  impofiible 
I  muft  beat  fome  Body,  I  am  maul'd  myfelf, 
And  I  ought  in  Juftice  

Mir.  No,  no,  no,  ye  are  cozen'd  3 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee. 

BeL  Talk  wifely, 
And  fee  that  no  Man  laugh  upon  no  Occafion  5 
For  I  ihall  think  then  'tis  at  me. 

Mir.  I  warrant  thee. 

BeL  Nor  no  more  Talk  of  this. 

Mir.  Doft  think,  I  am  maddifh? 

BeL  I  muft  needs  fight  yet ;  for,  I  find,  it  concerns  me 
A  Pox  on't!  I  muft  fight. 

Mir.  P  faith,  thou  fhalt  not.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE  I. 

Enter  De  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

DeGa.  T  Know  ye  are  a  Scholar,  and  can  do  Wonders. 

X    Lug.  There's  no  great  Scholarfhip  belongs  to 
this,  Sir ; 

What  I  am,  I  am;  I  pity  your  poor  Sifter, 

And  heartily  I  hate  thefe  Travellers, 

Thefc  Gim- cracks,  made  of  Mops  and  Motions : 

There's  nothing  in  their  Houfes  here  but  Hummings : 

A  Bee  has  more  Brains.    (30)  i  grieve  and  vex  too 

The  infolent  licentious  Carriage 

Of  this  out-facing  Fellow,  Mirabel^ 

And  I  am  mad  to  fee  him  prick  his  Plumes  up. 

De  Ga.  His  Wrongs  you  partly  know. 

Lug.  Do  not  you  ftir,  Sir, 
Since  he  has  begun  with  Wit,  let  Wit  revenge  it ; 
Keep  your  Sword  clofe,  we'll  cut  his  Throat  a  new  way  J 
I  am  afham'd,  the  Gentlewoman  mould  fuffer 
Such  bafe  lewd  Wrongs. 

De  Ga.  I  will  be  rul'd,  he  mall  live, 
And  left  to  your  Revenge. 

Lug.  I,  I,  I'll  fit  him: 
He  makes  a  common  Scorn  of  handfom  Women ; 
Modefty  and  good  Manners  are  his  May-games : 
He  takes  up  Maidenheads  with  a  new  Commiftion  ; 
The  Church  Warrant's  out  of  Date:  follow  my  Counfel, 
For  I  am  zealous  in  the  Caufe. 

(30)  — — .  I  grieve  and  vex  too 

The  infolent  licentious  Carriage]  Vex  here  is  a  neutral  Verb, 
and  is  ufed  fo  a  little  lower : 

Mir.       -  now  vex,  Ladies, 

Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail. 
The  Text  here  I  have  not  alter'd  either  as  to  Pointing  or  Reading,  thtf 
I  once  thought  the  whole  mould  thus  have  run, 
■  /  grieve  and  <vex  too. 

'The  infolent  licentious  Carriage 
Of  this  out-facing  Fellow,  Mirabell, 
'I'm  mad  to  fee;  to  fee  him  prick  bis  Plumes  up. 

O  3  De  Ga. 
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Be  Ga.  I  will,  Sir, 
And  will  be  ftill  directed-,  for. the  Truth  is, 
My  Sword  will  make  my  Sifter  feem  more  monftrous :  ' 
Befides,  there  is  no  Honour  won  on  Reprobates. 

Lug.  You  are  i'th'  right :  The  Slight  he  has  Ihew'd  my 
Pupils, 

Sets  me  a-fire  too:  Go,  I'll  prepare  your  Sifter,, 

And,  as  I  told  ye,  • 

Be  Ga.  Yes,  all  fhall  be  fit,  Sir. 

Lug.  And  ferioufly,  and  handfomly. 

Be  Ga.  I  warrant  ye. 

Lug.  A  little  Counfel  more 

Be  Ga.  'Tis  well. 

Lug.  Moft  (lately  :  ■ 
See  that  obferv'd  \  and  then. 

De  Ga.  I  have  ye  every  way. 

Lug.  Away  then,  and  be  ready. 

Be  Ga.  With  all  Speed,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Liliia,  Rofalure,  and  Oriana. 

Lug.  We'll  learn  to  Travel  too,  may  be,  beyond  him. 
Good  Day,  fair  Beauties. 

Lil.  You  have  beautified  us. 
We  thank  ye,  Sir,  ye  have  fet  us  off  moft  gallantly 
With  your  grave  Precepts. 

Rof.  We  expected  Husbands 
Out  of  your  Documents,  and  taught  Behaviours, 
Excellent  Husbands  5  thought,  Men  would  run  ftark  mad 
on  us, 

Men  of  all  Ages,  and  all  States :  We  expected 
An  Inundation  of  Defires  and  Offers, 
A  Torrent  of  trim  Suitors ;  all  we  did, 
Or  faid,  or  purpos'd,  to  be  Spells  about  us, 
Spells  to  provoke  « 

Lil  Ye  have  provok'd  us  finely  ; 
We  follow'd  your  Directions,  we  did  rarely, 
We  were  Stately,  Coy,  Demure,  Carelefs,  Light,  Giddy, 
And  play'd  at  all  Points:  This,  you  fwore,  would  carry. 

Rof.  We  made  Love,  and  contemn'd  Love.  Now 
feem'd  holy, 

With 
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With  fuch  a  reverent  put-on  Refervation 

Which  could  not  mifs,  according  to  your  Principles ; 

Now  gave  more  Hope  again.  Now  clofe,  now  publick. 

Still  up  and  down,  we  beat  it  like  a  Billow  ; 

And  ever  thofe  Behaviours  you  read  to  us, 

Subtil,  and  new.    But  all  this  will  not  help  us. 

Lil.  They  help  to  hinder  us  of  all  Acquaintance, 
They  have  frighted  off  all  Friends:  What  am  I  better 
For  all  my  Learning,  if  I  love  a  Dunce, 
A  handfom  Dunce  ?  To  what  ufe  ferves  my  Reading  ? 
You  mould  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to  Horfes, 
Dogs,  Dice,  Hawks,  Banquets,  Masks,  free  and  fair 

Meetings, 
To  have  ftudied  Gowns  and  Dreflings. 

Lug.  Ye  are  not  mad,  fure. 

Rof.  We  mail  be,  if  we  follow  your  Encouragements ; 
I'll  take  mine  own  way  now. 

Lil.  And  I  my  Fortune : 
We  may  live  Maids  elfe  till  the  Moon  drop  Mill-ftones  \ 
I  fee,  your  modeft  Women  are  taken  for  Monfters, 
A  Dowry  of  good  Breeding  is  worth  nothing. 

Lug.  Since  ye  take  it  fo  to  th'  Heart,  pray  ye  give  mc 
leave  yet, 

And  ye  mall  fee  how  I'll  convert  this  Heretick ; 
Mark  how  this  Mirabell  

LiL  Name  him  no  more : 
For  though  1  long  for  a  Husband,  I  hate  him, 
And  would  be  married  fooner  to  a  Monkey, 
Or  to  a  Jack  of  Straw,  than  fuch  a  Juggler. 

Rof.  I  am  of  that  mind  too ;  he  is  too  nimble, 
And  plays  at  faft  and  loofe  too  learnedly 
For  a  plain-meaning  Woman  \  that's  the  Truth  on'c. 
Here's  one  too,  that  we  love  well,  would  be  angry, 

[Pointing  to  Oriana, 
And  reafon  why :  No,  no,  we  will  not  trouble  ye, 
Nor  him  at  this  time  -9  may  he  make  you  happy ! 
We'll  turn  ourfelves  loofe  now,  to  our  fair  Fortunes, 
And  the  down-right  way. 

Lil.  The  winning  way  we'll  follow, 
We'll  bait,  that  Men  may  bite  fair,  and  not  be  frighted  5 

O  4  Ye? 
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Yet  we'll  not  be  carried  fo  cheap  neither,  we'll  have  fome 
Sport, 

Some  Mad-morris  or  other  for  our  Money,  Tutor. 

Lug.  'Tis  like  enough  ;  profper  your  own  Devices ; 
Ye  are  old  enough  to  chufe:  But  for  this  Gentlewoman, 
So  pleafe  her  give  me  leave,  

Oria.  I  fliall  be  glad,  Sir, 
To  find  a  Friend,  whofe  Pity  may  direft  me. 

Lug.  Til  do  my  beft,  and  faithfully  deal  for  ye  j 
But  then  ye  muft  be  ruled. 

Oria.  In  all,  I  vow  to  ye. 

Rof.  Do,  do:  He  has  a  lucky  Hand  fometimes,  P1J 
allure  ye: 

And  hunts  the  Recovery  of  a  loft  Lover  deadly. 
Lug.  You  muft  away  ftraight. 
Oria.  Yes. 

Lug.  And  I'll  inftruA  ye : 
Here  ye  can  know  no  more. 

Oria.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies ; 
And  all  our  Fortunes  arrive  at  our  own  Wifhes ! 

Lil.  Amen,  Amen. 

Lug.  I  muft  borrow  your  Man. 

Lil.  'Pray  take  him  ; 
He  is  within :  To  do  her  good,  take  any  thing, 
Take  us  and  all. 

Lug.  No  doubt,  ye  may  find  Takers ; 
And  fo  we'll  leave  ye  to  your  own  Difpofes. 

[Exeunt  Lug.  and  Oria. 

Lil.  Now  which  way,  Wench. 
Rof  We'll  go  a  brave  way,  fear  not  y 
A  fare  and  fure  way  too  ;  and  yet  a  by-way. 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  be  married. 

Lit  So  have  I  too  a  grudging  of  Good-will  that  way ; 
And  would  as  fain  be  difpatch'd.    But  this  Monfieur 

Qidckfilver)  -  . 

Rof  No,  no ;  we'll  bar  him,  by,  and  Main  :  Let  him 
trample  ; 

There  is  no  Safety  in  his  Surquedrie: 

An  Army- Royal  of  Women  are  too  few  for  him, 

He  keeps  a  Journal  of  his  Gentlenefs, 

And 
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And  will  go  near  to  print  his  fair  Difpatches, 
And  call  it  his  Triumph  over  Time  and  Women  : 
Let  him  pafs  out  of  Memory  :  What  think  ye 
Of  his  two  Companions  ? 

Lit.  Pinac,  methinks,  is  reafonablej 
A  little  Modefty  he  has  brought  home  with  him, 
And  might  be  taught  in  time  fome  handfom  Duty. 

Rof  rhey  fay,  he  is  a  Wencher  too, 

LSI.  1  like  him  better: 
A  free  light  Touch  or  two  becomes  a  Gentleman, 
And  fets  him  feemly  off:  So  he  exceed  not, 
But  keep  his  Compafs  clear,  he  may  be  look'd  at 5 
I  would  not  marry  a  Man  that  muft  be  taught, 
And  conjur'd  up  with  KifTes;  the  bed  Game 
Is  play'd  ftill  by  the  bed  Gamefters. 

Rof.  Fie  upon  thee  ! 
What  talk  haft  thou  ? 

LiL  Are  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ? 
Why  mould  we  be  afham'dto  fpeak  what  we  think?  Thy 
Gentleman, 

The  tall  fat  Fellow,  he  that  came  to  fee  thee— 

Rof.  Is't  not  a  goodly  Man  ? 

LiL  A.  wondrous  goodly  ! 
H'as  Weight  enough,  I  warrant  thee :  Mercy  upon  me ; 
v  What  a  Serpent  wilt  thou  feem  under  fuch  a  St.  George. 

Rof.  Thou  art  a  Fool    give  me  a  Man  brings  Mettle, 
Brings  Subftance  with  him ;  needs  no  Broths  to  Lare  him : 
Thefe  little  Fellows  (hew  like  Fleas  in  Boxes, 
Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a  ftir  to  vex  us; 
Give  me  the  puiffant  Pike,  take  you  the  fmall  Shot. 

LiL  Of  a  great  Thing  I  have  not  feen  a  duller, 
Therefore,  methinks,  fweet  Sifter  - 

Rof.  Peace,  he's  modeft: 
Has  Balhfulnefs,  which  is  a  Point  of  Grace,  Wench : 
But  when  thefe  Fellows  come  to  Moulding,  Sifter, 
To  Heat,  and  Handling  As  I  live,  I  like  him  ; 

Enter  Mirabell. 

And,  methinks,  I  could  form  him, 
LiU  Peace :  the  Fire-drake. 
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Mir.  'Blefs  ye,  fweet  Beauties,  fweet  incomparable  Ladies, 
Sweet  Wits,  fweet  Humours  :  'Blefs  you,  learned  Lady, 
And  you,  mod  holy  Nun  ;  *  Blefs  your  Devotions. 

Lil.  And  'blefs  your  Brains,  Sir,  your  moft  pregnant 

Brains,  Sir ; 
They  are  in  Travel,  may  they  be  delivered 
Of  a  moft  hopeful  Wild-goofe! 

Rcf  Blefs  ycur  Manhood  : 
They  fay,  ye  are  a  Gentleman  of  A£tion, 
A  fair-accomplifh'd  Man,  and  a  rare  Engineer  j 
You  have  a  Trick  to  blow  up  Maidenheads, 
A  fubtle  Trick,  they  fay  abroad. 
Mir.  I  have,  Lady. 
Rcf.  And  often  glory  in  their  Ruins. 
Mir.  Yes  forfooth ; 
I  have  a  fpeedy  Trick,  pleafe  you  to  try  it : 
My  Engine  will  difpatch  ye  inllantly. 

Rcf.  I  would  I  were  a  Woman,  Sir,  fit  for  ye, 
As  there  be  fuch,  no  doubr,  may  Engine  you  too ; 
May  with  a  Counter-mine  blow  up  your  Valour:  " 
Bu:  in  good  faith,  Sir,  we  are  both  too  honeft: 
And,  the  plague  is,  we  cannot  be  perfuaded: 
For,  look  ye,  if  we  thought  it  were  a  Glory 
To  be  the  laft  of  all  y.our  lovely  Ladies, —      [Market ; 

Mar.  Come,  come ;  leave  prating  :  This  has  fpoil'd  your 
This  Pride,  and  puft-up  Heart,  will  make  ye  faft,  Ladies, 
Faft,  when  ye  are  hungry  too. 
Rcf  The  more  our  Pain,  Sir. 
Lit.  The  more  our  Health,  I  hope  too. 
Mir.  Your  Behaviours 
Have  made  Men  ftand  amaz'd ;  thofe  Men,  that  lov'd  ye ; 
Men  of  fair  States  and  Parts ;  your  (3 1 )  ftrange  Converfions 
Into  I  know  not  what,  nor  how,  nor  wherefore  5 
Your  Scorns  of  thofe  that  came  to  vifit  ye ; 
Your  ftudied  Whim- whams,  and  your  fine  fet  Faces: 

(31)  ■  ftra*V  Conventions 

Into  I  know  not  what,  &c]  Mr.  Theobald  too  here  has  affiVd 
his  Query  in  the  Margin.    I  make  no*  doubt  bat  our  Authors  hare 
Offered  only  at  the  Pre  is,  and  that  the  original  Reading  was, 
*  firanct  Converfions. 

What 
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What  have  thefe  got  ye?  proud,  and  harm.  Opinions  : 
A  travell'd  Monfieur  was  the  ftrangeft  Creature, 
The  wildeft  Monfter  to  be  wonder'd  at : 
His  Perfon  made  a  publick  Scoff,  his  Knowledge 
(As  if  he  had  been  bred  'mongft  Bears  or  Bandogs) 
Shunn'd  and  avoided  :  His  Converfation  fnuft  at. 
What  Harveft  brings  all  this  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  ye,  proceed,  Sir. 

Mir.  Now  ye  (hall  Tee  in  what  Efteem  a  Traveller, 
An  understanding  Gentleman,  and  a  Monfieur 
Is  to  be  held,  and  to  your  Griefs  confefs  it, 
Both  to  your  Griefs,  and  Galls. 

Lil.  Jn  what,  I  pray  ye,  Sir  ? 
We  would  be  glad  to  underftand  your  Excellence. 

Mir.  Go  on,  fweet  Ladies,  it  becomes  ye  rarely. 
For  me,  I  have  bleft  me  from  ye,  feoff  on  ferioufly, 
And  note  the  Man  ye  mock'd :  you,  Lady  Learning, 
Note  the  poor  Traveller,  that  came  to  vifit  ye, 
That  flat  unfurnifh'd  Fellow :  Note  him  throughly, 
You  may  chance  to  fee  him  anon. 

Lil.  'Tis  very  likely. 

Mir.  And  fee  him  Courted  by  a  Travell'd  Lady, 
Held  dear,  and  honour'd,  by  a  virtuous  Virgin, 
May  be,  a  Beauty  not  far  fhort  of  yours  neither ; 
It  may  be  clearer. 

Lil.  Not  unlikely.    Mir.  Younger  : 
As  killing  Eyes  as  yours,  a  Wit  as  Poinant  ; 
May  be,  a  State  too  that  may  top  your  Fortune  ; 
Enquire  how  fhe  thinks  of  him,  how  fhe  holds  him  ; 
His  good  Parts ;  in  what  precious  Price  already  j 
Being  a  Stranger  to  him,  how  fhe  courts  him  ; 
A  Scranger  to  his  Nation  too,  how  me  dotes  on  him ; 
Enquire  of  this ;  be  Tick  to  know  :  Curfe,  Lady, 
And  keep  your  Chamber :  Cry,  and  Curie  :  A  fweet  one, 
A  thoufand  in  yearly  Land,  well  bred,  well  friended, 
Travell'd,  and  highly  followed  for  her  Fafhions. 

Lil.  'Blefs  his  good  Fortune,  Sir. 

Mir.  This  fcurvy  Fellow, 
I  think,  they  call  his  Name  Pinac  ;  this  Serving-man, 
That  brought  ye  Venifon,  as  I  take  it,  Madam  j 

Note 
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Note  but  this  Scab •,  'tis  ftrange,  that  this  courfe  Creature, 
That  has  no  more  fet  off,  but  his  Jugglings, 
His  travell'd  Tricks. 

Lil.  Good  Sir,  I  grieve  not  at  him, 
Nor  envy  not  his  Fortune :  Yet  I  wonder ; 
He's  handfom,  yet  I  fee  no  fuch  Perfection. 

Mir.  'Would  I  had  his  Fortune,  for  'tis  a  Woman 
Of  that  fweet-temper'd  Nature,  and  that  Judgment, 
Bdides  her  State,  that  Care,  clear  Underftanding, 
And  fuch  a  Wife  to  blefs  him. 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  whence  is  fhe  ? 

Mir.  Of  England^  and  a  mod  accomplifh'd  Lady, 
So  modeft  that  Mens  Eyes  are  frighted  at  her, 
And  fuch  a  noble  Carriage,—— How  now,  Sirrah  ? 

Enter  a  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  great  Engtifh  Lady,  ■ 

Mir.  What  of  her,  Sir  ? 

Boy.  Has  newly  left  her  Coach,  and's  coming  this  way, 
Where  you  may  fee  her  plain  :  Monfieur  Pinac> 
The  only  Man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  Pinac,  Mariana,  and  Attendants; 

Mir.  He  is  much  honoured  ; 
'Would,  I  had  fuch  a  Favour!  Now  vex,  Ladies, 
Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail. 

Rof.  Ye  are  (hort  of  us,  Sir. 

Mir.  5B!efs  your  fair  Fortune,  Sir. 

Pin.  I  nobly  thank  ye. 

Mir.  Is  (he  married,  Friend  ? 

Pin.  No,  no. 

Mir.  A  goodly  Lady  ; 
A  fweet  and  delicate  Afpect :  Mark,  mark,  and  wonder! 
Haft  thou  any  Hope  of  her? 

Pin.  A  little. 

Mir.  Follow  clofe  then : 
Lole  not  that  Hope. 

Pin.  To  you,  Sir.  [Mariana  courtftes  to  bim. 

Mir.  Gentle  Lady. 

Rof.  She  is  fair,  indeed. 

Lil. 
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Lil.  I  have  feen  a  fairer,  yet 
She  is  well. 

Rof.  Her  Clothes  fit  handfom  too. 
Lil.  She  dreffes  prettily. 

Rof.  And  by  my  Faith  fhe  is  rich,  fhe  looks  ftill  fweeter. 
A  well-bred  Woman,  I  warrant  her. 

Lil.  Do  you  hear,  Sir, 
May  I  crave  this  Gentlewoman's  Name  ? 

Pin.  Mariana,  Lady. 

Lil.  I  will  not  fay,  I  owe  ye  a  quarrel,  Monfieur, 
For  making  me  your  Stale:  A  noble  Gentleman 
Would  have  had  more  Courtefy,  at  leaft,  more  Faith, 
Than  to  turn  off  his  Miftrefs  at  firft  Trial  : 
You  know  not  what  Refpect  I  might  have  fnew'd  ye ; 
I  find,  ye  have  Worth. 

Pin.  I  cannot  flay  to  anfwer  ye 
Ye  fee  my  Charge:  I  am  beholding  to  ye 
For  all  your  merry  Tricks  ye  put  upon  me, 
Your  Bobs,  and  bafe  Accounts :  I  came  to  love  ye, 
To  wooe  ye,  and  to  ferve  ye  \  I  am  much  indebted  to  ye, 
For  dancing  me  off  my  Legs  \  and  then  for  walking  me  : 
For  telling  me  ftrange  Tales  I  never  heard  of, 
More  to  abufe  me  j  forrniftaking  me, 
When  ye  both  knew  I  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  one  deferv'd  as  rich  a  Match  as  you  are. 

Lil.  Be  not  fo  bitter,  Sir. 

Pin.  You  fee  this  Lady  : 
She  is  young  enough,  and  fair  enough  to  pleafe  me, 
A  Woman  of  a  loving  Mind,  a  quiet, 
And  one,  that  weighs  the  Worth  of  him  that  loves  her 
I  am  content  with  this,  and  blefs  my  Fortune  j 
Your  curious  Wits,  and  Beauties,  

LH.  Faith,  fee  me  once  more. 

Pin.  I  dare  not  trouble  ye. 

Lil.  May  I  fpeak  to  your  Lady  ? 

Pin.  I  pray  ye,  content  yourfelf :  I  know,  ye  are  bitter, 
And,  in  your  Bitternefs,  ye  may  abufe  her ; 
Which  if  fhe  comes  to  know,  (for  (he  underftands  ye  not) 
It  may  breed  fuch  a  Quarrel  to  your  Kindred, 
And  fuch  an  Indifcretion  fling  on  you  too  * 

For 
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For  ftie  is  nobly  Friended.    Lil.  I  could  eat  her. 

Pin.  Reft  as  ye  are,  a  modeft  noble  Gentlewoman, 
And  afford  your  honeft  Neighbours  fome  of  your  Prayers. 

[Exit  Mariana,  and  Attendants. 

Mir.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Lil.  Faith,  fhe's  a  pretty  Whiting  j 
She  has  got  a  pretty  Catch  too. 

Mir.  You  are  angry, 
Monftrous  angry  now,  grievoufly  angry  ; 
And  the  pretty  Heart  does  fwell  now. 

Lil.  No,  in  troth,  Sir. 

Mir.  And  (32)  it  will  cry  anon,  a  pox  upon  it  I 
And  it  will  curfe  itfelf,  and  eat  no  Meat,  Lady ; 
And  it  will  fight. 

Lil.  Indeed,  you  are  miftaken ; 
It  will  be  very  merry. 

Rof.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think 
There  are  no  more  Men  living,  nor  no  handfomer, 
Than  he,  or  you  ?  By  this  Light,  there  be  ten  Thoufand, 
TenThoufandThoufand:  Comfort  yourfelf,  dear Monfieur, 
Faces,  and  Bodies,  Wits,  and  all  Abiliments 
There  are  fo  many  we  regard  'em  not. 

Enter  Belleur,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mir.  That  fuch  a  noble  Lady  I  could  burft  now, 
So  far  above  fuch  Trifles, 
Bel.  You  did  laugh  at  me, 

(32)  —  it  will  cry  anon,  a  pox  upon  it  ! 

And  it  will  curfe  itfelf,  and  eat  no  Meat, — ]  This  Place  as  it 
Hands,  I  am  far  from  thinking  genuine;  becaufe,  upon  a  nearer  View, 
we  mall  find  Mirabelfs  flamming  Aflertions,  and  Li  Ilia's  cool  Anfwers, 
by  no  means  agreeing.  He  fays,  She  will  cry,  pox  upon  it,  will  curfe 
and  eat  no  Meat ;  to  which  Ihe  replies  in  thefe  Kefpe&s,  He  is  greatly 
mijlaken,  fo  far  all  is  eafy.  But  when  he  adds,  And  it  will  Fight. 
To  which  me  anfwers,  //  will  be  'very  merry,  we  fee  then  the  Aifer- 
tion  and  the  Anfwer  are  toto  carlo  inconiiftent.  My  Conjecture,  which 
is  very  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  will  tot  all  right : 

•  it  will  curfe  itfelf,  and  eat  no  Meat, 

And  it  will  figh. 
Lil.  Indeed  you  are  mijlaken, 

It  will  be  very  merry. 
Here  the  Sentence  is  fee  found  by  reftoring  of  the  Antifhefn. 

An4 
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And  I  know,  why  ye  laughed. 

1  Gent.  I  pray  ye,  be  fatisfied  ; 
If  we  did  laugh,  we  had  fome  private  Reafon, 
And  not  at  you. 

2  Gent.  Alas,  we  know  you  not,  Sir. 
Bel.  Fll  make  youJcnow  me  ;  fet  your  Faces  foberly ; 

Stand  this  way,  and  look  fad  5  I'll  be  no  May.-game ; 
Sadder,  demurer  yet. 

Rof  What's  the  matter  ? 
What  ails  this  Gentleman  ? 

Bel.  Go  off  now  backward,  that  I  may  behold  ye ; 
And-  not  a  Simper  on  your  Lives. 
til.  He's  mad,  fure. 
Bel.  Do  you  obferve  me  too  ? 
Mir.  I  may  look  on  ye. 
Bel.  Why  do  you  grin  ?  I  know  your  Mind. 
Mir.  You  do  not, 
You  are  ftrangely  humorous:  Is  there  no  Mirth,  nor 

Pleafure, 
But  you  muft  be  the  Object  ? 

Bel.  Mark,  and  obferve  me  5 
Where-ever  I  am  nam'd, 
The  very  Word  fhall  raife  a  general  Sadnefs, 
For  the  Difgrace  this  fcurvy  Woman  did  me ; 
This  proud  pert  Thing  ;  take  heed,  ye  laugh  not  at  me 
Provoke  me  not,  take  heed. 

Rof  I  would  fain  pleafe  ye  ; 
Do  any  thing  to  keep  ye  quiet. 

Bel.  Hear  me, 
Till  I  receive  a  Satisfaction 
Equal  to  the  Difgrace,  and  Scorn,  ye  gave  me, 
Ye  are  a  wretched  Woman  \  till  thou  woo'ft  me, 
And  I  fcorn  thee  as  much,  as  ferioufly 
Jeer,  and  abufe  thee ;  ask,  what  Gill  thou  art  5 
Or  any  bafer  Name  ;  I  will  proclaim  thee, 
I  will  fo  fing  thy  Virtue,  fo  be-paint  thee. 
Rof.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  more  modeft. 
Qel.  Do  you  laugh  again  ? 
Becaufe  ye  are  a  Woman,  ye  are  lawlefs, 
And  out  of  Compafs  of  an  honed  Anger. 


224        ^e  Wild-Goof e  Chafe. 

Rof.  Good  Sir,  have  a  better  Belief  of  me. 
Lil.  Away,  dear  Sifter.  [Exi/l 
Mir.  Is  not  this  better  now,  this  feeming  Madnefs, 
Than  falling  out  with  your  Friends  ? 
Bel.  Have  I  not  frighted  her  ? 

Mir.  Into  her  right  Wits,  I  warrant  thee :  Follow  this 
Humour, 

And  thou  (halt  fee  how  profperoufly  'twill  guide  thee. 
Bel.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  a  way  to  woo  yet,  I  was 
afraid  once 

(33)1  never  ftiould  have  made  a  civil  Suiter. 

Well,  Fll  about  it  ftill.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Do,  do,  and  profper. 
What  Sport  do  I  make  with  thefe  Fools  ?  What  Pleafure 
Feeds  me, 

And  fats  my  Sides  at  their  poor  Innocence  ? 

Enter  Lugier. 

Wooing  and  Wiving,  hang  it  5  give  me  Mirth, 
Witty  and  dainty  Mirth :  I  fhall  grow  in  Love,  fure, 
With  mine  own  happy  Head.  Who's  this?  To  me,  Sir? 
What  Youth  is  this  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you, 
If  your  Name  be  Monfieur  MirabelL 

Mir.  Ye  have  hit  it ; 
Your  Bufinefs,  I  befeech  ye  ? 

Lug.  This  it  is,  Sir, 
There  is  a  Gentlewoman  hath  long  time  affected  ye, 
And  lov'd  ye  dearly. 

Mir.  Turn  over,  and  end  that  Story, 
*Tis  long  enough  :  I  have  no  Faith  in  Women,  Sir. 

Lug.  It  feems  fo,  Sir:  I  do  not  come  to  woo  for  her, 
Or  fing  her  Praifes,  though  {he  well  deferve  'em, 
I  come  to  tell  ye,  ye  have  been  cruel  to  her, 
Unkind  and  cruel,  falfe  of  Faith,  and  carelefs, 
Taking  more  Pleafure  in  abufing  her, 
Wrefting  her  Honour  to  your  wild  Difpofcs, 

(33)  I  never  Jbould  have  made  a  civil  Suiter. ]  Will  OPt  the  wtool* 
Context  induce  us  to  read, 

■  ■  1  ■     an  uncivil  $uiter% 

Than 
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Than  noble  in  requiting  her  Affection  : 

Which,  as  ye  are  a  Man,  I  muft  defire  ye 

( A  Gentleman  of  Rank)  not  to  perfift  in, 

No  more  to  load  her  fair  Name  with  your  Injuries* 

Mir.  Why,  I  befeech  ye,  Sir  ? 

Lug.  Good  Sir,  I'll  tell  ye, 
And  I'll  be  fhort:  I'll  tell  ye,  'caufe  I  love  ye; 
Becaufe  I'd  have  you  fhun  the  Shame  may  follow  : 
There  is  a  noble  Man,  new  come  to  Town,  Sir, 
A  noble  and  a  great  Man  that  affects  her, 
A  Countryman  of  mine,  a  brave  Savoy  an. 
Nephew  to  th'  Duke,  and  fo  much  honours  her, 
That  'twill  be  dangerous  to  purfue  your  old  way, 
To  touch  at  any  thing  concerns  her  Honour, 
Believe,  mod  dangerous :  Her  Name  is  Oriana, 
And  this  great  Man  will  marry  her:  Take  heed,  Sir, 
For  howfoe'er  her  Brother,  a  (laid  Gentleman, 
Lets  things  pafs  upon  better  hopes,  this  Lord,  Sir, 
Is  of  that  fiery,  and  that  poinant  Metal, 
(Efpecially  provok'd  on  by  Affection) 
That  'twill  be  hard  :  But  you  are  wife. 

Mir.  A  Lord,  Sir? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  a  noble  Lord* 

Mir.  'Send  her  good  Fortune !  ■ 
This  will  not  ftir  her  Lord  ;  a  Baronejs, 
Say  ye  fo,  fay  ye  fo  ?  by'r  Lady,  a  brave  Title  5 
Top,  and  top-gallant  now  ;  'fave  her  great  Ladyfhip! 
I  was  a  poor  Servant  of  hers,  I  muft  confefs,  Sir, 
And  in  thofe  Days  I  thought  I  might  be  jovy, 
And  make  a  little  bold  to  call  into  her : 
But  Bafta !  now,  I  know  my  Rules  and  Diftance ; 
Yet,  if  me  want  an  Ufher,  fuch  an  Implement, 
One  that  is  throughly  pac'd,  a  clean-made  Gentleman, 
(34)  Can  hold  a  hanging  up,  with  Approbation 
Plant  his  Hat  formally,  and  wait  with  Patience, 
I  do  befeech  you,  Sir  > 

(34)  Can  bold  a  hanging  up,  ]  This  Expreffion  we  mee$  again 

with  in  the  next  Play  toward  the  End  of  the  firft  Aft, 


Vol.  V. 


Lug. 
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Lug.  Sir,  leave  your  Scoffing, 
And  as  ye  are  a  Gentleman,  deal  fairly : 
I  have  given  ye  a  Friend's  Counfel,  fo  Til  leave  ye. 

Mir.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  Sir  ;  is't  poflible  ! 
I  may  believe  what  you  fay  ? 

Lug.  You  may  choofe,  Sir. 

Mir.  No  Baits?  No  Fifh-hooks,  Sir?  No  Gins?  No 
Noofes  ? 
No  Pitfals  to  catch  Puppies? 

Lug.  I  tell  ye  certain  ; 
You  may  believe;  if  not,  (land  to  the  Danger.  [Exit. 

Mir.  A  Lord  of  Savoy ,  fays  he?  The  Duke's  Nephew  ; 
A  Man  fo  mighty  ?  By'r  Lady  a  fair  Marriage; 
By  my  Faith,  a  handfome  Fortune:  I  muft  leave  prating ; 
For  to  confefs  the  Trurh,  I  have  abufed  her, 
For  which  I  fhould  be  forry,  but  that  will  feem  fcurvy  ; 
I  mult  confefs,  fhe  was,  ever  fince  I  knew  her, 
As  mcdeft  as  me  was  fair ;  I  am  fure  (he  lov'd  me, 
Her  Means  good,  and  her  Breeding  excellent; 
And  for  my  fake  me  has  refus'd  fair  Matches  : 
I  may  play  the  Fool  finely.    Stay,  who  are  thefe? 

Enter  De  Gard,  Oriana,  and  Attendants. 

3Tis  me,  I  am  fure ;  and  that  the  Lord  it  mould  feem, 
He  carries  a  fair  Port,  is  a  handfome  Man  too : 
1  do  begin  to  feel  I  am  a  Coxcomb. 

Oria.  Good  my  Lord,  chufe  a  nobler ;  for  I  know 
I  am  fo  far  below  your  Rank  and  Honour, 
That  what  ye  can  fay  this  way,  I  muft  credit 
But  fpoken  to  beget  yourfelf  fport :  Alas,  Sir, 
I  am  fo  far  off  from  defervirg  you, 
My  .Beauty  fo  unfit  for  your  Affe&ijon, 
That  I  am  grown  the  Scorn  of  common  Railers, 
Of  fuch  injurious  Things,  that  when  they  cannoc 
Reach  at  my  Perfon,  lie  with  my  Reputation : 
I  am  poor  befides. 

De  Ga.  Ye  are  all  Wealth  and  Goodnefs ; 
And  none  but  fuel,  as  are  the  Scum  of  Men, 
The  Ulcers  of  an  noneft  State,  Spight- weavers 
That  live  on  Poifononly,  like'fwoln  Spiders, 

Dare 
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£)are  once  profane  fuch  Excellence,  fuch  Sweetnefs. 

Mir.  This  Man  fpeaks  loud  indeed. 

Be  Ga.  Name  but  the  Men,  Lady: 
Let  me  tut  krtow  thefe  poor  and  bafe  Depravers, 
Lay  but  to  my  Revenge  their  Perfons  open, 
And  you  fhall  fee  how  fuddenly,  how  fully, 
For  your  moft  beauteous  fake,  how  direfully 
I'll  handle  their  Defpights.    Is  this  thing  one  ? 
Be  what  he  will. 

Mir.  Sir! 

Ve  Ga.  Dare  your  malicious  Tongue,  Sir  ? 

Mit.  I  know  you  not,  nor  what  you  mean* 

Oria.  Good  my  Lord. 

DeGa.  If  he,  or  any  he. 

Oria.  I  befeech  your  Honour. 
This  Gentleman's  a  Stranger  to  my  knowledge, 
And  no  doubt,  Sir,  a  worthy  Man. 

Be  Ga.  Your  mercy  ; 
But  had  he  been  a  Tainter  of  your  Honour, 
A  Blafler  of  thofe  Beauties  reign  within  ye — « 
But  we  (hall  find  a  fitter  time :  Dear  Lady, 
As  foon  as  I  have  freed  ye  from  your  Guardian, 
And  done  fome  honour'd  Offices  unto  ye, 
I'll  take  ye  with  thofe  Faults  the  World  flings  on  ye ; 
And  dearer  than  the  whole  World  I'll  efteem  ye. 

[Exeunt 

Mir.  This  is  a  thundringLord  \  I'm  glad  I  'fcap'd  him  5 
How  lovingly  the  Wench  difclaim'd  my  Villany  ! 
I  am  vex'd  now  heartily  that  he  mall  have  her  \ 
Not  that  I  care  to  marry,  or  to  lofe  her  j 
But  that  this  Bilbo- Lord  mall  reap  that  Maidenhead 
That  was  my  due  \  that  he  mail  rig  and  top  her — 
I'd  give  a  thoufand  Crowns  now,  he  might  mifs  her* 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Nay,  if  I  bear  your  Blows,  and  keep  your  Counfel, 
You  have  good  Luck,  Sir  >  I'll  teach  ye  to  ftrike  lighter. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  honed  Fellow;  can'ft  thou  tell  me 
Where  this  great  Lord  lies?  This  Savoy  Lord?  Thou 
met1  ft  him  > 

P  2  H«. 
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He  now  went  by  thee  certain. 

Ser.  Yes,  he  did,  Sir ; 
I  know  him,  and  I  know  you  are  fooPd. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  • 
Here's  all  this,  give  me  Truth. 

Ser.  Not  for  your  Money  : 
(And  yet  that  may  do  much)  but  I  have  been  beaten : 
And  by  the  worfhipful  Contrivers  beaten,  and  I'll  tell  ye ; 
This  is  no  Lord,  no  Savoy  Lord. 

Mir.  Go  forward. 

Ser.  This  is  a  Trick,  and  put  upon  ye  grofly 
By  one  Lugier  \  the  Lord's  Monfieur  Be  Gard,  Sir, 
An  honeft  Gentleman,  and  a  Neighbour  here? 
Their  ends  you  underftand  better  than  I,  fure. 

Mir.  Now  I  know  him  : 
Know  him  now  plain. 

(35)  I  nave  difcharg'd  my  Choler;  fo  God  b*y 
ye,  Sir,  [Exit. 

Mr. 

(35)  I  have  difchargd  my  Colours;  ]  For  a  Perfon  to  be  dif- 

eharged from  bis  Colours  is  common,  tho*  for  one  to  difebarge  bis  o*wn 
Co/curs,  is,  I  am  afraid,  a  Phrafe  altogether  unufual :  But  then  what 
has  the  difcharging  of  Colours,  fuppefing  it  right,  to  do  with  the  Dif- 
covery  of  De  Gardes  and  Lugier's  Plot,  which  the  Servant  has  juft 
made  to  Mirabell?  why,  juit  nothing  at  all.  If  therefore  this  Phrafe 
be  not  Englijb,  or,  if  fo,  has  no  Bufinefs  to  Hand  here,  we  muft  either 
flrike  it  out  or  correct,  it;  the  firll  is  not  allowable,  the  fecond  not  dif- 
ficult. The  Words  of  the  Servant,  at  his  Entrance  juit  above,  lead  us 
to  a  Reading  that  will  make  all  clear. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Kay,  if  I  bear  your  Blows,  and  keep  your  Counftl, 
You  ha-je  good  Luck,  Sir ;  ■ 
Here  we  fee  he  has  been  beaten,  but  by  whom  or  for  what  'tis  no 
mighty  matter.  His  Infclence,  as  he  was  intruded  with  a  Secret  of 
Importance,  rofe  to  fuch  an  height  that  the  Perfon  before  whom  he 
fhow'd  it,  could  not  forbear  correcting  of  it,  by  giving  him  a  found 
Drubbing;  thinking  upon  this  his  Secrecy  but  ill  repaid,  he  was  re - 
folv'd  to  biab,  and  luckily  in  that  refpeel,  he  met  with  the  only  Man 
in  the  World  to  whom  he  could  have  unfolded  his  Mind ;  his  Paffioa 
therefore  he  indulges,  and  out-goes  the  Secret  j  upon  which  'tis  natural 
enough  to  fuppofe  him  to  fay, 

/  bave  difcbarg%d  my  Choler ;  ■ 
u  e.  Pafiioc,         For  as  to  quitting  his  Service,  fuppofing  that  is 

meant 


The  Wild-Goofe  Chafe.  229 

Mir.  What  a  purblind  Puppy  was  I  j  now  I  remember 
him, 

All  the  whole  caft  on's  Face,  though  it  were  umber'd, 
And  mask'd  with  Patches  :  What  a  dunder-whelp 
To  let  him  domineer  thus?  How  he  ftrutted, 
And  what  a  Load  of  Lord  he  clapt  upon  him! 
Would  I'd  him  here  again,  I  would  fo  bounce  him, 

I  would  fo  thank  his  Lordfhip  for  his  lewd  Plot  - 

Do  they  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a  great  Band  made  of 
Bird-pots, 

And  a  Pair  of  Pin-buttockt  Breeches?  Ha!  'Tis  he 
•   Again,  he  comes,  he  comes,  he  comes  \  have  at  him. 

Enter  De  Gard,  Oriana,  &c. 

Mir.  [fwgs]  My  Savoy  Lord,  why  doft  thou  frown 
on  me  ? 

And  will  that  Favour  never  fweeter  be  ? 
Wilt  thou,  I  fay,  for  ever  play  the  Fool? 
De  Gard,  be  wife,  and,  Savoy,  go  to  School. 
My  Lord  De  Gard,  I  thank  ye  for  your  Antick ; 
My  Lady  bright,  that  will  be  fometimes  frantick  ; 
You  worthy  Train  that  wait  upon  this  Pair, 
'Send  you  more  Wit,  and  they  a  bouncing  Baire, 
And  fo  I  take  my  humble  leave  of  your  Honours. 

De  Ga.  We  are  difcover'd,  there's  no  Remedy. 
JMta  Blanco's  Man,  upon  my  Life, 

In  ftubbornnefs,  becaufe  Lugier  corrected  him  

(36)  (A  fhamelefs  Slave!  plague  on  him  for  a  Rafcal.) 

Oria.  I  was  in  a  perfect  hope  s  the  bane  on't  is  now, 

meant  by  difcharging  his  Co/ours,  that  he  did  not  do,  as  is  plain  from 
the  firft  Speech  of  the  next  Aft, 

 thank  your  fweet  Squire,  here; 

And  from  A£t  5.  Scene  4.  where  Lillia  fays, 

Get  ye  gone,  Sirrah  ; 

And  what  ye  have  feen,  he  fecret  in :  Tou  are  paid  c//e9 
No  more  of  your  long  Tongue. 
(36)  A  fonmelefs  Slave's  plague  on  him  for  a  Rafcal]  What  a  fhame- 
Ujs  Slave's  plague  means,  is  poffibly  as  much  unknown  to  the  Reader  as 
niyfelf.    I  difpute  not  but  the  Poet  gave  the  Line  thus, 
JJkameUf  Slave !  plague  on  him  for  a  Rafcal. 

f  3  He 
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He  will  make  Mirth  on  Mirth,  to  perfecute  us. 

Be  Ga.  We  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  vex'd  to  the  Proof  too, 
I'll  try  once  more    then  if  I  fail,  here's  one  ipeaks. 

Oria.  Let  me  be  loll,  and  fcorn'd  firft. 

Be  Ga.  Well,  we'll  confider, 
Away,  and  let  me  fhift;  I  mail  be  hooted  elfc.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   IV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lugier,  Lillia,  and  Servants. 

Lug.       A I  N  T  not   but  do  as  I  direct  ye,  truft  me  ; 

X/    Believe  me  too,  for  what  I  have  told  ye,  Lady, 
As  true  as  you  are  IMU**  is  Ainh^ntick^ 
I  know  it,  I  have  found  it ;  'tis  a  poor  Courage 
Flies  off  for  one  Repulfe  •,  thefe  Travellers 
Snail  find   before  we  have  done,  a  home-fpun  Wit, 
A  plain  French  Understanding,  may  cope  with  'em  •, 
They  have  had  the  better  yet,  thank  your  fweet  Squire,  here  j 
And  let  'em  brag:  You  would  be  reveng'd. 
Lil.  Yes  furely. 

Lug.  And  married  too  ?    Lil.  I  think  fo. 

Lug.  Then  be  counfell'd, 
Y^u  know  how  to  proceed :  I  have  other  Irons 
Heating  as  well  as  yours,  and  I  will  ftrike 
Three  Blows  with  one  Stone  home  \  be  rul'd,  and  happy, 
And  fo  I  leave  ye.    Now  is  the  time.        [Exit  Lugier, 

Lil.  I  am  ready. 
If  he  (37)  do  come  to  Bor  me. 

Ser.  Will  ye  (land  here, 
And  let  the  People  think,  ye  are  God  knows  what,  Miftrefs  ? 

(37)  — d°  come  t0  d°        This  unmeaning  Place  I  would  reform  thus, 
If  he  do  come  to  Dor  me. 
The  Dyr  and  to  Dcr  are  common  in  cur  Authors,  and  Ben  John/on** 
Writings.    Thus  in  the  Lover's  Progrefs,  the  fecond  Play  after  this. 
Act  1.  Scene  1.  Malfort  fays  to  Lecm, 

  ■«  /  ncoud  not 

Receive  tie  Bor.  » 

Let 
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Let  Boys  and  Prentices  prefume  upon  ye  ? 
Lil.  Prithee  hold  thy  Peace. 
Ser.  Stand  at  his  Door  that  hates  ye  ? 
Lil.  Prithee  leave  prating. 

Ser.  Tray  ye  go  to  th'  Tavern.  I'll  give  ye  a  Pint  of 
Wine  there. 

If  any  of  the  Mad-cap  Gentlemen  fhould  come  by, 
That  take  up  Women  upon  fpecial  Warrant, 
You  were  in  a  wife  Cafe  now. 

Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  Mariana,  Prieft  and  Attendants* 

Lil.  Give  me  the  Garland, 
And  wait  you  here. 

Mir.  She  is  here  to  feek  thee,  Sirrah: 
I  told  thee  what  would  follow ;  me  is  mad  for  thee  5 
Shew,  and  advance.    So  early  ftirring,  Lady  ? 
It  fhews  a  bufy  Mind,  a  Fancy  troubled. 
A  willow  Garland  too?  Is't  poflible  ? 
'Tis  pity  fo  much  Beauty  mould  lie  mufty, 
But  'tis  not  to  be  help'd  now. 

Lil.  The  more's  my  Mifery.' 
Good  Fortune  to  ye,  Lady,  you  deferve  it : 
To  me,  too  late  Repentance ;  I  have  fought  it : 
I  do  not  envy,  though  I  grieve  a  little. 
You  are  Miftrefs  of  that  Happinefs,  thofe  Joys 
That  might  have  been,  had  I  been  wife :  But  Fortune— 

Pin.  She  underftands  ye  not,  'pray  ye  do  not  trouble  her  j 
And  do  not  crofs  me  like  a  Hare  thus,  'tis  as  ominous. 

Lil.  I  come  not  to  upbraid  your  Levity, 
(Though  ye  made  mew  of  Love,  and  though  I  lik'd  ye) 
To  claim  an  Intereft  5  (we  are  yet  both  Strangers, 
But  what  we  might  have  been,  had  you  perfever'd,  Sir,) 
To  be  an  Eye- fore  to  your  loving  Lady ; 
This  Garland  (hews,  I  give  myfelf  forfaken  ; 
(Yet  me  mud  pardon  me,  'tis  mod  unwillingly  :) 
And  all  the  Power  and  Intereft  I  had  in  ye, 
(As  I  perfuade  myfelf,  fomewhat  ye  lov'd  me-,)] 
Thus  patiently  I  render  up,  I  offer 
To  her  that  muft  enjoy  ye,  and  fo  blefs  ye ; 

P4  Only, 
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Only,  I  heartily  defire  this  Courtefy, 
And  would  not  be  deny'd,  to  wait  upon  yc 
This  Day,  to  fee  ye  ty'd,  then  no  more  trouble  ye. 

Pin.  It  needs  not,  Lady. 

Lil.  Good  Sir,  grant  me  fo  much. 

Pin.  'Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  Invitation. 

Lil.  My  Prefence,  Sir,  mall  not  proclaim  it  publick. 

Pin.  May  be  'tis  not  in  Town, 

Lil.  I  have  a  Coach,  Sir, 
And  a  moil  ready  Will  to  do  you  fervice. 

Mir.  Strike  now  or  never  \  make  it  fure :  I  tell  thee, 
She  will  hang  herfelf,  if  (he  have  thee  not. 

Pin.  Tray  ye,  Sir, 
Entertain  my  noble  Miftrefs :  Only  a  Word  or  two 
With  this  importunate  Woman,  and  I'll  relieve  ye. 
Now  ye  fee  what  your  Flings  are,  and  your  Fancies, 
Your  States,  and  your  wild  Stubbornnefs  ;  now  ye  find 
What  'tis  to  gird  and  kick  at  Mens  fair  Services, 
To  raife  your  Pride  to  fuch  a  Pitch  and  Glory, 
That  Goodnefs  fhews  like  Gnats,  fcorn'd  under  ye, 
'Tis  ugly,  naught;  a  Self-will  in  a  Woman, 
Chain'd  to  an  over-weening  Thought,  is  peftilent, 
Murders  fair  Fortune  firft,  then  fair  Opinion  : 
There  ftands  a  Pattern,  a  true  patient  Pattern, 
Humble,  and  fweet. 

Lil.  I  can  but  grieve  my  Ignorance. 
Repentance,  fome  fay  too,  is  the  beft  Sacrifice ; 
For  fure,  Sir,  if  my  Chance  had  been  fo  happy, 
(As  I  confefs  I  was  mine  own  Deftroyer) 
As  to  have  arrived  at  you  *,  (I  will  not  Prophefy,) 
But  certain,  as  I  think,  I  fliould  have  pleas'd  ye 
*    Have  made  ye  as  much  wonder  at  my  Courtefy, 
My  Love,  and  Duty,  as  I  have  difiiearten'd  ye: 
Seme  Hours  we  have  of  Youth,  and  fome  of  Folly  ^ 
And  being  free-born  Maids,  we  take  a  Liberty, 
And  to  maintain  that,  fometimes  we  ftrain  highly. 

Pin.  Now  ye  talk  Reafon.  ^ 

Lil.  But  being  yoak'd,  and  govern'd, 
Married,  a^id  thofe  light  Vanities  purg'd  from  us ; 

How 
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How  Fair  we  grow,  how  gentle,  and  how  tender, 
"We  twine  about  thole  Loves  that  moot  up  with  us! 
A  fullen  Woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  ye ; 
She  has  a  fad  and  darken'd  Soul,  loves  dully : 
A  merry  and  a  free  Wench,  give  her  Liberty, 
Believe  her  in  the  lighted  Form  me  appears  to  yc, 
Believe  her  excellent,  though  (he  defpife  ye ; 
Let  but  thefe  Fits  and  Flames  pafs,  me  will  mew  to  ye 
As  Jewels  rubb'd  from  Duft,  or  Gold  new  burnilh'd ; 
Such  had  I  been,  had  you  believ'd^ 
Pin.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Lil.  And  to  your  Happinefs,  I  dare  affure  ye 
If  true  Love  be  accounted  fo  :  your  Pleafure, 
Your  Will,  and  your  Command  had  tied  my  Motions: 
But  that  Hope's  gone ;  I  know  you  are  young  and  giddy, 
And  till  you  have  a  Wife  can  govern  with  ye, 
(38)  You  fail  upon  this  World's-Sea,  light  and  empty; 
Your  Bark  in  danger  daily  •,  'tis  not  the  Name  neither 
Of  Wife  can  fteer  ye,  but  the  noble  Nature, 
The  Diligence,  the  Care,  the  Love,  the  Patience, 
She  makes  the  Pilot,  and  preferves  the  Husband, 
That  knows,  and  reckons  every  Rib  he's  built  on  5 
Put  this  I  tell  ye,  to  my  Shame, 

Pin.  I  admire  ye, 
And  now  am  forry,  that  I  aim  beyond  ye. 

Mir.  So,  fo,  fo,  fair  and  foftly.  She  is  thine  own,  Boy, 
She  comes  now,  without  Lure. 

Pin.  Qut  that  it  mult  needs 
Be  reckon'd  to  me  as  a  Wantonnefs, 
Or  worfe,  a  Madnefs,  to  for  fake  a  Bleffing, 
A  Bleffing  of  that  Hope  — 

Lil.  I  dare  not  urge  ye : 
And  yet,  dear  Sir— 

Pin.  'Tis  moft  certain,  I  had  rather,  [woman, 
If  'twere  in  my  own  Choice  for  you're  my  Country- 

(3s)  Yw  fail  upon  this  Wold-Sea,—]  The  Reader,  I  dare  fay,  will 
be  pleafed  to  fee  this  dark  Place  fo  well  cleared  up.  The  Text,  with, 
only  the  trifling  Addition  of  a  Letter,  is  from  the  Copy  of  1652,  which 
reprefents  the  Line  thus, 

Ten  fail  upon  ibis  World- Sea,  light  and  emptj. 

A 


234         *T®e  Witd-Goofe  Chafe. 

A  Neighbour,  here  born  by  me,  (he  a  Stranger: 
And  who  knows  how  her  Friends  ?■ 

Lil.  Do  as  you  pleafe,  Sir  * 
If  ye  be  fad,  not  all  the  World  ;  I  love  ye, 
It  is  moft  true,  and  clear,  I  would  perfuade  ye  3 
And  I  fhall  love  you  ftill. 

Pin.  Go,  get  before  me ; 
So  much  you  have  won  upon  me  ;  do  it  prefently : 
[fere's  a  Prieft  ready  ;  I'll  have  you. 

Lil.  Not  now,  Sir, 
No,  you  fhall  pardon  me;  advance  your  Lady, 
I  dare  not  hinder  your  moft  high  Preferment, 
Tis  Honour  enough  for  me  I  have  unmask'd  ye. 

Pin.  How's  that  ? 

Lil.  I've  caught  ye,  Sir;  alas!  Iam  no  States-Woman, 
Nor  no  great  Traveller,  yet  I  have  found  ye, 
I've  found  )  cur  Lady  too,  your  beauteous  Lady ; 
I've  found  her  Birth  and  Breeding  too,  her  Discipline ; 
Who  brought  her  over,  and  who  kept  your  Lady ; 
And  v  hen  he  laid  her  by,  what  virtuous  Nunnery 
Receiv'd  her  in  ;  I  nave  found  aJl  thefe :  Are  ye  blank  now? 
Methinks  fuch  traveled  Wifdoms  fhould  not  fool  thus ; 
Such  excellent  Inclill  rt  tions  — — 

Mir.  How  could  iht  know  this  ?  [Afide. 

Lil.  *Tis  true,  Ihe's  Englijh  born,  but  moft  part  French 
now, 

And  fo  1  hope  you'll  find  her,  to  your  Comfort. 
Alas,  I  am  ignorant  of  what  fhe  coft  ye  ;  % 
The  Price  of  thefe  hired  Clothes  I  do  not  know,  Gentlemen ; 
Thofe  Jewels  are  the  Brokers,  how  ye  ftand  bound  for  'em. 

Pin.  Will  you  make  this  good? 

Lil  Yes,  yes,  and  to  her  Face,  Sir, 
That  fhe's  an  Englijh  Whore,  a  kind  of  fling  Duft, 
One  of  your  London  Light  o'  Loves,  a  right  one, 
Came  over  in  thin  Pumps,  and  half  a  Petticoat, 
One  Faith,  and  one  Smock,  with  a  broken  Haberdafher ; 
I  know  all  this  without  a  Conjurer : 
Her  Name  is  Jumping-^;/,  an  antient  Sin-Weaver; 
She  was  firft  a  Lady's  Chamber-maid,  there  flipp'd 
And  broke  her  Leg  a^ove  the  Knee ;  departed, 
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And  fet  up  Shop  herfelf.    Stood  the  fierce  Conflicts 
Of  many  a  furious  Term  ;  there  loft  her  Colours, 
And  laft  fliip'd  over  hither. 

Mir.  We  are  betray'd.  [Afide. 

Lil.  Do  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this  Myftery  ? 
To  ftir  me  with  a  Stink  none  can  endure,  Sir  ? 
I  pray  proceed,  the  Wedding  will  become  ye; 
Who  gives  the  Lady?  You  ?  An  excellent  Father: 
A  careful  Man,  and  one  that  knows  a  Beauty. 
Send  ye  fair  Shipping,  Sir,  and  fo  I'll  leave  ye, 
Be  wile  and  manly,  then  I  may  chance  to  love  ye.  [Exit. 

Mir.  As  I  live,  lam  afham'd  this  Wench  has  reach'd  me, 
Monftrous  afham'd,  but  there's  no  remedy, 
This  skew'd  ey'd  carrion. 

Pin.  This  I  fufpe&ed  ever. 
Come,  come,  uncafe,  we  have  no  more  ufe  of  ye  5 
Your  Clothes  muft  back  again. 

Mar.  Sir,  ye  mall  pardon  me ; 
'Tis  not  our  Englijh  ufe  to  be  degraded : 
If  you  will  vifit  me,  and  take  your  Venture, 
You  (hall  have  Pleafure  for  your  Properties ; 
(39)  And  fo  Sweet-heart   [Exit  Marian*. 

Mir.  Let  her  go,  and  the  Devil  go  with  her ; 
We  have  never  better  Luck  witfy  thefe  Preludiums ; 
Come,  be  not  daunted  j  think  (he  is  but  a  Woman, 
And  let  her  have  the  Devil's  Wit,  we'll  reach  her. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rofajure,  and  Lugier. 

Rof.  Ye  have  now  redeem'd  my  good  Opinion,  Tutor, 

And  ye  ftand  fair  again. 

Lug.  I  can  but  labour, 
And  fvveat  in  your  Affairs  ;  I  am  fure  Belleur 
Will  be  here  inftantly,  and  ufe  his  Anger, 
His  wonted  Harftinefs. 

(39)  And  fo  Sweet-heart  ]  The  Completion  of  the  Senfe  is  as  well 
underitcod  as  if  exprefied,  but  if  the  Reader  will  have  it  out  at  length 
ie  may  make  it  run  thus, 

And  fo  Sweetheart,  God  be  with  yoq. 
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Rof  I  hope  he  will  not  beat  me. 

Lug.  No  fure,  he  has  more  Manners ;  be  you  ready, 

Rof.  Yes,  yes,  I  am,  and  am  refolv'd  to  fit  him, 
With  Patience  to  outdo  all  he  can  offer  5 
But  how  does  Oriana  ? 

Lug.  Worfe,  and  worfe  ftill ; 
There  is  a  fad  Houfe  for  her :  flie  is  now, 
Poor  Lady,  utterly  diftrafted. 

Rof.  Pity! 
Infinite  Pity!  'Tis  a  handfom  Lady, 
That  Mirabell's  a  Beaft,  worfe  than  a  Monfter, 
If  this  AJBi&ion  work  not. 

Enter  Lillia-Bianca. 

Lil.  Are  ye  ready  ? 
Belleur  is  coming  on,  here,  hard  behind  me, 
I  have  no  Leifure  to  relate  my  Fortune. 
Only  I  wifh  you  may  come  off  as  handfomly, 
Upon  the  Sign  you  know  what. 

Rof  Well,  well,  leave  me. 

Enter  Bellleur, 

Bel.  How  now  ? 

Rof  Ye  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Bel.  'Tis  well  ye  have  Manners : 
That  Court'fy  again,  and  hold  your  Countenance  ftaidly  5 
That  Look's  too  light ;  take  heed  :  fo,  fit  ye  down  now, 
And  to  confirm  me  that  your  Gall  is  gone, 
Your  Bitternefs  difpers'd,  for  fo  PU  have  it : 
Look  on  me  ftedfaftly,  and  whatfoe'er  I  fay  to  ye, 
Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  Face,  ye  are  gone  then  : 
For  if  you  do  exprefs  the  leaft  Diftafte, 
Or  (hew  an  angry  Wrinkle,  mark  me,  Woman, 
We  are  now  alone,  I  will  fo  conjure  theej 
The  third  Part  of  my  Execution 
Cannot  be  fpoke. 

Rof.  I  am *at  your  Difpofe,  Sir. 

Bel.  Now  rife,  and  woo  me  a  little,  Jet  me  hear  that 
Faculty  : 

But 
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But  touch  me  not,  nor  do  not  lye,  I  charge  ye. 
Begin  now. 

Rof.  If  fo  mean  and  poor  a  Beauty 
May  ever  hope  the  Grace. 

Bel.  Ye  cog,  ye  flatter, 
Like  a  lewd  Thing  ye  lie :  May  hope  that  Grace  ? 
"Why,  what  Grace  canft  thou  hope  for  ?  Anfwer  not* 
For  if  thou  doft,  and  lieft  again,  I'll  fwinge  thee: 
Do  not  I  know  thee  for  a  peftilent  Woman  I 
And  proud  at  both  Ends  ?  Be  not  angry, 
Nor  ftir  not  o'  your  Life. 

Rof  I  am  counfell'd,  Sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  now  (confefs,  for  I'll  have  the. 
Truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a  Man  of  Merit, 
Or  any  of  ye  all  ?  nay,  of  meer  Man, 
Though  he  were  crooked,  cold,  all  Wants  upon  him  ? 
Nay,  of  any  difhoneft  thing  that  bears  that  Figure, 
As  Devils  are  of  Mercy  ? 

Rof.  We  are  unworthy. 

Bel.  Stick  to  that  Truth,  and  it  may  chance  to  fave  thee? 
And  is  it  not  our  Bounty  that  we  take  ye  ? 
That  we  are  troubled,  vex'd,  or  tortur'd  with  ye 
Our  meer  and  fpecial  Bounty  ? 

Rof.  Yes. 

Bel.  Our  Pity, 
That  for  your  Wickednefs  we  fwinge  ye  foundly ; 
Your  Stubbornnefs,  and  your  flout  Hearts,  we  belabour  ye, 
Anfwer  to  that  ? 

Rof  I  do  confefs  your  Pity. 

Bel.  And  doft  thou  not  deferve  in  thine  own  Perfon? 
Thou  impudent,  thou  pert — Do  not  change  Countenance.' 
Rof  I  dare  not,  Sir. 
Bel.  For  if  ye  do. 
Rof  I  am  fettled. 

Bel  Thou  Wagtail,  Peacock,  Puppy,  look  on  me, 
I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Rof  It  feems  no  lefs,  Sir. 

Bel.  And  dareft  thou  in  thy  Surquedry  ? 

Rof 
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Rcf.  I  befeech  ye, 
It  was  my  Weaknefs,  Sir,  I  did  not  view  ye, 
I  took  no  notice  of  your  noble  Parts, 
(40)  Nor  cali'd  your  Perfon,  nor  your  proper  Fafhioo. 

BsL  This  is  fome  amends  yet. 

Rcf  I  (hail  mend,  Sir,  daily, 
And  ftudy  to  deferve. 

BeL  Come  a  little  nearer ; 
Canft  thou  repent  thy  V  illany  ? 

Rcf  Moft  feriouGy. 

Bel.  And  be  afham'd  ? 

Rcf  I  am  afham'd. 

Bel.  Cry. 

Rcf  It  will  be  hard  to  do,  Sir. 

BcL  Cry  now  inftantly  ; 
Cry  monftrouily,  that  all  the  Town  may  hear  thee  5 
Cry  fcrioufly,  as  if  thou  hadft  loft  thy  Monkey  ; 
And  as  I  like  thy  Tears  

Smbr  Liiiia,  and  four  Women  laughing. 
&f.  Now. 

BtL  How  ?  how  ?  do  you  jeer  me  ? 
Have  ye  broke  your  Bounds  again,  Dame  ? 

Rcf  Yes,  and  laugh  at  ye, 
And  laugh  moft  hearti'7. 

Bel  What  are  thefe,  Whirl-winds  ? 
Is  Hell  broke  loofe,  and  all  the  Furies  flutter^?  . 
Am  I  greas'd  once  again  ? 

Rcf  Yes  indeed  are  ye  ; 
And  once  again  ye  fhall  be,  if  ye  quarrel ; 
Do  you  come  to  rent  your  Fury  on  a  Virgin  ? 
Is  this  your  Manhood,  Sir? 

1  Worn.  Let  him  do  his  bed, 
Let's  fee  the  utmoft  of  his  Indignation  ; 
I  long  to  fee  him  angry  j  Come,  proceed,  Sir. 

(4c)  h\r  czHedjcar  Per/**,  **r pmr  puftr  F<z$is*  ]  If  tkeP*JZag* 
wai  de£gned  to  be  imperfect  by  the  Poet,  'tis  to  00  Perpofc  to  usder- 
take  the  Correctfoacf  i:  ;  if  act,  prcbablr  we  thooLd  alter  called  into 
forth ing  like  jtiiTJ,  i.  t.  tzi  ac  Kc^I.d^a  cf,  or  did  cot  kcocr 
yoor  Penoo,        wn  to  prcrer. 

Hang 
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Hang  him,  he  dares  not  ftir,  a  Man  of  Timber. 

2  fVom.  Come  hither  to  fright  Maids  with  thy  Bull- 

faces  ? 

To  threaten  Gentlewomen  ?  Thou  a  Man  ?  A  M*j-PoIe, 
A  great  dry  Pudding. 

3  Worn.  Come,  come,  do  your  worft,  Sir  j 
Be  angry  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Bel.  The  Lord  deliver  me  ! 

4  Worn.  Do  but  look  fcurvily  upon  this  Lady, 
Or  give  us  one  foul  Word — We  are  all  mistaken, 
This  is  fome  mighty  Dairy-maid  in  Man's  Clothes. 
•    LiL  I  am  cf  chat  mind  too. 

Bel.  What  will  they  do  to  me  ?  [Aftde. 
LiL  And  hired  to  come  and  abufe  us;  a  Man  has 
Manner*  *, 
A  Gentleman,  Civility  and  Breeding: 
Some  Tinker's  Trull,  with  a  Beard  glew'd  on. 

1  Worn.  Let's  fearch  him, 
And  as  we  find  him. 

Bel.  Let  me  but  depart  from  ye, 
Sweet  Chriftian-  Women. 
LiL  Hear  the  Thing  fpeak,  Neighbours^ 

Bel.  'Tis  but  a  fmall  Requeft  ;  if  e'er  1  trouble  ye3 
If  e'er  I  talk  again  of  beating  Women, 
Or  beating  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me  \ 
Of  ever  thinking  of  a  handfom  Lady 
But  virtuoufly  and  well,  of  ever  fpeaking 
But  to  her  Honour ;  this  I'll  promife  ye, 
I  will  take  Rhubarb,  and  purge  Choler  mainly, 
Abundantly  I'll  purge, 

LiL  I'll  fend  ye  Broths,  Sir. 

Bel.  I  will  be  laugh'd  at,  and  endure  it  patiently, 
I  will  do  any  thing. 

Rof.  I'll  be  your  Bail  then  \ 
When  ye  come  next  to  woo,  'pray  come  not  boifteroufly, 
And  furniftVd  like  a  Bear-ward. 

Bel.  No  in  truth,  Forfooth. 

Rof.  I  fcented  ye  long  fince. 

Bel.  I  was  to  blame  fure, 
I  will  appear  a  Gentleman. 

Rof. 
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Rof.  'tis  the  beft  for  ye, 
For  a  true  noble  Gentleman's  a  brave  thing ; 
Upon  that  hope  we  quit  ye.   You  fear  ferioufly  ? 

Bel.  Yes  truly  do  I ;  1  confefs  I  fear  ye, 
And  honour  ye,  and  any  thing. 

Rof.  Farewel  then. 

Worn.  And  when  ye  come  to  woo  next  bring  more  Mercy* 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Bel  A  Dairy-maid !  a  Tinker's  Trull !  Heav'n  blefs  me  f 
Sure  if  I  had  provok'd  'em,  they  had  quarter'd  me. 
I  am  a  moft  ridiculous  Afs,  now  I  perceive  it  s 
A  Coward,  and  a  Knave  too. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  the  mad  Gentleman, 
Let's  fet  our  Faces  right. 

Bel.  No,  no,  laugh  at  me, 
Xnd  laugh  aloud. 

2  Gent.  We  are  better  manner'd,  Sir. 

Bel.  I  do  deferve  it ;  call  me  Patch,  and  Puppy, 
And  beat  me  if  you  pleafe. 

1  Gent.  No  indeed,  we  know  ye. 
Bel.  Death,  do  as  I  would  have  ye, 

2  Gent.  You  are  an  Afs  then, 
A  Coxcomb,  and  a  Calf. 

Bel.  I  am  a  great  Calf, 
Kick  me  a  little  now :  Why,  when  ?  Sufficient : 
Now  laugh  aloud,  and  fcorn  me  ;  fo  God  b'ye  j 
And  ever  when  ye  meet  me  laugh. 

1  Gent.  We  will,  Sir.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Nantolet,  La  Caftre,  De  Gard,  Lugier,  and 
Mirabell. 

Mtr.  Your  Patience,  Gentlemen :  Why  do  ye  bait  me  ? 

Nan.  Is't  not  a  fhame  you  are  lo  ftubborn- hearted, 
So  ftony  and  fo  dull  to  fuch  a  Lady, 
Of  her  Perfedlions,  and  her  Mifery  ? 

Lug. 
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Lug.  Does  fiie  not  love  ye?  Does  not  her  Diffraction 
For  your  fake  only,  her  moft  pitied  Lunacy 
(41)  Of  all  but  you,  mew  ye?  Does  it  not  compel  ye? 

Mir.  Soft  and  fair,  Gentlemen,  pray  ye  proceed  tem- 
perately. 

Lug.  If  ye  have  any  Feeling,  any  Senfe  in  ye, 
The  lead'  Touch  of  a  noble  Heart  » 

La  Ca.  Let  him  alone, 
It  is  his  Glory  that  he  can  kill  Beauty. 
Ye  bear  my  Stamp,  but  not  my  Tendernefs ; 
Your  wild  unfavoury  Courfes  fet  that  in  ye ! 
For  fhame,  be  forry,  though  ye  cannot  cure  her, 
Shew  fomething  of  a  Man,  of  a  fair  Nature. 

Mir.  Ye  make  me  mad. 

De  Ga.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  ye, 
You  take  a  ftrange  Felicity  in  flighting 
And  wronging  Women,  which  my  poor  Sifter  feels  now, 
HeavVs  Hand  be  gentle  on  her:  Mark  me,  Sir, 
That  very  Hour  flie  dies,  there's  fmall  hope  otherwife, 
That  Minute,  you  and  I  muff  grapple  for  ic » 
Either  your  Life  or  mine. 

Mir.  Be  not  fo  hot,  Sir, 
I  am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  thefe  Policies, 
In  truth  I  am  not ;  nor  do  I  fear  the  Tricks, 
Or  the  high- founding  Threats  of  a  Savoy  an  \ 
I  glory  not  in  Cruelty,  ye  wrong  me ; 
Nor  grow  up  water'd  with  the  Tears  of  Women ; 
This  let  me  tell  ye,  howfoe'er  I  fhew  to  ye, 
Wild,  as  ye  pleafe  to  call  it,  or  felf-will'd  \ 
When  I  fee  caufe  I  can  both  do  and  fuffer, 
Freely,  and  feelingly,  as  a  true  Gentleman. 

Enter  Rofalure,  and  Lillia. 

Rof.  O  Pity,  Pity,  thoufand,  thoufand  Pities  ! 

Lil.  Alas  poor  Soul !  me  will  die  \  Ihe  is  grown  fenfelefs  -7 

(41)  Of  all  but  you,  fhew  ye?  Does  it  not  compel  ye?]  The  true 
Reading,  I  make  no  doubt,  is  fue ye ;  i.  e.  Does  not  the  Dillra&ioa 
of  this  unhappy  Lady,  for  your  fake,  court  you,  and  even  compel  you 
to  gratify  her  ?  This  Corre&ion  doss  not  only  make  the  Place  more 
exprefiive,  but  handfomly  introduces  the  half  Line  that  follow?  it. 

Vol.  V.  Q_  Sh? 
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She  will  not  know,  nor  fpeak  now. 

Rof  Die  for  Love? 
And  Love  of  fuch  a  Youth  ?  Pd  die  for  a  Dog  firft. 
He  that  kills  me,  Til  give  him  leave  to  eat  me 
I'll  know  Men  better,  e'er  I  figh  for  any  of  'em. 

Lit.  Ye  have  done  a  worthy  aft,  Sir,  a  moft  famous ; 
Ye  have  kill'd  a  Maid  the  wrong  way,  ye  are  a  Conqueror, 

Rof.  A  Conqueror  ?  A  Cobler ;  hang  him  Sowter  ; 
Go  hide  thyfelf  foe  fhame,  go  lofe  thy  Memory, 
Live  not  'mongft  Men,  thou  art  a  Beaft,  a  Monfler, 
A  blatant  Bealt. 

Lit.  If  ye  have  yet  any  Honefty, 
Or  ever  heard  of  any,  take  my  Counfel  \ 
Off  with  your  Garters,  and  feek  out  a  Bough, 
A  handfom  Bough;  for  I  would  have  ye  hang  like  a 

Gentleman  j 
And  write  fome  doleful  Matter  to  the  World, 
A  Warning  to  hard-hearted  Men. 

Mir.  Out  KitJings: 
What  Catterwauling's  here?  What  Gibing? 
Do  you  think  my  Heart  is  fofcened  with  a  black  Santis? 
Shew  me  ibme  Reafon. 

Enter  Oriana  on  a  Bed. 

Rof.  Here  then,  here  is  a  Reafon. 

Ifant.  Now,  if  ye  be  a  Man,  let  this  Sight  make  ye. 

La  Ca.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman !  do  you  know  me, 

Lady  ? 

Lug.  How  fhe  looks  up,  and  flares ! 

Oria.  I  know  ye  very  weii ; 
You  are  my  Godfather,  and  that's  the  Monfieur. 

De  Ga.  And  who  am  I? 

Oria.  You  are  Amadis  de  Gaul9  Sir. 
Oh,  oh,  my  Heart!  were  ye  never  in  Love,  fweet  Lady  ? 
And  do  you  never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens? 
I  dream  of  walking  Fires    take  heed,  it  comes  now. 
Who's  that?  Pray  ftand  away,  I  have  leen  that  Face  fure; 
How  light  my  Head  is! 

Rof  Take  fome  Reft. 

Oria.  I  cannot, 
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For  I  mud  be  up  to-morrow  to  go  to  Church, 
And  I  muft  drefs  me,  put  my  new  Gown  on, 
And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  Love:  Heigh  ho! 
Will  not  you  tell  me  where  my  Love  lies  buried  ? 

Mir.  He  is  not  dead :  Belhrew  my  Heart,  fhe  ftirs  me.' 

Wide. 

Oria.  He  is  dead  to  me. 

Mir.  Is't  poflible  my  Nature 
Should  be  fo  damnable,  to  let  her  fuffer?  [Afide: 
Give  me  your  Hand. 

Oria.  How  foft  you  feel,  how  gentle ! 
I'll  tell  your  your  Fortune,  Friend. 

Mir.  How  fhe  ftares  on  me !  [JJide. 

Oria.  You  have  a  flattering  Face,  but  'tis  a  fine  one; 
I 'warrant  you  have  a  hundred  Sweet-hearts ; 
Will  ye  pray  for  me?  I  fhall  die  to-morrow, 
And  will  ye  ring  the  Bells  ? 

Mir.  I  am  moft  unworthy, 
I  do  confefs,  unhappy j  [Afide.']  Do  you  know  me  ?j 

Oria.  I  would  I  did. 

Mir.  Oh  fair  Tears,  how  ye  take  me!  [rffide. 

Oria.  Do  you  weep  too  ?  Y«pu  have  not  loft  your  Lover 
You  mock  me ;  I'll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir.  Pray  ye  pardon  me : 
Or  if  it  pleafe  ye  to  confider  juftly, 
Scorn  me,  for  I  deferve  it :  Scorn  and  fhame  me, 
Sweet  Onana. 

Lil.  Let  her  alone,  me  trembles  \ 
Her  Fits  will  grow  more  ftrong,  if  ye  provoke  her. 

La  Ca.  Certain  me  knows  ye  not,  yet  loves  to  fee  ye : 
How  flie  fmiles  now ! 

Enter  Bel  leu  r. 

Bel.  (42)  Where  are  ye?  Oh,  why  do  not  you  laugh? 
Come  laugh  at  me ; 

What 

(42)  Where  are  ye?  Oh,  <why  do  you  laugh?  Come  laugh  at  me\\ 
What  a  Contradidlion  is  here  in  thefe  few  Words? 

  Why  do  you  laugh  at  me  ?  Come  laugh  at  me  > 

And  yet,  as  plain  as  it  is,  I  read  this  Paflage  feveral  times  over,  with- 
out obferving  iti  and  'tig  owing  to  the  Copy  of  1652,  that  the  W. iters 

havs 


244  Wild-Goof e  Chafe. 

What  a  Devil,  art  thou  fad,  and  fuch  a  Subject, 
Such  a  ridiculous  Subjedt  as  I  am 
Before  thy  Face  ? 

Mir.  Prithee  put  off  this  Lightnefs, 
This  is  no  time  for  Mirth,  nor  Place ;  I  have  us'd  too 

much  on't  : 
I  have  undone  myfelf,  and  a  fweet  Lady, 
By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  Foolery, 
Which  truly  I  repent;  look  here. 

Bel  What  ails  fhe? 

Mir.  Alas,  flic's  mad. 

Bel  Mad? 

M'rr.  Yes  too  fure,  for  me  too. 

Bel.  Doll:  thou  wonder  at  that?  (43)  by  this  good  Light 

they're  all  fo, 

They're  coz'ning  mad,  they're  brawling  mad,  they're 

proud  mad  ; 

They're  all,  all  mad;  I  came  from  a  World  of  mad 
Women, 

Mad  as  March-Hires :  Get  'em  in  Chains,  then  deal 
with  'em. 

There's  one  that's  mad  5  flje  feems  well,  but  fhe  is  dog- 
mad. 

Is  fhe  dead  doft  think  ? 

Mir.  Dead!  Heav'n  forbid. 

Bel.  Heav'n  further  it  ; 
For  till  they  be  Key-cold  dead,  there's  no  trufting  of  'em. 
Whatever  they  feem,  or  howfoe'er  they  carry  it, 
Till  they  be  Chap-fain,  and  their  Tongues  at  Peace, 
Nail'd  in  their  Coffins  fure,  I'll  ne'er  believe  'em. 
Shall  [  talk  with  her? 

Mir.  No,  dear  Friend,  be  quiet, 
And  be  at  Peace  a  while. 

Bel  m  walk  afide, 
And  come  again  anon :  But  take  heed  to  her. 

have  their  own.    The  Abruptnefs  of  Belleur^s  coming  upon  the  Stage 
I  have  prevented  the  Reader's  Surprifc  at,  by  inferring, 
Ente r  Belleur,  before  he /peaks. 
(43)  By  this  Light  they  are  all  jo,]  Thus  read  the  Copies  of  every 
Da:e,  but  that  of  1652. 

You 
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You  fay  flie  is  a  Woman  ? 
Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  Take  great  heed  : 
For  if  flie  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hang  me. 

Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  (he  will,  fhe'll  cheat  thee  

{Exit. 

Mir.  Away,  wild  Fool :  How  vild  this  fhews  in  him 
now ! 

Now  take  my  Faith,  before  ye  all  I  fpeak  it, 
And  with  it,  my  repentant  Love. 
La  Ca.  This  feems  well. 

Mr.  Were  but  this  Lady  clear  again,  whofe  Sorrows 
My  very  Heart  melts  for,  were  fhe  but  perfect, 
(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  Miferies) 
Before  the  richeft  and  the  nobleft  Beauty, 
France^  or  the  World  could  lhew  me,  I  would  take  her  5 
As  fhe  now  is,  my  Tears  and  Prayers  fliall  wed  her. 

Be  Ga.  This  makes  fome  fmall  Amends. 

Rof.  She  beckons  to  ye. 
To  us  too,  to  go  off. 

Nant.  Let's  draw  afide  all. 

Oria.  Oh  my  beft  Friend  i  I  would  fain. 

Mir.  What?  fhe  fpeaks  well, 
And  with  another  Voice. 

Oria.  But  I  am  fearful, 
And  Shame  a  little  (tops  my  Tongue. 

Mir.  Speak  boldly. 

Oria.  Tell  ye,  I'm  well,  I'm  perfect  well:  Pray  ye 
mock  not ; 

And  that  I  did  this  to  provoke  your  Nature  5 
Out  of  my  infinite  and  reftlefs  Love, 
To  win  your  Pity  ;  pardon  me. 

Mir.  Go  forward  : 
Who  fet  ye  on? 

Oria.  None,  as  I  live,  no  Creature ; 
Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream'd  what  I  meant : 
Will  ye  be  mine? 

Mir.  'Tis  true,  I  pity  ye ; 
But  when  I  marry  ye,  ye  muft  be  wifer. 
Nothing  but  Tricks  ?  Devices  ? 

CL  3  Oria. 
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Oria.  Will  ye  fhame  me? 

Mir.  Yes  marry  will  I :  Come  near,  come  near,  a  Miracle ; 
The  Woman's  well ;  me  was  only  mad  for  Marriage, 
Stark  mad  to  be  fton'd  to  Death  ;  give  her  good  Counfel, 
Will  this  World  never  mend  ?  Are  ye  caught,  Damfel? 

Enter  Belleur,  La  Cadre,  Lugier,  Nantolet,  De  Gard, 
Rofalure,  and  Bianca. 

Bel.  How  goes  it  now  ? 

Mir.  Thou  art  a  kind  of  Prophet, 
The  Woman's  well  again,  and  would  have  gull'd  me;  . 
Well,  excellent  well ;  and  not  a  Taint  upon  her. 

Bel.  Did  not  I  tell  ye?  Let  'em  be  what  can  be, 
Saints,  Devils,  any  thing,  they  will  abufe  us ; 
Thou  wert  an  Afs  to  believe  her  fo  long,  a  Coxcomb; 
Give  'em  a  Minute  they'll  abufe  whole  Millions. 

Mir.  And  am  not  I  a  rare  Phyfician,  Gentlemen, 
That  can  cure  defperate  mad  Minds? 

De  Ga.  Be  not  infolent. 

Mir.  Well,  go  thy  ways :  From  this  Hour  I  difclaim 
thee, 

Unlefs  thou  haft  a  Trick  above  this:  Then  I'll  love  thee. 
Ye  owe  me  for  your  Cure ;  pray  have  a  Care  of  her, 
For  fear  Ihe  fall  into  Relap/e.    Come  Belleury 
We'll  fet  up  Bills  to  cure  difeafed  Virgins. 

Bel.  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  .But  I'll  no  more  Projects : 
If  we  could  make  'em  mad,  it  were  fome  Maftery.  [Exe. 

Lil.  I  am  glad  fhe  is  well  again. 

Rof.  So  am  I,  certain  : 
Be  not  afhamed. 

Oria.  I  (hall  never  fee  a  Man  more. 

De  Ga.  Come,  ye  are  a  Fool ;  had  ye  but  told  me  this 
Trick, 

He  mould  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lug.  He  mail  not  long  neither. 

La  Ca.  Be  rui'd,  and  be  at  Peace:  ye  have  my  Confenr, 
And  what  Power  I  can  work  with. 


Nant% 
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Nant.  Come,  leave  blufhing ; 
We  are  your  Friends ;  an  honeft  way  compel  I'd  ye ; 
Heav'n  will  not  fee  fo  true  a  Love  unrecompenc'd  j 
Come  in,  and  flight  him  too. 

Lug.  The  next  fhall  hit  him.  [Exeunt* 


ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  De  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

Be  Ga.  Tip  WILL  be  difcover'd. 

X       Lug.  That's  the  worft  can  happen : 
If  there  be  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon  him ; 
Upon  his  Nature  fuddenly,  and  catch  him — That  he  loves, 
Though  he  dilTemble  it,  and  would  Ihew  contrary, 
And  will  at  length  relent,  I'll  lay  my  Fortune, 
Nay,  more,  my  Life. 

Be  Ga.  Is  Ihe  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready, 
And  my  Defignments  fet. 

Be  Ga.  They  are  now  for  Travel ; 
All  for  that  Game  again  ;  they  have  forgot  wooing. 

Lug.  Let  'em,  we'll  travel  with  'em. 

Be  Ga.  Where's  his  Father? 

Lug.  Within  ;  he  knows  my  Mind  too,  and  allows  it, 
Pities  your  Sifter's  Fortune  moft  fincerely  ; 
And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  Afli  (lance, 
Some  of  his  fecret  Friends. 

Be  Ga.  'Speed  the  Plough, 

Lug.  Well  faid  ; 
And  be  you  ferious  too. 

Be  Ga.  1  fhall  be  diligent. 

Lug.  Let's  break  the  ice  for  one,  the  reft  .will  drink  too 
(Believe  me,  Sir)  of  the  fame  Cup  ;  my  young  Gentle* 
women 

Wait  but  who  fets  the  Game  a-footj  tho'  they  feem 
ftubborn, 

Q^4  Referv'd* 
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Referv'd,  and  proud  now,  yet  I  know  their  Hearts, 
Their  Pulfes  how  they  beat,  and  for  what  Caufe,  Sir, 
And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  Abilities 
In  a  true  Quarrel :  Husbands  they  mud  and  will  have, 

Or  Nunneries,  and  thin  Collations 

To  cool  their  Bloods:  Let's  all  about  our  Bufinefs, 

And  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work. 

Tie  Ga.  Ye  have  arm'd  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Mirabell,  Nantolet  and  La  Caftre. 

LaCa.  Will  ye  be  wilful  then? 

Mir.  'Pray,  Sir,  your  Pardon, 
For  1  mud:  travel  $  lye  lazy  here, 
Bound  to  a  Wife?  Chain'd  to  her  Subtleties, 
Her  Humours,  and  her  Wills,  which  are  meer  Fetters ; 
To  have  her  to-day  pleas'd,  to-morrow  peevifh, 
The  third  Day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious? 
You  fee,  before  they  are  marry'd,  what  Morifcoes, 
What  Masks  and  Mummeries  they  put  upon  us, 
To  be  ty'd  here,  and  furTer  their  Lavalto's? 

Nant.  sTis  your  own  feeking. 

Mir.  Yes,  to  get  my  Freedom  \ 
Were  they  as  I  could  wilh  'em  

La  Ca.  Fools,  and  Meacoch, 
To  endure  what  you  think  fit  to  put  upon  'em  ; 
Come,  change  your  Mind. 

Mir.  Not  before  I  have  chang'd  Air,  Father. 
When  I  know  Women  worthy  of  my  Company, 
I  will  return  again  and  wait  upon  'em  > 
'Till  then,  dear  Sir,  Til  amble  all  the  World  over, 
AndTun  all  Hazards,  Mifery,  and  Poverty, 

.    Enter  Pinac  and  Belleur. 

So  I  efcape  the  dangerous  Bay  of  Matrimony. 
Pin.  Are  ye  refolv'd  ? 
Mir.  Yes  certain  ;  I  will  out  again. 

Pin 
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Tin.  We  are  for  ye,  Sir ;  we  are  your  Servants  once 
more ; 

Once  more  we'll  feek  our  Fortune  in  flrange  Countries ; 
Ours  is  too  fcornful  for  us. 

Bel.  Is  there  ne'er  a  Land 
That  ye  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I  care  not  how  far 
it  be, 

Nor  under  what  peftiferous  Star  it  lies) 

A  happy  Kingdom  where  there  are  no  Women  ? 

Nor  have  been  ever  ?  Nor  no  mention 

Of  any  fuch  lewd  things,  with  lewder  Qualities? 

For  thither  would  I  travel ;  where  'tis  Felony 

To  confefs  ye  had  a  Mother ;  a  Miftrefs,  Treafon. 

La  Ca.  Are  you. for  Travel  too? 

Bel.  For  any  thing ; 
For  living  in  the  Moon,  and  flopping  Hedges, 
Ere  I  flay  here  to  be  abus'd,  and  baffl'd. 

Bant,  Why  did  ye  not  break  your  Minds  to  me ;  they 
are  my  Daughters  $ 
And  fure  I  think  I  mould  have  that  Command  over  'em, 
To  fee  'em  well  beftow'd :  I  know  ye  are  Gentlemen, 
Men  of  fair  Parts  and  States ;  I  know  your  Parents  ; 

And  had  ye  told  me  of  your  fair  Affections  

Make  but  one  Trial  more,  and  let  me  fecond  ye. 

Bel.  No,  I'll  make  Hob-nails  firft,  and  mend  old  Kettles: 
Can  ye  lend  me  an  Armour  of  high  Proof,  to  appear  in, 
And  two  or  three  Field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 
The  King's  Guard  are  meer  Pygmies. 

Nant.  They  will  not  eat  ye. 

Bel.  Yes,  and  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter  Monfieurs, 
If  their  high  Stomachs  hold:  They  came  with  Chopping- 
Knives, 

To  cut  me  into  Rands,  and  Sirloins,  and  fo  powder  me. 
Come,  {hall  we  go? 

Nant.  You  cannot  be  fo  difcourteous, 
If  ye  intend  to  go,  as  not  to  vifit  'em, 
And  take  your  leaves. 

Mir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly, 
And  thank  'em  too. 

Pin, 
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Pin.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  that  (44)  Honefty. 

Bel.  1*11  come  i'th'  Rear,  forty  Foot  off,  FH  aflfure  ye, 
With  a  good  Gun  in  my  Hand  ;  PU  no  more  Amazons, 
I  mean  no  more  of  their  Frights ;  I'll  make  my  three 
Legs, 

Kifs  my  Hand  twice,  and  if  I  fmell  no  Danger, 
If  the  Interview  be  clear,  may  be  I'll  fpeak  to  her; 
Pll  wear  a  privy  Coat  too,  and  behind  me, 
To  make  thofe  Parts  fecure,  a  Bandog. 

La  Ca.  You  are  a  merry  Gentleman. 

Bel.  A  wary  Gentleman,  I  do  aflure  ye, 
•I  have  been  warn'd,  and  muft  be  arm'd. 

La  Ca.  Well,  Son, 
Thefe  are  your  hafty  Thoughts,  when  I  fee  you  are  bent 
to  it, 

Then  I'll  believe,  and  join  with  ye,  fo  we'll  leave  ye. 
There's  a  Trick  will  make  ye  Hay. 

Nant.  I  hope  fo.  [Exeunt. 

Mir.  We  have  won  immortal  Fame  now,  if  we  leave 
'em. 

Pin.  You  have,  but  we  have  loft. 

Mir.  Pinac,  thou  art  cozen'd ; 
I  know  they  love  ye ;  and  to  gain  ye  handfomlv, 
Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give  Mil  ions; 
Their  Father's  willingnefs,  that  muft  needs  fhew  ye — 

Pin.  If  I  thought  fo. 

Mir.  Ye  mall  be  hang'd,  ye  Recreant, 
Would  ye  turn  Renegado  now? 

Bel.  No,  let's  away,  Boys, 
Out  of  the  Air  and  Tumult  of  their  Villanies; 
Though  I  were  married  to  that  Graftiopper, 
And  had  her  faft  by  th'  Legs,  I  fhould  think  me  would 
cozen  me. 

Enter  a  young  Faff  or. 

Fac.  Monfieur  Mirabell,  I  take  it  ? 
Mir.  Y'are  i'th'  right,  Sir. 

(44)  — Hottefy.1  i\  e.  Good-breeding,  Good-manners. 

Fac. 
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Fac.  I  am  come  to  feek  ye,  Sir ;  I  have  been  at  your 
Father's, 

And  underftanding  you  were  here. 

Mir.  .Ye  are  welcome  : 
May  I  crave  your  Name  ? 

Fac.  Fofs9  Sir,  and  your  Servant ; 
That  you  may  know  me  better,  I  am  Factor 
To  your  old  Merchant,  Le  Verdure. 

Mir.  How  does  he? 

Fac.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope,  he  is  now  at  Orleancey 
About  fome  Bufinefs. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welcome ; 
Your  Mailer's  a  right  honeft  Man,  and  one 
I  am  much  beholding  to,  and  muft  very  fhortly 
Trouble  his  Love  again. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold,  Sir. 

Mir.  Your  Bufinefs  if  you  pleafe  now  ? 

Fac.  This  it  is,  Sir. 
I  know  ye  well  remember  in  your  Travel 
A  Genoa  Merchant. 

Mir.  1  remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  Man,  Sir,  particularly  ;  your  own  Benefit 
Muft  needs  imprint  him  in  ye:  One  Alberto, 
A  Gentleman  you  fav'd  from  being  murder'd 
A  little  from  Bollonia. 

I  was  then  myfelf  in  Italy.,  and  fupply'd  ye, 
Though  haply,  you  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mir.  No,  I  remember  ye, 
And  that  Alberto  too  5  a  noble  Gentleman  ! 
More  to  remember  were  to  thank  myfelf,  Sir. 
What  of  that  Gentleman  ? 

Fac.  He  is  dead. 

Mir.  1  am  forry. 

Fac.  But  on  his  Death-bed,  leaving  to  his  Sifter 
All  that  he  had,  befide  fome  certain  Jewels, 
Which,  with  a  Ceremony,  he  bequeath'd  to  you, 
In  grateful  Memory  ;  he  commanded  ftridtly 
His  Sifter,  as  fhe  lov'd  him  and  his  Peace, 
To  fee  thofe  Jewels  fafe,  and  true  deliver'd ; 
And  with  them,  his  laft  Love.    She,  as  tender  to 

Obfervc 
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Obferve  his  Will,  not  trufting  Friend  nor  Servant 
With  fuch  a  Weight,  is  come  herfelf  to  Paris, 
And'sat  my  Matter's  Houfe. 
Mir.  You  tell  me  a  Wonder. 

Vac.  I  tell  ye  a  Truth,  Sir:  She  is  young  and  hand- 
fome, 

And  well  attended  ;  of  much  State  and  Riches ; 
So  loving,  and  obedient  to  her  Brother, 
That  on  my  Confcience,  if  he  had  given  her  alfo, 
She  would  mod  willingly  have  made  her  tender. 

Mir.  May  not  I  fee  her  ? 

Fac.  She  defires  it  heartily. 

Mir.  And  prefently  ? 

Fac.  She  is  now  about  fome  Bufinefs, 
PaiTing  Accounts  of  fome  few  Debts  here  owing, 
And  buying  Jewels  of  a  Merchant. 

Mir.  Is  fhe  wealthy  ? 

Fac.  I  would  ye  had  her,  Sir,  at  all  Adventure : 
Her  Brother  had  a  main  State. 
Mir.  And  fair  too  ? 

Fac.  The  Prime  of  all  thofe  Parts  of  Italy y 
For  Beauty,  and  for  Courtefie. 
Mir.  I  mutt  needs  fee  her. 

Fac.  'Tis  all  her  Bufinefs,  Sir.  Ye  may  now  fee  her, 
But  to  morrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  Vifitation, 
For  fhe  is  not  yet  prepared. 

Mir.  Only  her  Sight,  Sir, 
And  when  you  fhall  think  fit,  for  further  Vifit. 

Fac.  Sir,  ye  may  fee  her,  and  Pll  wait  your  coming. 

Mir.  And  Pll  be  with  ye  inftantly  :  I  know  the  Houfe, 
Mean  time,  my  Love,  and  Thanks,  Sir. 

Fac.  Your  poor  Servant.  -  [_Exit. 

Pin.  Thou  haft  the  ftrangeft  Luck.  (45)  What  was 
that  Alberto  ? 

Mir. 

(45)   firangejl  Luck,  what  was  that?']  Mirabell  muft  know 

Pinais  Meaning  by  his  Mumping,  if  this  is  to  fland  fo.  For  the 
Reader's  Diveriion  I  will  give  him  the  Text  of  the  Copy  of  1679, 
and  that  of  1711,  and  by  this  Means  he  will  be  better  faiisfied  with 

t!ie  true  Reading  when  \is  ftjewn  him. 
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Mir.  An  honeft  noble  Merchant,  'twas  my  Chance 
To  refcue  from  fome  Rogues  had  aJmoft  flain  him, 
And  he  in  Kindnefs  to  remember  this. 

Bel.  Now  we  (hall  have  you, 
For  all  your  Protections,  and  your  Forwardnefs, 
Find  out  ftrange  Fortunes  in  this  Lady's  Eyes, 
And  new  Enticements  to  put  off  your  Journey  ; 
And  who  mall  have  Honour  then  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it : 
I  mud  needs  fee  her  to  receive  my  Legacy. 

Bel.  If  it  be  ty'd  up  in  her  Smock,  Heav'n  help  thee: 
May  not  we  fee  too  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  afore  we  go. 
I  muft  be  known  myfelf  e'er  I  be  able 
To  make  thee  welcome :  Wouldft  thou  fee  more  Women? 
I  thought  you  had  been  out  of  Love  with  all. 

Bel.  I  may  be, 
I  find  that,  with  the  lead  Encouragement ; 
Yet  I  defire  to  fee  whether  all  Countries 
Are  naturally  poffefs'd  with  the  fame  Spirits, 
For  if  they  be,  I'll  take  a  Monaftery, 
And  never  travel ;  for  I  had  rather  be  a  Frier, 
And  live  mew'd  up,  than  be  a  Fool,  and  flouted. 

Mir.  Well,  well,  PU  meet  ye  anon,  then  tell  you 
more,  Boys  j 

Fac.  Your  poor  Servant        Exit  Alberto. 

Pin.  Thou  haft  the  ftrange ft  Luck,  ivhat  <was  that? 
Thus  reads  the  Copy  of  1679.  The  Editor  of  171 1  coming  to  this 
Place,  and  feeing  Exit  Alberto,  rightly  concluded,  as  he  thought,  that 
Alberto  being  none  of  the  Dramatis  Perfona,  of  confequence  had  no 
Rigkt  to  Hand  after  Exit,  and  fo  at  one  Daih  ftrikes  him  out  and 
reads, 

Fac.  Tour  poor  Servant*  "Exit, 
but  had  he  confider'd  that  the  ?  flood  in  the  wrong  Place,  2nd  that 
Alberto  was  put  above  its  proper  Line,  by  not  having  Room  in  the 
Page  to  Hand  in  its  Order,  it  would  eafily  have  made  him  fee,  that 
the  Copy  of  1679,  which  moilly  is  the  Authority  he  follows  in  that 
(171 1 )  Edition,  was  exceeding  right,  and  Alberto  was  as  neceffary 
to  be  kept  in  the  Text  after  Exit,  as  Exit  after  your  poor  Servant, 
and  that  the  whole  mould  have  run  thus, 

ftrangeft  Luck,  what  nuas  that  Alberto? 
and  then  MirabelH  Anfwer  is  clear  as  the  Light. 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er  ftand  prepar'd,  (46)  preft  for  our  Journey  ; 
For  certain,  we  fhall  go,  I  think,  when  I  have  feen  her; 
And  view'd  her  well. 

Pin.  Go,  go,  and  we'll  wait  for  ye  ; 
Your  Fortune  directs  ours. 

Bel.  You  (hall  find  us  iW  Tavern, 
Lamenting  in  Sack  and  Sugar  for  our  LofTes  ; 
If  fhe  be  right  Italian,  and  want  Servants, 

You  may  prefer  the  prop'reft  Man  » 

How  I  could 

Worry  a  Woman  now  ?  Pin.  Come,  come,  leave  prating; 
Ye  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this  boafting. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lugier,  De  Gard,  Rofalure,  and  Lillia. 

Lug.  This  is  the  laft  Adventure. 

De  Ga.  And  the  happieft, 
As  we  hope  too. 

Rof.  We  fhould  be  glad  to  find  it. 

Ltl.  Who  fhall  conduct  us  thither  ? 

Lug.  Your  Man  is  ready, 
For  I  mud  not  be  ieen  ;  no,  nor  this  Gentleman ; 
That  may  beget  Sufpicion  ;  all  the  reft 
Are  People  of  no  Doubt ;  I  would  have  ye,  Ladies, 
Keep  your  old  Liberties,  and  do  as  we  inftrucl  ye: 
Come,  look  not  pale,  you  fhall  not  lofe  your  Wifhes, 
Nor  beg  'em  neither,  but  be  yourfelves,  and  happy. 

Rof.  I  tell  ye  true,  I  cannot  hold  off  longer, 
Nor  give  no  more  hard  Language. 

De  Ga.  You  fhall  not  need. 

Rof.  I  love  the  Gentleman,  and  muft  now  fhow  it  j 
Shall  1  beat  a  proper  man  out  of  Heart  ? 

Lug.  There's  none  advifes  ye. 

LiL  'Faith  1  repent  me  too. 

Lug.  Repent,  and  fpoil  all ; 
Tell  what  you  know,  ye  had  beft. 

(46)  Preft]  Prepar'd,  ready. 

LiL 
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Lil.  I'll  tell  what  I  think ; 
For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  I  can  love  him, 
PJ1  tell  him  yes,  I  can  :  The  Man's  a  kind  Man, 
And  out  of  his  true  Honefty  affects  me, 
Although  he  plaid  the  Fool,  which  I  requited, 
Muft  I  ftill  hold  him  at  the  Staves  end  ? 

Lug.  You  are  two  ftrange  Women. 

Rof.  We  may  be,  if  we  fool  ftill. 

Lug.  Dare  ye  believe  me? 
Follow  but  this  Advice  I  have  fet  you  in  now, 
And  if  ye  lofe— Would  ye  yield  now  fo  bafely  j 
Give  up  without  your  Honours  faved  ? 

Be  Ga.  Fie,  Ladies. 
Preferve  your  Freedom  ftill. 

Lil.  Well,  well,  for  this  time. 

Lug.  And  carry  that  full  State. 

Rof.  That's  as  the  Wind  ftands ; 
If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  fcant  us, 
Har.g  me  —  but  I  know  what  I'll  do  ;  come  direct  us, 
I  make  no  doubt,  we  fhall  do  handfomely. 

De  Ga.  Some  Part  o'the  way  we'll  wait  upon  you, 
Ladies  *, 
The  reft  your  Man  fupplies. 

Lug.  Do  well,  Pll  honour  ye.  [Exeunt. 

S   C   E   N   E.  IV. 

Enter  Faclor  and  Mirab$\l9  Oriana,  and  two  Merchants. 

Fac.  Look  ye,  Sir,  there  the  is,  you  fee  how  bufie; 
Methinks  you  are  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for  her  Journey. 

Mir.  How  glorioudy  fhe  fhews !  She  is  a  tall  Woman. 

Fac.  Of  a  fair  Size,  Sir.  My  Mafter  not  being  at  home, 
I  have  been  fo  out  of  my  Wits,  to  get  her  Company  : 
I  mean,  Sir,  of  her  own  fair  Sex,  and  Faihion. 

Mir.  Afar  off,  (he  is  mod  fair  too. 

Fac.  Near,  mod  excellent. 
At  length,  I  have  entreated  two  fair  Ladies, 
And  happily  you  know  'em,  the  young  Daughters 
Of  Monfieur  Nantokt. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  I  know  'em  well,  Sir. 
What  are  thofe  ?  Jewels  ? 
Fac.  All. 

Mir.  They  make  a  rich  fhew  ? 

Fac.  There  is  a  matter  of  ten  thoufand  Pounds  too 
Was  owing  here  :  You  fee  thofe  Merchants  with  her  5 
They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handfomely  her  Shape  fhews  ! 

Fac.  Thofe  are  dill  neat :  Your  Italians  are  moft  curious: 
Now  fhe  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  She  has  a  goodly  Prefence, 
How  full  of  Courtefie?  Well,  Sir,  I'll  leave  ye, 
And  if  I  may  be  bold  to  bring  a  Friend  or  two, 
Good  noble  Gentlemen  » 

Fac.  No  doubt,  ye  may,  Sir. 
For  you  have  moft  command. 

Mir.  I  have  feen  a  Wonder.  [Exit. 
.  Oria.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Fac.  Yes. 

Oria.  How? 

Fac.  Taken  to  the  utmoft, 
A  Wonder  dwells  about  him. 

Oria.  He  did  not  guefs  at  me  ? 

Fac.  No,  be  fecure;  ye  fhew  another  Woman, 
He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  Friends. 

Oria.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Fac.  Here,  here,  now  they  are  come, 
Sit  ft  ill,  and  let  them  fee  ye. 

Enter  Rofalure,  Lillia,  and  Servant. 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  where's  my  Friend,  Sir  ? 
Fac.  She  is  within,  Ladies,  but  here's  another  Gentle- 
woman, 

A  ftranger  to  this  Town  :  So  pleafe  you  vifit  her, 
'Twill  be  well  taken. 

Lil.  Where  is  fhe? 

Fac.  There,  above,  Ladies. 

Ser.  'Blefsme:  What  thing  is  this?  Two  Pinacles 
Upon  her  Pate !  Is't  not  a  Glode  to  catch  Wood-cocks? 

Rof.  Peace,  ye  rude  Knave. 

Ser. 
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Set4..  What  a  bouncing  Bum  me  has  too! 
There's  Sail  enough  for  a  Carrack. 

Rof  What  is  this  Lady  ? 
For  as  I  live,  (he's  a  goodly  Woman. 

Fac.  Guefs,  guefs. 

Lil.  I  have  not  feen  a  nobler  Prefence. 

Ser.  'Tis  a  lufty  Wench  :  Now  could  I  fpend  my 
Forty -pence, 
With  all  my  Heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at  her  j 
To  give  her  but  a  warning  blow. 

Lil.  YeRafcal. 

Ser.  Ay  that's  all  a  Man  has  for's  goodwill :  'Twilt 
be  Jong  enough, 
Before  ye  cry,  Come  Anthony  and  kifs  me. 

Lil.  I'll  have  ye  whipt. 

Rof  Has  my  Friend  feen  this  Lady? 

Fac.  Yes,  yes,  and  is  well  known  to  her. 

Rof.  I  much  admire  her  Prefence. 

Lil.  So  do  I  too : 
For  I  proteft,  (he  is  the  handfomeft, 
The  rarefl,  and  the  neweft  to  mine  Eye 
That  ever  I  faw  yet. 

Rof.  I  long  to  know  her; 
My  Friend  mall  do  that  Kindnefs. 

Oria.  So  me  mall  Ladies, 
Come,  pray  ye  come  up. 

Rof  O  me ! 

LiL  Hang  me  if  I  knew  her : 
Were  I  a  Man  myfelf,  I  mould  now  love  ye ; 
Nay,  I  mould  doat. 

Rof  I  dare  not  truft  mine  Eyes ; 
For  as  I  live  ye  are  the  ftrangelieft  altered  ; 
I  muft  come  up  to  know  the  Truth. 

Ser.  So  muft  I,  Lady  : 
For  I  am  a  kind  of  Unbeliever  too. 

Lil.  Get  ye  gone,  Sirrah ; 
And  what  ye  have  feen,  be  fecret  in:  You  are  paid  elfe, 
No  more  of  your  long  Tongue. 

Fac.  Will  ye  go  in  Ladies, 
And  talk  with  her  ?  Thefe  Venturers  will  come  ftraight: 

Vol.  V.  R  Aw#y 
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Away  with  this  Fellow. 

JUL  There  Sirrah,  go  difport  ye.  [me 
Ser.  I  would  the  trunk-hos'd  Woman  would  go  with 

[Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E.  V. 
Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

Pin.  Is  (he  ib  glorious  handfome? 

Mir.  You  would  wonder ; 
Our  Women  look  like  Gipfies,  like  Gills  to  her ; 
Their  Cloaths  and  Fafhions  beggarly,  and  Bankrupt, 
Bafe,  old,  and  fcurvy. 

Bel.  How  looks  her  Face  ? 

Mir.  Mod  heav'nly ; 
And  the  becoming  Motion  of  her  Body 
So  lets  her  off. 

Bel.  Why  then  we  fhall  flay. 

Mir.  Pardon  me, 
That's  more  than  I  know,  if 'me  be  that  Woman, 
She  appears  to  be.  

Bel.  As  'tis  impoflible. 

Mir.  I  mall  then  tell  ye  more. 

Pin.  Did  ye  fpeak  to  her  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  I  only  few  her,  fhe  was  bufie  ; 
Now  I  go  for  that  End  ;  and  mark  her,  Gentlemen, 
If  lhe  appear  not  to  ye  one  o'th'  fweeteft, 
The  handfomeft,  the  faireft  in  Behaviour  ■ 
We  fhall  meet  the  two 
Wenches  there  too,  they  come  to  vifit  her, 
To  wonder,  as  we  do. 

Pin.  Then  we  fhall  meet  'em. 

Bel.  I  had  rather  meet  two  Bears. 

Mir.  There  you  may  take  your  Leaves,  difpatch  that 
Bufinefs, 
And  as  ye  find  their  Humours. 

Pin.  Is  your  Love  there  too  ? 

Mir.  No  certain,  fhe  has  no  great  Heart  to  fetout  again. 
This  is  the  Houfe,  V\\  uflicr  ye. 

Bel.  Y\\  blefs  me, 
And  take  a  good  Heart  if  I  can. 

Mir.  Come,  nobly..  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Faclor,  Rofalure,  Lillia,  and  Oriana. 
Fac.  They  are  come  in  5  fit  you  two  off  as  Strangers, 
Enter  Boy. 

There  Lady:  Where's  the  Boy?  be  ready,  Sirrah, 
And  clear  your  Pipes  theMufick  now ;  they  enter. [Mufick. 

Enter  Mirabell,  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

Pin.  What  a  State  (he  keeps !  How  far  off  they  fit 
from  her ! 

How  rich  (he  is !  I  marry,  this  Ihews  bravely. 

Bel.  She  is  a  lufty  Wench,  and  may  allure  a  good  Man, 
But  if  (he  have  a  Tongue,  I'll  not  give  Two-Pence  for 
her: 

There  fits  my  Fury,  how  I  make  to  fee  her ! 

Fac.  Madam,  this  is  the  Gentleman. 

Mir.  How  fweet  fhe  kiffes!  [Afide.  . 

She  has  a  Spring  dwells  on  her  Lips,  a  Paradife  * 
This  is  the  Legacy. 

SONG. 

From  the  honoured  dead  I  bring 
"Thus  bis  Love  and  laft  Offering. 
Take  it  nobly ,  'tis  your  due, 
From  a  Friend/hip  ever  true. 
From  a  Faith,  &c. 

Ori.  Mod  noble,  Sir, 
This  from  my  now  dead  Brother,  as  his  Love, 
And  grateful  Memory  of  your  great  Benefit ; 
From  me.  my  Thanks,  my  Wifhes,  and  my  Service. 
'Till  I  am  more  acquainted  I  am  filent,  . 
Only  I  dare  fay  this,  you  are  truly  Noble. 

Mir.  What  mould  I  think  ? 

Pin.  Think  ye  have  a  handfome  Fortune, 
Would  I  had  fuch  another. 

Rof.  Ye  are  well  met,  Gentlemen, 

R  2  W© 
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We  hear  ye  are  for  Travel  ? 

Pin.  Ye  hear  true,  Lady, 
And  come  to  take  our  Leaves. 

LiL  We'll  along  with  ye, 
We  fee  you  are  grown  lb  witty  by  your  Journey, 
We  cannot  chufe  but  ftep  out  too  :  This  Lady 
We  mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  as  Italy. 

Bel.  tfU  travel  into  Wales*  amongft  the  Mountains  \ 
I  hope  they  cannot  find  me. 

Rof.  If  you  go  further, 
So  good  and  free  Society  we  hold  ye, 
We'll  jog  along  too. 

Pin.  Are  ye  lb  valiant,  Lady  ? 

LiL  And  we'll  be  merry,  Sir,  and  laugh. 

Pin.  It  may  be 
We'll  go  by  Sea. 

LiL  Why  'tis  the  only  Voyage ; 
I  love  a  Sea- voyage,  and  a  bluftring  Tempeft ; 
And  let  all  fplit. 

Pin.  This  is  a  dainty  Damfel  : 
I  think  'twill  tame  ye:  Can  ye  ride  Pod  ? 

LiL  O  excellently  :  I  am  never  weary  that  way ; 
A  hundred  Mile  a  Day  is  nothing  with  me. 

Bel.  I'll  travel  under  Ground.  [_Aftdc.~]  Do  you  hear, 
fweet  Lady  ? 
I  find  it  will  be  dangerous  for  a  Woman. 

Rof.  No  danger,  Sir,  I  warrant;  I  love  to  be  under. 

Bel.  I  fee  fhe  will  abufe  me  all  the  World  over  : 
But  fay  we  pnfs  through  Germany*  and  drink  hard? 

Rof.  We'll  learn  to  drink  and  fwagger  too. 

Bel.  She'll  beat  me.  [Afide. 
Lady,  I'll  live  at  Home. 

Rof.  And  I'll  live  with  thee-, 
And  we'll  keep  Houfe  together. 

Bel.  I'll  keep  Hounds  firft 
And  thofe  I  hate  right  heartily. 

Pin.  I  go  for  furky* 
And  fo  it  may  be  up  into  Perfia: 

LiL  We  cannot  know  too  much,  I'll  travel  with  ye. 
Pin.  And  you'll  abufe  me? 

Lil.  Like  enough.  Pin. 
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Pin.  'Tis  dainty. 
Bel.  I  will  live  in  a  Bawdv-houfe. 
Rof.  I  dare  come  to  ye. 
Bel.  Say,  I'm  difpos'd  to  hang  myfelf  ? 
Rof  There  I'll 
Leave  ye.    Bel.  I  am  glad  I  know  how  to  avoid  yc. 
Mir.  May  {  fpeak  yet  ?  Fac.  She  beckens  to  ye.  Mir. 
Lady, 

I  could  wifh  1  knew  how  to  recompence, 

Even  with  the  Service  of  my  Life,  thofe  Pains, 

And  thofe  high  Favours  you  have  thrown  upon  me  3 

Till  I  be  more  defertful  in  your  Eye, 

And  till  my  Duty  mail  make  known  I  honour  ye, 

Nobleft  of  Women,  do  me  but  this  Favour 

To  accept  this  back  again,  as  a  poor  Teftimony. 

Oria.  I  muft  have  you  too  with  'em  ;  clfe  the  Will, 
That  fays  they  muft  reft  with  ye,  is  infring'd,  Sir  ; 
Which  pardon  me,  I  dare  not  do. 

Mir.  Take  me  then  ; 
And  take  me  with  the  trueft  Love. 

Oria.  'Tis  certain, 
My  Brother  Jov'd  ye  dearly,  and  I  ought 
As  dearly  to  preferve  that  Love.    But,  Sir, 
Though  I  were  willing,  thefe  are  but  your  Ceremonies. 

Mir.  As  I  have  Life,  I  fpeak  my  Soul. 

Oria.  I  like  yc. 
But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  I've  Teftimony, 
A  Stranger  to  ye.-  -, 

Mir.  Til  marry  ye  immediately, 
A  fair  State  f  dare  promife  ye. 

Bel.  Yet  fhe'll  cozen  thee. 

Oria.  Would  fome  fair  Gentleman  durft  promife  for  ye. 
Mir.  By  all  that's  good.;  

Enter  La  Cadre,  Nantolet,  Lugier,  and  de  Gard. 

All.  And  we'll  make  up  the  reft,  Lady. 

Oria.  Then  Oriana  takes  ye  >  nay,  flie  has  caught  ye-, 
If  ye  ftart  now  let  all  the  World  cry  ftiame  on  ye  : 
I  have  out-travell'd  ye. 

Bel.  Did  not  I  fay  fhe  would  cheat  thee  ? 

R  3  Mir. 
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Mir.  I  thank  ye,  I  am  pleas'd  ye  have  deceiv'd  me  j 
And  willingly  I  fwallow  it,  and  joy  in't ; 
And  yet  perhaps  I  knew  ye:  Whofe  Plot  was  this? 

Lug.  He  is  not  afham'd  that  caft  it :  He  that  executed, 
Followed  your  Father's  Will. 

Mir.  W hat  a  World's  this,  nothing  but  Craft  and  Co- 
zenage ? 

Ori.  Who  begun,  Sir? 

Mir.  Well ;  I  do  take  thee  upon  meer  Compafllon  ; 
And  I  do  think,  I  fliall  love  thee.    As  a  Teftimony, 
Til  burn  my  Book,  and  turn  a  new  Leaf  over, 
But  thefe  fine  Cloaths  you  fliall  wear  ftflL 

Ori  I  obey  you,  Sir,  in  all. 

JSIant.  And  how!  how,  Daughters!  what  fay  you. to 
thefc  Gentlemen  ? 
What  fay  ye,  Gentlemen,  to  the  Girls  ? 

Pin.  By  my  troth  if  (he  can  love  me. 

J_,\l,  How  long  ? 

Pin.  Nay,  if  once  ye  love. 

Lil.  Then  take  me, 
And  take  your  Chance. 

Pin.  Mod  willingly,  ye  are  mine,  Lady, 
And  if  I  ufe  ye  not,  that  ye  may  love  me.  » 

Lil.  A  Match  i'faith. 

Pin.  Why  now  ye  travel  with  me. 

Rof.  Hew  that  thing  ftands! 

Bel.  (47)  It  will  if  ye  urge  it. 
Blefs  your  five  Wits. 

Rof.  Nay, 'prithee  flay,  Til  have  thee. 

Bel  You  mud  ask  me  Leave  firft. 

Rof.-  Wilt  thou  ufe  me  kindly, 
And  beat  me  but  once  a  Week  ? 

Bel.  If  ye  deferve  no  more* 

Rcf.  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  Child  ? 

Bel.  Doft  thou  ask  me  ferioufly  ? 

R  f  Yes  indeed  dpi. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  will  get  thee  with  Child,  come  prefently, 

(4.7^  Bell.  Itnvi/l  if  ye  urge  it.]  The  want  of  a  Negative  makes 

"BelUur  ia)  juft  the  contrary  to  what  he  deiigrfd, 
It  wi/I  not  if  ye  urge  it. 

And't 
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And't  be  but  in  Revenge,  I'll  do  thee  that  Courtefie. 
Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me,  have  at  thee. 

Rof.  1*11  love  ye,  and  Til  honour  ye. 

Bel.  1  am  pleas'd  then. 

Mir.  This  Wild-Goofe  Chafe  is  done,  we  have  won  o'both 
fides. 

Brother,  your  Love,  and  now  to  Church  of  all  Hands  j 
Let's  lofe  no  time, 

Pin.  Our  travelling,  ("48)  lay  by. 

Bel.  No  more  for  Italy ;  for  the  Low  Countries^  I. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

(48)  lay  by. 

Bell.  No  more  for  Italy,  for  the  Low  Countries.  ]  The  Reading, 
"which  the  prefent  Edition  exhibits,  is  Mr.  Theobald^,  and  an  happy- 
one  it  is,  as  it  both  compleats  the  Senfe,  and  keeps  up  the  .folemn 
Cuftom  of  not  only  the  Play- Wrights  of  our  Authors,  but  thefe  ofour 
prefent  time,  vix.  of  making  each  Drama  conclude  in  a  Jingle. 


WIFE  for  a  MONTH. 
T  RA  GI-COMEDT. 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U 


YO  U*R  E  welcome,  Gentlemen,  and  would  our 
Were  fo  well  feafon'd,  to  pleafe  ev'ry  Gueft  j 
Ingenuous  Appetites,  1  hope  we  fhall, 
And  their  Examples  may  prevail  in  all, 
Our  noble  Friend,  who  zvrit  this,  bid  me  fay, 
He'd  rather  drefs,  upon  d  Triumph-Day, 
My  Lord  Mayor* s  Feaft,  and  make  him  Sauces  too, 
Sauce  for  each  fev'ral  Mouth,  nay  further  go, 
He'd  rather  build  up  thofe  invincible  Pies 
And  Caftle-Cuftards  that  affright  all  Eyes, 
Nay  eat 9 em  all  and  their  Artillery, 
Than  drefs  for  fuch  a  curious  Company 
One  fmgle  T>ijh  ;  yet  he  has  pleased  ye  too, 
And  you've  confefs'd  he  knew  well  what  to  do\ 
Be  hungry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring 
Sharp  Stomachs  to  the  Stories  he  Jhall  fing, 
And  he  dare  yet,  he  fays,  prepare  a  Table 
Shall  make  you  fay,  well  dreft,  and  he  well  able. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAL. 


MEN. 

ALphonfo,  King  of  Naples,  elder  Brother  Frederick. 
Frederick,  unnatural  and  libidinous  Brother  to  Al- 
phonfo,  and  Ufurper  of  his  Kingdom. 
Sorano,  a  Lord,  Brother  to  Evanthe,  Fredericks  wicked 

Inftrument. 

Valerio,  a  noble  young  Lord,  Servant,  afterward  married 

to  Evanthe. 
Camillo,  > 

Cleanthes,^  three  honeft  Court  Lords. 
MenalJo,  J 

Rugio,  an  honeft  Lord,  Friend  to  Alphonfo. 
Marco,  a  Friar,  Alphonfo's  Friend. 
Podramo,  a  necejfary  Creature  to  Sorano. 
Tonie,  King  Frederick' s  Knavifh  Fool. 
Caftruccio,  Captain  of  the  Citadel,  an  honeft  Man. 
Cupid,  Graces,  with  other  Mafquers. 

Citizens,    Lawyer,  Thyfician,  Captain,  Cut-purfe,  Fodt 
and  Attendants. 


WOMEN. 

§>ueen,  Wife  to  Frederick,  a  virtuous  Lady. 

Evanthe,  Sifter     Sorano,  the  chafte  Wife  of  Valerio,  sr 

a  Wife  for  a  Month. 
Caffandra,  an  old  Bawd,  Waiting-woman  to  Evanthe. 
Ladies. 
City  Wives. 


SCENE,  NAPLES. 


A 


WIFE  for  a  MONTH. 


ACTI.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  King  Frederick,  Sorano,  Valerio,  Camillo,  CJeanthes, 
Menallo,  and  Attendants. 

SORANO. 

ILL  your  Grace  fpeak  ? 

Fred.  Let  me  alone,  Sorano^ 
Although  my  Thoughts  feem  fad,  they're  wel- 
come to  me. 
Sor.  You  know  I'm  private  as  your  fecret 
Wimes, 

Ready  to  fling  my  Soul  upon  your  Service, 
Ere  your  Command  be  on't. 

Fred.  Bid  thofe  depart. 

Sor.  You  muft  retire,  my  Lords. 

Cam.  What  new  Defign 
Is  hammering  in  his  Head  now  ? 

Cle.  Let's  pray  heartily 
None  of  our  Heads  meet  with't ;  my  Wife's  old, 
That's  all  my  Comfort. 

Men.  Mine's  ugly,  that  I  am  fure  on, 
And  I  think  honeft  too,  'twould  make  me  flart  elfe. 

Cam.  Mine's  troubled  in  the  Country  with  a  Fever, 
And  fome  few  Infirmities  elfe  5  he  looks  again,. 

Come 
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Come  let's  retire,- certain  'tis  fome  She-bufmefs 

This  new  Lord's  employ'd  in.    VaU  I'll  not  be  far  off* 

Becaufe  I  doubt  the  Caufe.  [Exit* 

Fred.  Are  they  ail  gone  ? 

Sor.  All  but  your  faithful  Servant. 

Fred.  I  would  tell  thee, 
But  'tis  a  thing  thou  canft  not  like. 

Sor.  Pray  ye  fpeak  it, 
Is  it  my  Head  ?  1  have  it  ready  for  ye,  Sir  : 
Is't  any  Action  in  my  Power  ?  My  Wit? 
I  care  not  of  what  Nature,  nor  what  follows. 

Fred.  1  am  in  Love. 

Sor.  That's  th*  lead  thing  of  a  Thoufand, 
The  eafieft  to  atchieve. 

Fred.  But  with  whom,  Sorano  ? 

Sor.  With  whom  you  pleafe,  you  mud  not  be  deny'd,  Sir, 

Fred.  Say  it  be  with  one  of  thy  Kinfwomen. 

Sor,  Say  with  all, 
I  mall  more  love  your  Grace,  I  mall  more  honour  ye, 
And  would  I  had  enough  to  ferve  your  Pleafure. 

Fred.  Why  'tis  thy  Sifter  then,  the  fair  Evanthe^ 
Til  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  I'll  be  as  plain  with  you,  Sir, 
She  brought  not  her  Perfections  to  the  World, 
To  lock  them  in  a  Cafe,  or  hang  'em  by  her, 
The  ufe  is  all  fhe  breeds  'em  for ;  (he's  yours,  Sir. 

Fred  Do  ft  thou  mean  ferioufly ! 

Sor.  I  mean  mv  Sifter; 
And  if  I  had  a  Dozen  more,  they  were  all  yours : 
Some  Aunts  I  have,  they  have  been  handfom  Women, 
My  Mother's  dead  indeed,  and  fome  few  Coufins 
That  are  now  (hooting  up,  we  (hall  fee  fhortly. 

Fred.  No,  Ws  Evanthe. 

Sor.  I  have  fent  my  lyian  to  her 
Upon  fome  Bufmefs  to  come  (1)  prefently, 
Hither  fhe  mall  come  *,  your  Grace  dare  fpeak  unto  her? 

(l)   prrjently 

Hither.^  fiall  come ;  ]  Hither,  t.  e.  into  your  Apart- 
ments. But  Sorano  could  not  fay  that  he  had  Jent  for  her  to  come  thither. 
The  Comma  therefore  fhould  be,  as  I  have  put  it,  after  prefently. 

Large 
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Large  golden  Promifes,  and  fweet  Language,  Sir, 
You  know  what  they  work;  fhe's  a  compleat  Courtier: 
Befides  I'll  fet  in. 

Fred.  She  waits  on  my  Queen. 
What  Jealoufy  and  Anger  may  arife, 
Incenfing  her  ? 

Sor.  You  have  a  good  fweet  Lady, 
A  Woman  of  fo  ev'n  and  ftill  a  Temper, 
She  knows  not  Anger;  fay  me  were  a  Fury, 
I'd  thought  you  had  been  abfolute,  the  great  King, 
(2)  The  Fountain  of  all  Honours,  Plays  and  Pleafures, 
Your  Will  and  your  Commands  unbounded  alfo ; 
Go  get  a  Pair  of  Beads  and  learn  to  pray,  Sir. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  Servant  ftays. 

Sor.  Bid  him  come  hither, 
And  bring  the  Lady  with  him.    Fred.  I  will  woo  her. 
And  either  lofe  myfelf,  or  win  her  Favour. 

Sor.  She's  coming  in. 

Fred.  Thy  Eyes  moot  through  the  Door, 
They  are  fo  piercing,  that  the  Beams  they  dart 
Give  new  Light  to  the  Room. 

Enter  Podramo  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 
This  is  the  King's  fide,  and  his  private  Lodgings, 
What  Bufmefs  have  I  here  f 

Pod.  My  Lord  fent  for  ye. 

(2)  fbe  Fountain  of  all  Honours,  Plays  and  Pleafures, 

Tour  Will  and  your  Commands  unbounded  alfo ;]   The  Cenfur« 
this  Paffage  is  liable  to  I  would  endeavour  to  wipe  off,  by  reading, 

■  Pains  and  Pleafures, 

Or  throwing  a  Word  in  at  the  beginning  of  thefecond  Line,  and  alter 
ing  the  Pointing  in  the  firft ; 

The  Fountain  of  all  Honours  ;  Pains  and  Pleafures 
Waiting  your  Will,  and  your  Commands  unbounded, 
i.  e.  I  took  you  to  be  a  great  King  that  could  punifti  or  reward  by  ar- 
bitrary Will,  and  with  an  unbounded  Authority.  But  the  true  Reading, 
as  well  as  the  moft  obvious,  is  this, 

The  Fountain  of  all  Honours,  Place  and  Pleafures. 
So  in  the  laft  A&  of  this  Play  Urbino  [Valeria  difguis'd)  fays, 
/  love  my  Friend,  not  meafur'd  out  by  Time, 
Nor  bird  by  Circumjlance  of  Place  and  Honour. 

Evan, 
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Evan.  His  Lodgings  are  below,  you  are  miftaken, 
We  left  them  at  the  Stair-foot. 

Pod.  Good  fweet  Madam. 

Evan.  I  am  no  Counselor,  nor  important  Sutor, 
Nor  have  no  private  Bufmefs  through  thefe  Chambers, 
To  feek  him  this  way  ;  o'  my  Life  thou'rt  drunk, 
Or  worfe  than  drunk,  hir'd  to  convey  me  hither 
To  fome  bafe  End  \  now  I  look  on  thee  better, 
Thou  ,  haft  a  bawdy  Face,  and  I  abhor  thee, 
A  beaftly  bawdy  Face,  I'll  go  no  further. 

Sor.  Nay  fhrink  not  back,  indeed  you  lhali,  good  Sifter. 
Why  do  you  blulh  ?  the  good  King  will  not  hurt  ye, 
He  honours  ye,  and  loves  ye. 

Evan.  Is  this  the  Bufmefs  ? 

Sor.  Yes,  and  the  beft  you  ever  will  arrive  at, 
If  you  be  wife.    Evan.  My  Father  was  no  Bawd,  Sir, 
Nor  of  that  worfhipful  Stock,  as  I  remember.. 

Sor.  You  are  a  Fool. 

Evan.  You're  that  I  fhame  to  tell  ye. 

Fred.  Gentle  Evanthe ! 
.  Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  Sir, 
Is  well  and  merry,  Heav'n  be  thanked  for  it, 
And  as  I  think  me  waits  you  in  the  Garden. 

Fred.  Let  her  wait  there,  I  talk  not  of  her  Garden> 
I  talk  of  thee,  fweet  Flower. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  is  pleafant, 
Thus  to  miftake  a  Nettle  for  a  Rofe. 

Fred.  No  Rofe,  nor  Lily,  nor  no  glorious  Hyacinth, 
Are  of  that  fweetnefs,  whitenefs,  tendernefs, 
Softnefs,  and  fatisfying  BlefTednefs, 
As  my  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  fpeaks  very  feelingly  ; 
I  would  not  be  a  handfom  Wench  in  your  Way,  Sir, 
For  a  new  Gown. 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  Handfomnefs  j 
Nature  will  be  afham'd  to  frame  another 
Now  thou  art  made,  thou'ft  robb'd  her  of  her  Cunning : 
Each  feveral  part  about  thee  is  a  Beauty. 
Sor.  D'  vou  hear  this,  Sifter? 
Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  Brother, 

But 
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But  all  this  will  not  do.     Fred.  But  love  Evanthe. 
Thou  (halt  have  more  than  Words,  Wealth,  Eafe,  and 

Honours, 
My  tender  Wench. 

Evan.  Be  tender  of  my  Credit, 
And  I  mall  love  you,  Sir,  and  I  mall  honour  ye1. 

Fred.  I  love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,  my  Evanthe, 
To  give  thee  the  Content  of  Love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold,  Sir, 
Ye  are  too  fleet ;  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  this  way, 
Your  Grace  can  ne'er  content.    Sor.  You  ftubborn  Toy* 

Evan.  Good  my  Lord  Bawd  I  thank  ye. 

Fred.  Thou  malt  not  go,  believe  me,  fweet  Evantht) 
So  high  I  will  advance  thee  for  this  Favour, 
So  rich  and  potent  I  will  raife  thy  Fortune, 
And  thy  Friends  mighty. 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace  be  patient, 
I  (hall  make  the 

Worfl:  honourable  Wench  that  ever  was, 
Shame  your  Difcretion,  and  your  Choice. 
Fred.  Thou  malt  not. 

Evan.  Shall  I  be  rich  do  you  fay,  and  glorious* 
And  mine  above  the  reft,  and  fcorn  all  Beauties, 
And  mighty  in  Command  ? 

Fred.  Thou  malt  be  any  thing. 

Evan.  Let  me  be  honeft  too,  and  then  1*11  thank  ye* 
Have  you  not  iuch  a  Title  to  beftow  too  ? 
If  I  prove  otherwife,  I'd  know  but  this,  Sir ; 
Can  all  the  Pow'r  you  have,  or  all  the  Riches, 
But  tye  Mens  Tongues  up  from  difcourfing  of  me, 
Their  Eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  Folly, 
Time  that  (hall  come,  from  wondering  at  my  Impudence, 
And  they  that  read  my  wanton  Life,  from  Curfes? 
Can  you  do  this  ?  Have  ye  this  Magick  in  ye? 
This  is  not  in  your  Power,  though  you  be  a  Prince,  Sir, 
No  more  than  Evil  is  in  holy  Angels, 
Nor  I,  I  hope.    Get  Wantonnefs  confirm'd 
By  A6t  of  Parliament  an  Honefty, 
And  fo  receiv'd  by  all,  Til  hearken  to  ye. 
Heav'n  guide  your  Grace. 

Vol.  V,  S  Fred.  . 
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Fred.  Evanthe>  flay  a  little, 
I'll  no  more  Wantonnefs,  I'll  marry  thee. 
Evan.  What  mail  the  Queen  do? 
Fred.  I'll  be  divorc'd  from  her. 
Evan.  Can  you  tell  why  ?  What .  has  me  done 
againft  ye? 

Has  (he  contriv'd  a  Treafon  'gainft  your  Perfon  ? 
Abus'd  your  Bed  ?  Does  Difobedience  urge  ye  ? 

Fred.  That's  all  one,  'tis  my  Will. 

Evan.  'Tis  a  moft  wicked  one, 
A  moft  abfurd  one,  and  will  mow  a  Monfter. 
I'd  rather  be  a  Whore,  and  with  lefs  Sin, 
T'  your  prefent  Luft,  than  Queen  to  your  Injuftice. 
Yours  is  no  Love,  Faith  and  Religion  fly  it, 
Nor  has  no  Tafte  of  fair  Affection  in  it. 
Some  hellim  Flame  abufes  your  fair  Body, 
And  helJifh  Furies  blow  it ;  look  behind  ye, 
Divorce  you  from  a  Woman  of  her  Beauty, 
Of  her  Integrity,'  her  Piety  ? 
Her  Love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  ye; 
Her  chafte  and  virtuous  Love,  are  thefe  fit  Caufes? 
What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I  have  cloy'd  ye? 
You  may  find  Time  out  in  Eternity, 
Deceit  and  Violence  in  heav'nly  Juftice, 
Life  in  the  Grave,  and  Death  among  the  Bleffed, 
Ere  Stain  or  Brack  in  her  fweet  Reputation. 

Sor.  You've  fool'd  enough,  be  wife  now,  and  a  Wo- 
man ; 

You've  ihew'd  a  Modefty  fufficient, 
If  not  too  much  for  Court. 

Evan.  You've  (hew'd  an  Impudence, 
A  more  experienc'd  Bawd  would  blufti  and  make  at  i 
You'il  make  my  Kindred  mighty  ? 

Fred.  Prithee  hear  me. 

Evan.  I  do  Sir,  and  I  count  it  a  great  Offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine. 

Evan.  Tis  like  enough  you  may  clap  Honour  on  them, 
But  how  'twill  fit,  and  how  Men  will  adore  ir, 
Is  ftiJJ  the  Queftion.    I'll  tell  you  what  they'll  fay,  Sir, 
What  the  Report  will  be,  and  'twill  be  true  too, 

And 


Wife  for  a  Month,  275 

(3)  And  it  muft  needs  be  Comfort  to  your  Matter, 
Thefe  are  the  IfTues  of  her  Impudence. 
I'll  tell  your  Grace,  fa  dear  I  hold  the  Queen, 
So  dear  that  Honour  that  fhe  nurs'd  me  up  in, 
I'd  firft  take  to  me,  for  my  Lull,  a  Moor, 
One  of  your  Gally-flaves,  that  Cold  and  Hunger, 
Decrepit  Mifery,  had  made  a  mock-Man, 
Than  be  your  Queen. 

Fred.  You're  bravely  refolute. 

Evan.  I'd  rather  be  a  Leper,  and  be  fhun'd, 
And  die  by  Pieces,  rot  into  my  Grave, 
Leaving  no  Memory  behind  to  know  me, 
Than  be  a  high  Whore  to  Eternity. 

Fred.  You  have  another  Gamefter  I  perceive  by  ye, 
You  durft  not  flight  me  elfe. 

Sor.  I'll  find  him  out, 
Though  he  lye  next  thy  Heart  hid,  Til  difcover  him, 
(4.)  And  ye  proud  Peat,  I'll  make  you  curfe  your  InfolenceJ 

Vol.  Tongue  of  an  Angel,  and  the  Truth  of  Heav'n, 
How  am  I  bleft!  [Exit  Val. 

Sor.  Podramo  go  in  hade 
To  my  Sifter's  Gentlewoman,  you  know  her  well, 
And  bid  her  fend  her  Miftrefs  prefently 
The  Jefler  Cabinet  fhe  keeps  her  Letters  in, 
And  fuch  like  Toys,  and  bring  it  to  me  inftantly.  Away. 

Pod.  I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Queen  with  two  Ladies. 
Sor.  The  Queen. 

Fred.  Let's  quit  the  Place,  (he  may  grow  jealous; 

[Exeunt  Fred,  and  Sorano. 
Queen.  So  fuddenly  departed  !  what's  the  Reafon  I 

(3)  And  it  muft  neejs  be  comfort  to  your  Matter]  Who  was  FreJ/- 
rick's  Mailer  ?  Preferment  had  been  prornis'd  to  her  Kindreo',  by  whom 
her  Brother  Sorano  is  chiefly  intended,  who  was  Pandar  and  Minijier 
of  Frederick's  Lulls.    I  read  therefore, 

And  it  muft  needs  be  Comfort  to  your  Minifter. 

Mr.  Seiverd. 

(4)  And  ye  pound  Peat,-~-]  Thia  Reading  h  twu'iar  to  iheCefty 
of  171 1 . 

S  %  Does 
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Does  my  Approach  difpleafe  his  Grace  ?  are  my  Eyes 
So  hateful  to  him  ?  or  my  Converfation 
Infe&ed,  thae  he  flies  me  ?  Fair  Evantbe, 
Are  you  there  ?  then  I  fee  his  Shame. 

Evan.  'Tis  true,  Madam, 
'T  has  pleas'd  his  Goodnefs  to  be  pleafant  with  me. 

Queen.  'Tis  ftrange  to  find  thy  Modefty  in  this  PJace. 
Does  the  King  offer  fair  ?  Does  thy  Face  take  him  ? 
Ne'er  blufh,  Evanthe,  'tis  a  very  fweet  one. 
Does  he  rain  Gold,  and  precious  Promifes 
Into  thy  Lap?  Will  he  advance  thy  Fortunes  ? 
Shalt  thou  be  mighty,  Wench? 

Evan.  Never  mock,  Madam ; 
'Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented, 
At  leaft  reveng'd I  can  be  mighty,  Lady, 
And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great  as  you  are. 

Queen.  He'll  marry  thee  ? 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a  Queen,  Madam  ? 

Queen.  'Tis  true,  Evanthe^  'tis  a  brave  Ambition, 
A  golden  Dream,  that  may  delude  a  good  Mindj 
What  fliall  become  of  me? 

Evan.^  You  muft  learn  to  pray, 
Your  Age  and  Honour  will  become  a  Nunnery. 

Qjieen.  Wilt  thou  remember  me?  [Weepsl 

Evan.  She  weeps.    Sweet  Lady, 
Upon  my  Knees  I  ask  your  facred  Pardon, 
For  my  rude  Boldnefs  ;  and  know,  my  fweet  Miftrefs, 
If  e'er  there  were  Ambition  in  Evantbe, 
It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  Duties : 
'Tis  true  I  have  been  tempted  by  the  King, 
And  with  no  few  and  potent  Charms,  to  wrong  ye, 
To  violate  the  chafle  Joys  of  your  Bed ; 
And  thofe  not  taking  hold,  t'  ufurp  your  State  ; 
But  fhe  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ye, 
And  daily  fed  upon  your  virtuous  Precepts, 
Still  growing  ftrong  b'  Example  of  your  Goodnefs, 
Having  no  errant  Motion  from  Obedience, 
Flies  from  thefe  Vanities,  as  meer  Illufions ; 
And  arm'd  with  Honefty,  defies  all  Promifes. 
In  token  of  this  Truth,  I  lay  my  Life  down 

Under 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  277 

Under  your  facred  Foot,  to  do  you  Service. 

Queen.  Rife  my  true  Friend,  thou  virtuous  Bud  of  Beauty, 
Thou  Virgins  Honour,  fweetly  blow  and  flourifli ; 
And  that  rude  nipping  Wind,  that  feeks  to  blaft  thee, 
Or  taint  thy  Root,  be  curft  to  all  Pofteriryj 
To  my  Protection  from  this  Hour  I  take  ye, 
Yes,  and  the  King  fhall  know— — 

Evan.  Give  his  Heat  way,  Madam, 
And  'twill  go  out  again,  he  may  forget  all.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Cam.  What  have  we  to 
Do  with  the  Times  ?  we  cannot  cure  'em. 
Let  'em  go  on,  when  they  are  fwoln  with  Surfeits 
They'll  burft  and  ftink,  then  all  the  World  mall  fmell 9  cm. 

Cle.  A  Man 
May  live  a  Bawd,  and  be  an  honeft  Man. 

Men.  Yes,  and  % 
A  wife  Man  too,  it  is  a  virtuous  Calling. 

Cam.  To  his  own  Wife  efpecially,  or  his  Sifter, 
The  nearer  to  his  own  Blood,  ftill  the  honefter : 
There  want  fuch  honeft  Men,  would  we  had  more  of  'em. 

Men.  To  be  a  Villain  is  no  fuch  rude  Matter. 

Cam.  No,  if  he  be  a  neat  one,  and  a  perfect, 
Art  makes  all  excellent:  What  is  it,  Gentlemen, 
In  a  good  Caufe  to  kill  a  Dozen  Coxcombs, 
That  blunt  rude  Fellows  call  good  Patriots  ? 
Nothing,  nor  ne'er  look'd  after.    Men.  'Tis  e'en  as  much, 
As  eafy  too,  as  honeft,  and  as  clear, 
To  ravifh  Matrons,  and  deflow'r  coy  Wenches  j 
But  here  they  are  fo  willing,  'tis  a  Complement. 

Cle.  To  pull  down  Churches  with  pretenfion 
To  build  'em  fairer,  may  be  done  with  Honour, 
And  all  this  time  believe  no  Gods.    Cam.  I  think  fo, 
'Tis  faith  enough  if  they  name  'em  in  their  Angers, 
(5)  Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  engrave  an  Angeft 

(5)  Or  on  their  rotten  Tombs  engrave  an  Angel ;]  But  why  rotten 
Tombs?  A  Commentator  perhaps  would  anfwer,  Becaufe  they  contain 
rotten  Carcafes ;  and  fo  the  Bufinefs  is  done.  But  I  mould  rather  prefer, 
Or  o'er  their  rotten  Bones  engrave  an  Angel. 

S  3  Well, 
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Well,  brave  Alfbcmfoy  how  happy  had  we  been, 
If  thou  had'ft  reign'd ! 

Men.  Would  I  had  his  Difeafe, 
Ty'd  like  a  Leprofy  to  my  Pofterity, 
So  he  were  right  again. 

Cle.  What  is  his  Malady? 

Cam.  Nothing  but  fad  and  (ilent  Melancholy, 
Laden  with  Griefs  and  Thoughts,  no  Man  knows  why 
neither 

The  good  Brandino  (6)  Father  to  the  Princes 
Ufed  all  the  Art  and  Induftry  that  might  be, 
To  free  Alpbonfo  from  this  dull  Calamity, 
And  feat  him  in  his  Rule;  he  was  his  eldett 
And  nobleft  too,  had  not  fair  Nature  (topt  in  him, 
For  which  Caufe  this  was  chofen  to  inherit, 
Frederick  the  younger. 

Cle.  Does  he  ufe  his  Brother 
With  that  Refpecl:  and  Honour  that  befits  him  ? 

Cam.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend, 
To  give  more  eafe  and  comfort  to  his  Sicknefs  ; 
But  he  has  honeft  Servants,  the  grave  Rvgio> 
And  FYiar  Marco,  ttiat  wait  on  his  Perfon, 
And  in  a  Monaftery  he  lives. 

Men.  'Tis  full  of  Sadnefs, 
To  fee  him  when  he  comes  t  his  Father*s  Tomb, 
(As  once  a  Day  that  is  his  Pilgrimage, 
Whilfl  in  Devotion,  the  Quire  fmgs  an  Anthem  ;) 
How  pioufly  he  kneeh,  and  like  a  Virgin 
That  fome  crofs  Fate  had  cozen'd  of  her  Love, 
Weeps  'trll  the  ftubborn  Marble  fweats  with  Pity, 
And  to  his  Groans  the  whole  Quire  bears  a  Chorus. 

Enter  Frederick,  Sorano  with  the  Cabinet,  and  Podramo. 

Cam.  So  do  I  too.    The  King  with  his  Contrivers, 
This  is  no  Place  for  us.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Fred.  This  is  a  Jewel, 

"ffl   Father  to  the  Pnncefs]  The  true  Leaion  is, 

 —  Father  to  the  Princes. 

Thit,  Mr.  Theobald  had  obferved  in  his  Margin,  and  Mr.  'Sward 

r.erein  concurred  with  trs  both. 

Lay 
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Lay  it  afide ;  what  Paper's  that  ? 

Pod.  A  Letter, 
But  'tis  a  Woman's,  Sir,  I  know  by  th'  Hand, 
And  th'  falfe  Orthography,  they  write  old  Saxon. 

Fred.  May  be  her  ghoftly  Mother's  that  inftrudh  her. 

Sor.  No,  'tis  a  Coufin's,  and  came  up  with  a  great  Cake, 

Fred.  What's  that? 

Sor.  A  Pair  of  Gloves  the  Duchefs  gave  her, 
For  lb  the  outfide  fays  ? 
Fred.  That  other  Paper  ? 

Sor.  A  Charm  for  the  Tooth- ach,  here's  nothing  but 

Saints  and  CrofTes. 
Fred.  Look  in  that  Box,  methinks  that  fhould  hold 

Secrets. 

Pod.  'Tis  Paint,  and  Curls  of  Hair,  fhe  'gins  to  exercife. 
A  Glafs  of  Water  too,  I  would  fain  talle  it, 
But  I  am  wickedly  afraid  'twill  filence  me; 
Never  a  Conduit-Pipe  to  convey  this  Water  ? 

Sor.  Thefe  are  all  Rings,  Deaths-heads,  and  fuch  Me- 
mento*s. 

Her  Grandmother,  and  Worm-eaten  Aunts  left  to  her, 
To  tell  her  what  her  Beauty  muft  arrive  at. 
Fred.  That,  that. 

Pod. They're  written  Songs,  Sir,  to  provoke  young L ad  es  > 
Lord  here's  a  Prayer-book,  how  thefe  agree! 
Here's  a  ftrange  Union.    Sor.  Ever  by  a  Surfeit 
You  have  a  Julep  fet,  to  cool  the  Patient. 

Fred.  Thofe,  thofe. 

Sor.  They're  Verfes  to  the  blefl:  Eyatfhe. 
Fred.  Thofe  may  difcover, 
Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

¥0  the  blefl  Evanthe. 

Let  thofe  complain  that  feel  Loves  Cruelly* 

And  in  fad  Legends  write  their  JVoes^ 
With  Rofes  gently  If  as  corretled  mey 
My  War  is  without  Rage  or  Bhzvs : 

My  Miflrefs  Eyes  Jhlne  fair  on  my  Drfir  \ 
And  hope  fprings  up  inflam'd  with  bey  he  Fres. 

S4  Ne 
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No  more  an  Exile  will  I  dwell, 

With  folded  Arms,  and  Sighs  all  Bay, 
Reckoning  the  Torments  of  my  Hell, 
And  flinging  my  fweet  Joys  away  : 
J  am  caird  home  again  to  quiet  Peace, 
My  Miftrefs  [miles,  and  all  my  Sorrows  ceafi. 
Yet  what  is  living  in  her  Eye  ? 

Or  being  bleft  with  her  fweet  Tongue, 
If  thefe  no  other  Joys  imply  ? 
A  golden  Gyve,  a  pleafing  wrong  : 

To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month  Pd  give 
My  Youth,  my  Fortune,  and  then  leave  to  live. 

Fred.  This  is  my  Rival,  that  I  knew  the  Hand  now. 

Sor.  I  know  it,  I  have  feen  it,  'tis  Valeria*^ 
That  hopeful  Gentleman's,  that  was  brought  up 
With  ye,  and  by  your  Charge,  nouriih'd  and  fed 
At  the  lame  Table,  with  the  fame  Allowance. 

Fred.  And  all  this  Courtefie  to  ruin  me  ? 
Crofs  my  delires  ?  h'ad  better  have  fed  humblier, 
And  flood  at  greater  Diftance  from  my  Fury  : 
Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  inftantly, 
"Whilft  my  impatient  Heart  fwells  high  with  choler  : 
B:t:er  have  lov'd  Defpair,  and  fafer  kifs'd  her.  [_Ex.  Lords. 

Enter  Evan  the,  and  Caflandra. 

Evan.  Thou  old  weak  Fool,  coft  thou  know  to  what 
end, 

To  what  betraying  end  he  got  this  Casket? 

Durft  thou  deliver  him  without  my  Ring, 

Or  a  Command  from  mine  own  Mouth,  that  Cabinet 

That  holds  my  Heart?  you  unconfid'rate  Afs, 

You  brainlefs  Idiot. 

Caf.  I  faw  you  go  with  him, 
At  the  firil  Word  commit  your  Perfon  to  him, 
And  make  no  fcruple ;  he's  your  Brother's  Gentleman, 
And  for  any  thing  I  know,  an  honeft  Man  ; 
And  might  not  I  upon  the  fame  Security 
Deliver  him  a  Box?   Evan.  A  Bottle-head. 

Fred.  You  mall  haveCaufe  to  chafe,  as  I  wfll  handle  it. 

Evan, 
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Evan.  I'd  rather  thou'dft  deliver'd  me  to  Pirates, 
Betray'd  me  to  uncurable  Difeafes, 
Hung  up  my  Pi&ure  in  a  Market-place, 

(7)  And  fold  me  to  wild  Bawds. 
Caf.  As  I  take  it,  Madam, 

Your  Maid'n-head  lies  not  in  that  Cabinet, 
You  have  a  clofer,  and  you  keep  the  Key  too, 
Why  are  you  vex'd  thus  ? 

Evan.  I  could  curfe  thee  wickedly, 
.  And  wifti  thee  more  deformed  than  Age  can  make  thee  ; 

(8)  Perpetual  Hunger,  and  no  Teeth  to  fatisfy't, 
Wait  on  thee  ftill,  nor  fleep  be  found  to  eafe  it ; 
Thofe  Hands  that  gave  the  Casket,  may  the  Palfie 
For  ever  make  unufeful,  ev'n  to  feed  thee. 

Long  Winters,  that  thy  Bones  may  turn  to  Hides, 
No  Hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee. 
Is  thy  Care  like  thy  Body,  all  one  crookednefs  ? 
How  fcurvily  thou  cryeft  now !  like  a  Drunkard, 
I'll  have  as  pure  Tears  from  a  dirty  Spout ; 
Do,  fwear  thou  didft  this  ignorantly,  fwear  it, 
Swear  and  be  damn'd,  thou  half  Witch. 

Caf.  Thefe  are  fine  Words, 
Well,  Madam,  Madam.    Evan.  *Tis  not  well,  thou 
Mummy, 

'Tis  impudently,  bafely  done,  thou  dirty  ■ 

Fred.  Has  your  young  San&ity  done  railing,  Madam, 
Againft  your  innocent  'Squire  ?  Do  you  fee  this  Sonnet, 
This  loving  Script  ?  D'you  know  from  whence  it  came 
too? 

Evan.  I  do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure,  and  honeft. 

Fred.  You've  private  Vifitants,  my  noble  Lady, 
That  in  fweet  Numbers  court  your  goodly  Virtues, 
And  to  the  height  of  Adoration. 

(7)  And  fold  me  to  wild  Bawds  ']  This  may  poflibly  be  right,  but 
had  any  of  the  Copies  run  thus,  to  <uild  Bands,  I  (hould  have  made 
no  fcruple  to  prefer  it  as  better. 

(8)  Perpetual  Hunger  %  and  no  Teeth  to  fatisfie  //,]  That  aPerfon  may 
be  perpetually  hungry  whether  he  has  Teeth  or  no  is  very  evident ;  may 
we  not  then  wi(h  that,  jnftead  of  Teeth %  the  Poets  had  wrote 

■  -  »  "  'No  Meat  to  fatisfie  it. 


Evan. 
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Evan.  Well,  Sir, 
There's  neither  Herefie  nor  Treafon  in  it. 

Fred.  A  Prince  may  beg  at  th'  Door,  whilft  thefe  feaflr 
with  ye  j 

(9)  A  Favour  or  a  Grace,  from  fuch  as  I  am, 
Enter  Valerio,  and  Podramo. 

Courfe  common  Things — You're  welcome  5  pray  come 

near,  Sir, 
D'you  know  this  Paper  ? 

Val.  I'm  betray'd  ;  I  do  Sir, 
9Tis  mine,  my  Hand  and  Heart,  if  I  die  for  her, 
I  am  thy  Martyr,  Love,  and  Time  fhall  honour  me. 

Caf.  You  faucy  Sir,  that  came  in  my  Lady's  Name 
For  her  gilt  Cabinet,  you  cheating  Sir  too, 
You  fcurvy  Uiher,  with  as  leurvy  Legs, 
'And  a  worfe  Face,  thou  poor  bafe  hanging- holder, 
How  durft  thou  come  to  me  with  a  Lye  in  thy  Mouth  ? 
An  impudent  Lye  ? 

Pod.  Hollow,  good  Gill,  you  hobble. 

Caf.  A  (linking  Lye,  more  (linking  than  the  Teller, 
To  play  the  pilfering  Knave  ?  there  have  been  Rafcals 
Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your  Worfhip, 
That  have  been  hang'd  for  lefs,  whipt  they  are  daily, 
And  if  the  Law  will  do  me  right' 

Pod.  What  then,  old  Maggot  ? 

Caf.  Thy  Mother  was  carted  younger ;  I'll  have  thy 
Hide, 

Thy  mangy  Hide,  embroider'd  with  a  Dog-whip, 
And  it  is  now  with  potent  Pox,  and  thicker. 

Fred,  Peace  good  Antiquity,  I'll  have  your  Bones  elfe 
Ground  into  Gunpowder  to  (hoot  at  Cats  with  ; 
One  Word  more,  and  I'll  blanch  thee  like  an  Almond, 

[g)  A  Favour  or  a  Grace  from  fuch  as  I  am, 

Courfe  common  Things]  The  Senfe  here  is  eafy  enough,  but  the 
Expreflion  labours.    I  would  read, 

A  "Favour  or  a  Grace,  for  fuch  as  I  am 

Courfe  common  things  Touyre  welcome,  ScC. 

i.  e.  fuch  courfe  common  things  as  I  am  are  not  worthy  of  a 
Grace,  <afc  I 

There's 
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There's  no  fuch  Cure  for  the  (he-falling  Sicknefs 
Asth'  Powder  of  adry'd  Baw'd's  Skin  ;  be  filent. 
You're  very  prodigal  of  your  Service  here,  Sir, 
Of  your  Life  more,  it  feems. 

VaL  I  repent  neither, 
Becaufe  your  Grace  fhall  under  (land  it  comes 
From  the  beft  part  of  Love,  my  pure  Affection, 
And  kindled  with  chafte  flame,  1  will  not  fly  from**  \ 
If  it  be  Error  to  defire  to  marry, 
And  marry  her  that  Sanctity  would  dote  on, 
I've  done  amifs  \  if  it  be  a  Treafon 
To  graft  my  Soul  to  Virtue,  and  to  grow  there, 
To  love  the  Tree  that  beafs  fuch  happinefs, 
(Conceive  me,  Sir,  this  Fruit  was  ne'er  forbidden ;) 
Nay,  to  defire  to  tafte  too,  I'm  Tray  tor  ; 
Had  you  but  Plants  enough  of  this  bleft  Tree,  Sir, 
Set  round  about  your  Court,  to  beautifie  it, 
Deaths  twice  fo  many,  to  difmay  the  Approaches, 
The  Ground  would  fcarce  yield  Graves  to  noble  Lovers. 

Fred.  *Tis  well  matatain'd,  you  wifh  and  pray  to  Fortune, 
Here  in  your  Sonnet,  and  fhe's  heard  your  Prayers  j 
So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own  undoing, 
But  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  Wife, 
Though  at -the  expiring  of  that  time  you  die  for't. 

VaL  I  could  wifh  many,  many  Ages,  Sir, 
To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  Embraces, 
If  Heav'n  would  grant  it,  and  you*  fmile  upon  it ; 
But  if  my  Choice  were  two  Hours,  and  then  perHh, 
I  would  not  pull  my  Heart  back. 

Fred.  You've  your  wi!h, 
To  morrow  I  will  fee  you  nobly  married, 
Your  Month  take  out  in  all  Content  and  Pleafure  ; 
Thefirft  Day  of  the  following  Month  you  die  for't ; 
Kneel  not,  not  all  your  Prayers  can  divert  me. 
Now  mark  your  Sentence,  mark  it,  fcornful  Lady, 
If  when  Vaierio's  dead,  within  twelve  Hours, 
For  that's  your  latefttime,  you  find  not  out 
Another  Husband  on  the  fame  Condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  die  yourfelf  too. 

$mn.  Now  you  are  laerciful,  I  thank  your  Grace, 

Fred. 
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Fred.  If  when  you're  married,  you  but  feek  to  'fcape 
Out  of  the  Kingdom,  you,  or  (he,  or  both, 
Or  to  infect  Mens  Minds  with  hot  Commotions, 
You  die  both  inftantly ;  Will  you  Jove  me  now,  Lady  ? 
My  Tale  will  now  be  heard,  but  now  I  fcorn  ye.  [Exit. 

[Manent  Valerio  and  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Is  our  fair  Love,  our  honeft,  our  entire, 
Come  to  this  hazard?  Vol.  'Tis  a  noble  one, 
And  I  am  much  in  love  with  Malice  for  it, 
Envy  could  hot  have  ftudied  me  a  way, 
Nor  Fortune  pointed  out  a  Path  to  Honour, 
Straighter  and  nobler,  if  me  had  her  Eyes ; 
When  I  have  once  enjoy'd  my  fweet  Evantbe, 
And  bleft'my  Youth  with  her  moft  dear  Embraces, 
I've  done  my  Journey  here,  my  Day  is  out ; 
All  that  the  World  has  elfe  is  foolery, 
Labour,  and  lofs  of  Time ;  what  mould  I  live  for  ? 
Think  but  Man's  Life  a  Month,  and  we  are  happy. 
I  would  not  have  my  Joys  grow  old  for  any  thing  j 
A  Paradife  as  thou  art,  my  Evantbe, 
Is  only  made  to  wonder  at  a  little, 
Enough  for  human  Eyes,  and  then  to  wander  from,' 
Come,  do  not  weep,  Sweet,  you  difhonour  me, 
Your  Tears  and  Griefs  but  queftion  my  Ability, 
Whether  I  dare  die    Do  you  love  intirely  ? 

Evan.  You  know  I  do. 

Val.  Then  grudge  not  my  Felicity. 

Evan.  I'll  to  the  Queen. 

Val.  Do  any  thing  that's  honeft, 
But  if  you  fue  to  him,  in  Death  I  hate  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   II,     SCENE  f. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Ctf^.TT  7 AS  there  ever  heard  of  fuch  a  Marriage? 

V  V    Men.  Marriage  and  Hanging  go  by  deftiny, 
'Tis  the  old  Proverb,  now  they  come  together. 

Ck.  But  a  Month  married,  then  to  lofe  his  Life  for*t  ? 

I'd 
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I'd  have  a  long  Month  fure,  that  pays  the  Soldiers, 
Enter  Tony  with  an  Urinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  th5  Almanacks  burnt,  that  were  a  rare 
trick, 

And  have  no  Month remembred.    How  now,  Tony? 
Whofe  Water  are  you  calling? 

Tony.  A  fick  Gentleman's, 
Is  very  fick,  much  troubled  with  the  Stone, 
He  mould  not  live  above  a  Month,  by's  Urine, 
(10)  About  St.  David's  Day  it  will  go  hard  with  him, 
He'll  then  be  troubled  with  a  Pain  in's  Neck  too. 

Men.  A  peftilent  Fool ;  when  wilt  thou  marry,  Tony? 

Tony.  When  I  mean  to  be  hang'd,  and  'tis  the  furer 
Contract. 

Pie.  What  think  you  of  this  Marriage  of  Falerio'st 
Tony.  They  have  given  him  a  hot  Cuftard, 
And  mean  to  burn  his  Mouth^with't ;  had  I  known 
He  had  been  given  to  die  honourably, 
1  would  have  help'd  him  to  a  Wench,  a  rare  one, 
Should  have  kill'd  him  in  three  Weeks,  and  fav'd  the 
Sentence.  {[too. 
Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  fpared  tenDays.  of  that 
Tony.  It  may  be  fo,  you've  Women  of  all  Virtues: 
There  be  fome  Guns  that  I  could  bring  him  to, 
Some  Mortar-pieces  that  are  plac'd  i'  th*  Suburbs, 
Would  tear  him  into  Quarters  in  two  Hours  ; 
There  be  alfo  of  the  Race  of  the  old  Cockatrices, 
That  would  difpatch  him  with  once  looking  on  him* 
Men.  What  Month  wouldft  thou  chufe,  Tony,  if  thou 
had'ft  the 

Like  Fortune?  Tony.  I  would  chufe  a  mull'd  Sack  Month 
To  comfort  my  Belly,  for  fure  my  Back  would  ake 
For  it,  and  at  the  Month's  end  I'd  be  moft 
Difmally  drunk,  and  fcorn  the  Gallows.    Men.  I  would 
Chufe  March,  for  I  would  come  in  like  a  Lion. 
Tony.  But  you'd  go  out  like  a  Lamb  when  you  went 
to  hanging. 

Jio)  This  Play  afted  about  the  latter  End  of  January.  Mr.  Theobald* 

Cam, 
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Cam.  I  would  take  Aprily  take  the  fweet  o'  th*  Year, 
And  kifs  my  Wench  upon  the  tender  Flowrets, 
Tumble  on  every  Green,  and  as  the  Birds  fung, 
Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  Soul  in  Pleafure. 

Tony.  You'd  go  a  Maying  gayly  to  the  Gallows. 

Cle.  Prithee  tell's  fome  News. 

Tony.  I'll  tell  ye  all  I  know 
You  may  be  honeft,  and  poor  Fools,  as  I  am, 
And  blow  your  Fingers  ends. 

Cam.  That's  no  News,  Fool. 

Tony.  You  may  be  Knaves  then  when  you  pleafe,  ftark 
Knaves, 

And  build  fair  Houfes,  but  your  Heirs  mall  have 
None  of  'em. * 

Men.  Thefe  are  undoubted. 

Tony.  Truth's  not  worth  the  hearing. 
I'll  tell  you  News  then ;  there  was  a  drunken  Sailor, 
That  got  a  Mermaid  with  Child  as  fhe  went  a  Milking, 
And  now  me  fues  him  in  the  Bawdy-Court  for't ; 
The  Infant  Monfter  is  brought  up  in  Fijh-ftreet. 

Cam.  Ay,  this  is  fomething. 

Tony.  I'll  tell  you  more,  there  was  a  Fifti  taken, 
Amonftrous  Fifli,  with  a  Sword  by'sSide,  a  long  Sword, 
A  Pike  in's  Neck,  and  a  Gun  in's  Nofe,  a  huge  Gun, 
And  Letters  of  Mart  in's  Mouth,  from  the  Duke  of  Florence. 

Cle.  This  is  a  monftrous  Lye. 

Tony.  I  do  confefs  it: 
D'you  think  Pd  tell  you  Truths,  that  dare  not  hear  'em  ? 
You're  honeft  things,  weCourtiers  fcorn  to  converfe  with, 

[Exit. 

Cam.  A  plaguy  Fool :  But  let's  confider,  Gentlemen, 
Why  the  Queen  ftrives  not  to  oppofe  this  Sentence,  - 
The  Kingdom's  Honour  fuffers  in  this  cruelty 

Men.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  though  (he  be  virtuous, 
Winks  at  the  Marriage,  for  by  that  only  means 
The  King's  Flame  leffens  to  the  youthful  Lady, 
If  not  goes  out ;  within  this  Month,  I  doubt  not, 
§he  hopes  to  rock  afleep  his  Anger  alfo ; 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  Preparation  ? 
Tis  time,  for  Strangers  come  to  view  the  Wonder. 

Cam. 
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Cam.  Come,  let's  away,  fend  my  Friends  happier 
Weddings.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Queen  and  Evanthe. 

Queen.  You  Ihall  be  merry,  come,  Til  have  it  fo : 
Can  there  be  any  Nature  fo  unnoble, 
Or  Anger  fo  inhuman,  to  purfue  this  ? 

Evan.  I  fear  there  is. 

Queen.  Your  Fears  are  poor  and  foolifh. 
Though  he  be  hafty,  and  his  Anger  Death, 
His  Will  like  Torrents  not  to  be  refilled, 
Yet  Law  and  Juftice  go  along  to  guide  him ; 
And  what  Law,  or  what  Juftice  can  he  find 
(11)  To  juftify  his  Will?  what  Act  or  Statute, 
By  Human  or  Divine  Eftablifhment 
Left  to  direct  us,  that  makes  Marriage  Death  ? 
Honeft  fair  Wedlock  ?  'twas  giv'n  for  increafe, 
For  prefervation  of  Mankind,  I  take  it ; 
He  muft  be  more  than  Man  then  that  dare  break  it. 
Come,  drefs  ye  handfomly,  you  (hall  have  my  Jewels, 
And  put  a  Face  on  that  contemns  bafe  Fortune, 
'Twill  make  him  more  infult  to  fee  you  fearful, 
Outlook  his  Anger. 

Evan.  O  my  Valeria ! 
Be  wjtnefs  my  pure  mind,  'tis  thee  I  grieve  for. 

Queen.  But  Ihew  it  not ;  I  would  fo  crucifie  him 
With  an  innocent  neglect  of  what  he  can  do, 
A  brave  ftrong  pious  fcorn,  that  I  would  lhake  him ; 
Put  all  the  wanton  Cupids  in  thine  Eyes, 
And  all  the  Graces  on  that  Nature  gave  thee ; 
Make  up  thy  Beauty  to  that  height  of  Excellence, 
(I'll  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee,)  as  if  Venus 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  God  of  War, 

(11)  To  juftify  his  Will  ?  ]  Read 

To  Juftify  this  with  ?]  viz.  this  arbitrary  Sentence.  So  the  good 
Queen  a  little  before ; 

Can  there  be  any  Nature  fo  unnoble, 

Or  Anger  fo  inhuman,  to  purfue  this  ? 
But  if  the  Reader  is  of  opinion,  that  Will  ought  at  all  Events  to  retain 
its  place,  yet  I  wou'd  fuppofe  the  poets  to  exprefs  the  Sentiment  more 
properly  wrote,  —  T  tais  Will  ? 

Vol.  V.  In 
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In  his  moft  rugged  Anger ;  when  thou  haft  him 
(As  'tis  impofiible  he  mould  refift  thee) 
And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  Feet  for  Mercy,  • 
Then  ftiew  thy  Virtue,  then  again  deipife  him, 
And  all  his  Power ;  then  with  a  look  of  Honour 
Mingled  with  noble  Chaftity,  ftrike  him  dead, 

Evan.  Good  Madam  drefs  me, 
You  arm  me  bravely. 

Queen.  Make  him  know  his  Cruelty 
Begins  with  him  firft,  he  muft  fuffer  for  it ; 
And  that  thy  Sentence  is  fo  welcome  to  thee, 
And  to  thy  noble  Lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 
Stamp  fuch  a  deep  imprefiion  of  thy  Beauty 
Into  his  Soul,  and  of  thy  Worthinefs, 
That  when  Valerio  and  Evantbe  fleep 
In  one  rich  Earth,  hung  round  about  with  Blefiings, 
He  may  run  mad,  and  curfe  his  Act    be  lufty, 
I'll  teach  thee  how  to  die  too,  if  thou  feaPft  it. 

Evan.  I  thank  your  Grace,  you  have  prepar'd  me  ftrongly , 
And  my  weak  Mind  

Queen.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  tortur'd  Minds  and  fick  Souls, 
That  make  their  own  Hells  ;  it  is  fuch  a  benefit 
When  it  comes  crown'd  with  Honour,  fhews  fo  fweet  too ! 
Though  they  paint  it  ugly,  that's  but  to  reftrain  us. 
For  every  living  thing  would  love  it  elfe, 
Fly  boldly  to  their  Peace  ere  Nature  call'd  'em ; 
The  Reft  we  have  from  labour  and  from  trouble 
Is  fome  Inticement ;  every  thing  alike, 
(12)  The  poor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty, 
As  amply  as  his  Mafter,  in  that  Tomb, 

(12)  The  poor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  Liberty, 
Js  amply  as  his  Majier,  in  that  Tomb, 

The  Earth  as  light  upon  him  ]  Private  in  its  common  Ac- 
ceptation would  be  flat  here,  but  in  its  original  Senfe  privatus  deprived 
of  Life  and  Motion,  it  gives  the  proper  Idea.  But  why  in  that  Tomb  ? 
No  particular  Tomb  had  been  fpecified ;  I  read  the  Tomb  and  add  a 

Verb  to  the  next  Sentence. 

As  amply  as  his  Majier,  in  the  Tomb 

The  Earths  as  light  upon  him,  Mr.  Seward. 


The 
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The  Earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  Flowers 
That  grow  about  him,  fmell  as  fweet,  and  flourifh. 
But  when  we  love  with  Honour  to  our  ends, 
When  Memory  and  Virtues  are  our  Mourners, 
What  pleafure's  there  !  they're  infinite,  Evanthe\ 
Only,  my  virtuous  Wench,  we  want  our  Senfes, 
That  benefit  we're  barr'd,  'twould  make  us  proud  elfe, 
And  Jazy  to  look  up  to  happier  life, 
The  BlefTings  of  the  People  would  fo  fwell  us. 

Evan.  Good  Madam,  drefs  me,  you  have  dreft  my  Soul, 
The  merrieft  Bride,  I'll  be  for  all  this  mifery, 
The  proudeft  to  fome  Eyes  too. 

Queen.  'Twill  do  better, 
Come,  lhrink  no  more.    Evan.   I  am  too  confident. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

Sor.  You're  too  remifs  and  wanton  in  your  Angers, 
You  mould  things  handfomly,  and  then  neglect  'em  ; 
A  pow'rful  Prince  mould  be  conftant  to  his  Power  ftill, 
And  hold  up  what  he  builds,  then  People  fear  him: 
When  he  lets  loofe  his  Hand  it  (hews  a  weaknefs, 
And  Men  examine  or  contemn  his  Greatnefs : 
A  Scorn  of  this  high  kind  fhouldhave  call'd  up 
A  Revenge  equal,  not  a  Pity  in  you. 

Fred.  She  is  thy  Sifter. 

Sor.  And  me  were  my  Mother, 
W  nil  ft  I  conceive  'tis  you  (h'as  wrong'd,  I  hate  he/, 
And  make  her  nearnefs  off ;  J  ftudy,  Sir, 
To  fatisfy  your  Angers  that  are  juft, 
Before  your  Pleafures. 

Fred.  Pve  done  that  already, 
J  fear  has  pull'd  too  many  Curfes  on  me. 

Sor.  Curfes  or  Envies,  on  Valerio*§  Head  : 
Would  you  take  my  counfel,  Sir,  they  fhould  all  light, 
And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  his  Scull, 
But  his  fair  credit    th'  exquifite  vexation 
I  have  devis'd,  fo  pleafe  you  give  way  in't, 
And  let  it  work,  fhall  more  affile!  his  Soul, 
And  trench  upon  that  Honour  that  he  brags  of, 
Than  fear  of  Death  in  all  the  frights  he  carries  j 

Vol.  V.  T  If 
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If  you  fit  down  here  they  vvitl  both  abufe  ye, 
Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  power,  and  fcorn  ye. 
What  fatisfa&ion  can  their  Deaths  bring  to  you, 
That  are  prepar'd,  and  proud  to  die,  and  willingly. 
And  at  their  ends  will  thank  you  for  that  honour  ? 
How  are  you  nearer  the  Defire  you  aim  at? 
Or  if  it  be  Revenge  your  Anger  covets, 
How  can  their  iingle  Deaths  give  you  content,  Sir? 
Petty  revenges  end  in  Blood,  flight  angers  j 
A  Prince's  Rage  mould  find  out  new  Difeafes, 
Death  were  a  pleafure  too,  to  pay  proud  Fools  with, 

Fred.  What  mould  I  do? 

Sor.  Add  but  your  Power  unto  me, 
Make  me  but  firong  by  your  Protection, 
And  you  mall  fee  what  joy,  and  what  delight, 
What  infinite  pleafure  this  poor  Month  mall  yield  him. 
I'll  make  him  wifh  he  were  dead  on's  Marriage-day, 
Or  Bed-rid  with  old  Age;  I'll  make  him  curfe, 
And  cry  and  curfe,  give  me  but  Power. 

Fred.  You  have  it, 
Here,  take  my  Ring,  I  am  content  he  pay  for't, 

Sor.  It  mall  be  now  Revenge,  as  I  will  handle  it, 
He  fhall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  Life  too: 
Twenty  to  one  by  this  Thread,  as  I'll  weave  it, 
Evantbe  fhall  be  yours.    Fred.  Take  all  Authority, 
And  be  moft  happy.    Sor.  Good  Sir,  no  more  Pity. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Tony,  three  Citizens^  and  three  Wives. 
1  Wife.  Good  Mailer  Tony  put  me  in. 
'Tony.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

1  Wife.  Forfooth,  at  the  Sign  of  the  great  Shoulder  of 

Mutton.  [ftantly, 
Tony.  A  hungry  Man  would  hunt  your  Houfe  out  in- 
Keep  the  Dogs  from  your  Doors  ;  Is  this  Lettice  RufFyour 

Husband  ?  a  fine  fharp  Sal  let  to  your  Sign. 

2  Wife.  Will  you  put  me  in  too? 

3  Wife.  And  me,  good  Mailer  Tony. 
Tony.  Put  ye  all  in  ? 

You  had  beft  come  twenty  more;  you  think *tis  eafie, 
A  Trick  pf  Legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in, 

Twould 
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*T would  pole  a  Fellow  that  had  twice  my  Body, 
Though  it  were  all  made  into  Chines  and  Fillets,  [that. 

2  Wife.  Put's  into  the  Wedding,  Sir,  we  would  fain  fee 
1  Wife.  And  the  brave  Mafque  too. 

Tony.  You  two  are  pretty  Women, 
Are  you  their  Husbands  ?  2  Cit.  Yes,  for  want  of  better, 

Tony.  I  think  fo  too,  you  would  not  be  fo  mad  elfe 
To  turn  'em  loofe  t'  a  company  of  young  Courtiers, 
That  fwarm  like  Bees  in  May,  when  they  fee  young 

Wenches \ 
You  muft  not  fqueak. 

3  Wife.  No,  Sir,  we're  better  tutor'd. 

Tony.  Nor  if  a  young  Lord  offer  you  thecourtefie  

Z  Wife.  We  know  what  'tis,  Sir. 

Tony.  Nor  you  muft  not  grumble, 
If  you  be  thruft  up  hard,  we  thruft  mod  furioufly. 

1  Wife.  We  know  the  word. 

Tony.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly, 
And  fhift  for  yourfelves ;  we  mud  have  no  old  Women, 
They're  out  of  ufe,  unlefs  they  have  Petitions, 
Befides  they  cough  fo  loud,  they  drown  the  Mufick. 
You  would  go  in  too  ?  but  there's  no  Place  for  ye  j 
I'm  forry  for't,  go  and  forget  your  Wives, 
Or  pray  they  may  be  able  to  fuffer  patiently. 
You  may  have  Heirs  may  prove  wife  Aldermen, 
Go,  or  I'll  call  the  Guard.    3.  Cit.  We  will  get  in, 
We'll  venture  broken  Pates  elfe.  Tony.  'Tis  impoflible, 

[Ex.  Cit.  and  Women, 
You're  too  fecurely  arm'd  •,  how  they  flock  hither, 
And  with  what  joy  the  Women  run  by  Heaps 
To  fee  this  Marriage  !  They  tickle  to  think  of  it, 
They  hope  for  every  Month  a  Husband  too ; 
Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  Wittals  follow  'em, 
The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the  Legs, 
That  brufhing,  drefling,  nor  new  Naps  can  mend9 
How  do  they  poll  to  fee  their  own  Confufion  : 
This  is  a  merry  World. 

Enter  Frederick. 


Fred.  Look  to  the  Door  Sirrah, 

T  2 


Thou 
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Thou  art  a  Fool,  and  mayft  do  Mifchief  lawfully. 

Tony.  Give  me  your  Hand,  you  are  my  Brother  Foor, 
You  may  both  make  the  Law,  and  mar  it  prefently. 
D*  you  love  a  Wench  ? 

Fred.  Who  does  not,  Fool?  Tony.  Not  I 
Unlefs  you'll  give  m*  a  longer  Leafe  to  marry  her. 

Fred.  What  are  all  thefe  that  come,  whatBufinefs  have 
they? 

Tony.  Some  come  to  gape,  thofe  are  my  fellow  Fools ; 
Some  to  get  home  their  Wives,  thofe  be  their  own  Fools  i 
Some  to  rejoice  with  thee,  thofe  be  the  times  Fools ; 
And  fome  I  fear  to  curfe  thee,  thofe  are  poor  Fools, 

Enter  CafTander,  an  old  Lady  paffing  over. 

(13)  A  fet  People  call  them  honeft.  Look,  look  King, 
look, 

A  weather-beaten  Lady  new  Careen'd. 
Fred.  An  old  one. 

Tony.  The  Glaffes  of  her  Eyes  are  new  rub'd  over, 
And  the  worm-eaten  Records  in  her  Face 
Are  daub'd  up  neatly  5 

She  lays  her  Breafts  out  too,  (14)  like  two  poch'd  Eggs 
That  had  the  Yolks  fuckt  out ;  they  get  new  Heads  alfo, 
New  Teeth,  new  Tongues,  for  the  old  are  all  worn  out, 
And  as 'tis  hop'd,  new  Tails.    Fred.  For  what? 

T my.  For  old  Courtiers, 
The  young  ones  are  too  ftirring  for  their  Travels. 

Fred.  Go  leave  your  Knav'ry,  and  help 
To  keep  the  Door  well,  I'll  have  no  fuch  prefs. 

Tony.  Lay  thy  Hand  o'thy  Heart,  King. 

Fred.  Til  have  ye  whipt. 

Tony.  The  Fool  and  thou  art  parted.  [Exit. 

{13)  A  fet  People  call  y em  honeft — ]  Mr.  Seward  propofci  cor- 
recting this  Place  thus, 

Yet  Peoplt  call  %em  boxefl. 
1  had  put  in  my  Margin 

And  yet  People,  Sec. 
The  Preference  is  left  to  the  Reader's  Judgment. 

(14.)  like  to  poch%dEggs\  Mr.  Seward  concurred  with  me 

in  altering  the  Text. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  Sorano  work,  and  free  me  from  this  Spell, 
'Twixt  Love  and  Scorn  there's  nothing  felt  but  Hellt  [Exit. 

Enter  Valerio,    Camillo,    Cleanthes,     Menallo,  and 

Servants. 

Val  Tie  on  my  Scarf,  you  are  fo  long  about  me — 
Good  my  Lords  help,  give  me  my  other  Cloak, 
That  Hat  and  Feather,  Lord  what  a  Taylor's  this, 
To  make  me  up  thus  ftraight !  One  Sigh  would  burft  me, 
I  have  not  room  to  breath,  come,  button,  button, 
Button,  apace. 

Cam.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  merry,  Sir. 

Val.  'Twould  make  you  merry  had  you  fuch  a  Wife, 
And  fuch  an  Age  t'  enjoy  her  in. 

Men.  An  Age,  Sir? 

Val.  A  Month's  an  Age  to  him  that  is  contented, 
What  mould  I  feek  for  more  ?  Give  me  my  Sword. 
Ha  my  good  Lords,  that  every  one  of  you  now 
Had  but  a  Lady  of  that  Youth  and  Beauty 
To  blefs  yourfelves  this  Night  with,  would  ye  not  ? 
Pray  ye  fpeak  uprightly. 

Cle.  We  confefs  ye  happy, 
And  we  could  well  wifti  fuch  another  Banquet, 
But  on  that  price,  my  Lord  

Val.  'Twere  nothing  elfe ; 
No  Man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Heav'n, 
But  by  the  knowledge  of  a  Hell.  Thefe  Shoes  are 
heavy, 

And  if  I  mould  be  calPd  to  Dance  they'll  clog  me, 
Get  me  fome  Pumps ;  I'll  tell  ye  brave  Camillo, 
And  you  dear  Friends,  the  King  has  honour'd  me, 
Out  of  his  gracious  Favour  has  much  honour'd  me, 
To  limit  me  my  time,  for  who  would  live  long? 
Who  would  be  old  ?  'tis  fuch  a  wearinefs, 
Such  a  difeafe,  that  hangs  like  Lead  upon  us. 
As  it  increafes,  fo  Vexations, 
Griefs  of  the  Mind,  Pains  of  the  feeble  Body, 
j&heums,  Coughs,  Catarrhs  \  we're  but  our  living  Cof- 
fins ; 

T  3  Befides, 
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Betides,  (15)  the  fair  Soul's  old  too,  it  grows  covetous, 
Which  mews  all  Honour  is  departed  from  us, 
And  we  are  Earth  again. 

Cle.  You  make  fair  ufe,  Sir. 

Val.  I  would  not  Jive  to  learn  to  lye,  Cleanthes, 
For  all  the  World  ;  old  Men  are  prone  to  that  too  ; 
Thou  that  haft  been  a  Soldier,  Menalloy 
A  noble  Soldier,  and  defied  all  Danger, 
Adopted  thy  brave  Arm  the  Heir  to  Victory,        [thee  ? 
Would'ft  thou  live  fo  long  (16)  till  thy  Strength  forfook 
Till  thou  grew'ft  only  a  long  tedious  Story 
Of  what  thouhadft  been?  till  thy  Sword  hang  by, 
And  lazy  Spiders  fill'd  the  Hilt  with  Cobwebs  ? 

Men.  No  fure,  I  would  not. 

Val.  5Tis  not  fit  ye  mould, 
To  die  a  young  Man  is  to  bean  Angel ; 
Our  (17)  great  good  Parts  put  Wings  unto  our  Souls : 
We'll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  Bed,  Friends, 
Pray  ye  tell  me,  is't  a  handfome  Mask  we  have  ? 

Cam.  We  understand  fo. 

Val.  And  the  young  Gentlemen  dance  ? 

Cle.  They  do  Sir,  and  fome  dance  well. 

Val  They  mud  before  the  Ladies. 
We'll  have  a  roufe  before  we  go  to  Bed,  Friends, 
A  lufty  one,  'twill  make  my  Blood  dance  too.  [Mufick. 

Cam.  Ten,  if  you  pleafe. 
*    Val.  And  we'll  be  wondrous  merry. 

(15)  the  fair  SouPs  old  too,  it  grows  covetous,]  The  Sentence 

feems  to  labour  under  the  want  of  a  Verb  which  I  would  fupply  thus. 

•the  fair  Soul  grows  old  too,  grows  covetous  Sec. 

(16)  — : — fill  Sttength forfook  thee]  Xhus  no  Copy  but  that  of  171 1. 

(17)   great  good  Parts"  ]  One  mould  not  quarrel  with 

%  Word  meerly  becaufe  it  appears  a  little  itifF:  Words  become  fo  in 
one  Age  that  Ufe  made  not  fo  in  the  former :  Great  Parts  is  yet  a 
common  Phrafe,  but  we  mould  not  now  choofe  to  join  great  and  good 
to  them,  which  when  joined  to  Parts  give  much  the  fame  Idea; 
only  good  Parts  fignirres  3  lefs  degree  of  bright  Parts  than  great,  and 
fo  make  an  Anti-Climax.  If  the  Reader  therefore  mould  think  any 
Change  neceffary,  I  propofe 

Our  yet  good  Parts  ■   '  ■■ 
which  perfeftiy  frits  the  Context  Mr.  Seward. 

They 
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They  ftay  fure,  come,  I  hear  the  Mufick  forward, 
You  mall  have  all  Gloves  prefently.   [£*//.]  Men.  We 
attend,  Sir, 

But  firft  we  mufl:  look  to  th'  Doors,       [Knocking  within. 


1  Ser.  What  a  Noife 

Do  you  keep  there?  call  my  Fellows  o*  the  Guard ; 
You  muft  ceafe  now  until  the  King  be  enter'd  ; 
He's  gone  to  th'  Temple  now. 

2  Ser.  Look  to  that  back  Door, 

And  keep  it  faft    they  fwarm  like  Bees  about  it. 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,  Tony  following. 

Cam.  Keep  back  thofe  Citizens,  and  let  their  Wives  in, 
Their  handfome  Wives. 

Tony.  They've  crowded  me  to  Verjuice, 
I  fweat  like  a  Butter- Box. 

1  Ser.  Stand  further  off  there. 

Men.  Take  the  Women  afide,  and  talk  with  'em  in 
private; 
Give  'em  that  they  came  for. 

T'ony.  The  whole  Court  cannot  do  it ; 
Befides,  the  next  Mask,  if  we  ufe  'em  fo, 
They'll  come  by  Millions  to  expect  our  largefs : 
We've  broke  a  hundred  Heads. 

Cle.  Are  they  fo  tender  ? 

T'ony.  But  'twas  behind,  before  they  have  all  Murrions, 
Cam.  Let  in  thofe  Ladies,  make  'em  room  for  fhame 


T'ony.  They  are  no  Ladies,  there's  one  bald  before  'em, 
A  Gent,  bald,  they  're  curtail'd  Queans  in  hired  Clothes; 
They  come  out  of  Spain  I  think,  they're  very  fultry. 

Men.  Keep  'em  in  Breath  for  an  AmbafTador. 

[Knocks  within* 
Methinks  my  Nofe  fhakes  at  their  Memories. 
What  bouncing's  that  ? 

Within.  I'm  one  o'  th*  Mufick,  Sir. 


The  King  has  charged  us. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter  two  Servants. 


there. 


Cam. 
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Cam.  Let  'em  in. 

'Tony.  They  lye,  my  Lord,  they  come  to  feek  their W Ives, 
Two  broken  Citizens. 

Cam,  Break  'em  more,  they  are  but  br died  yet. 
Bold  Rafcals,  offer  to  difturb  your  Wives? 

Cle.  Lock  the  Doors  fad,  the  Mufick,  hark  the  King 
comes. 

A  Curtain  drawn. 

The  King,  Queen,  Valerio,  Evanthe,  Ladies*  Attendants* 
Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Sorano,  Menallo. 

A  MASK. 

Cupid  defends*  the  Graces  fitting  by  him,   Cupid  being 
bound  the  Graces  unbind  him,  he  [peaks. 

Cupid.  Unbind  me,  my  Delight,  this  Night  is  mine; 
Now  let  me  look  upon  what  Stars  here  mine, 
Let  me  behold  the  Beauties,  then  clap  high. 
My  colour'd  Wings,  proud  of  my  Deity; 
I'm  fatisfy'd,  bind  me  again,  and  faft, 
My  angry  Bow  will  make  too  great  a  wafte 
Of  Beauty  elfe;  (18)  naw  call  my  Maskers  in, 
Call  with  a  Song,  and  let  the  Sports  begin ; 
Call  all  my  Servants  the  Effects  of  Love, 
And  to  a  Meafure  let  them  nobly  move. 

One  of  the  Graces  fings. 

Come  you  Servants  of  proud  Love* 

Come  away : 
Fairly*  nobly*  gently  move. 
Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  ft  ay  \ 
Fancy*  De/ire*  Delight,  Hope,  Fear* 
Diftruji  and  Jealoujie*  be  you  too  here  ; 

(17)  *  '      >Noiv  call  my  Maskers  in 

Call  with  a  Songy  ]  Cupid  bids  fome  of  his  Attendants 

€&11  in  the  Maskers  with  a  Song,  but  it  feems  it  was  to  little  purpofe, 
fince  by  the  prefent  Difpofition  of  the  Scene,  he  fings  the  Song  hiip- 
felf :  To  make  the  god's  command  of  any  fignification  or  avail,  we 
cught  to  infer t  fome  Speaker  before,  Come  you  Servants,  &c.  And 
who  can  be  more  proper  than  one  of  the  Graces  whe  defcended  with 
iiim,  and  waited  at  his  Side  ? 

Confum'wg 
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Confuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 
And  Poverty  in  poor  Attire, 
March  fairly  in,  and  lajl  Defpair  ; 
Now  full  Mufick  Jlrike  the  Air. 

(19)  Enter  the  Maskers,  Fancy,  De/ire,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 
Diftruft,  Jealoufy,  Care,  Ire,  Poverty,  Defpair ;  they 
dance,  after  which  Cupid  /peaks. 

Cupid.  Away,  IVedone,  the  Day  begins  to  light, 
Lovers,  you  know  your  Fate,  good  Night,  good  Night. 

[Cupid  and  the  Graces  a/cend  in  the  Chariot t 

King.  Come  to  the  Banquet,  when  that's  ended,  Sir, 
FU  fee  y'  i'bed,  and  fo  good  Night ;  be  merry 
You've  a  fweet  Bed- fellow. 

Val.  I  thank  your  Grace, 
And  ever  (hall  be  bound  unto  your  Noblenefs. 

King.  I  pray  I  may  deferve  your  Thanks,  fet  forward.1 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  divers  Monks,  Alphonfo  going  to  the  Tomb,  Rugio 
and  Frier  Marco  difcover  the  Tomb  and  a  Chair. 

Mar.  ^TT^  H  E  Night  grows  on,  lead  foftly  to  the  Tomb^ 

X    And  fing  not  'till  I  bid  ye  5  let  the  Mufick 
Play  gently  as  he  pafics. 

Rug.  O  fair  Pidlure, 
That  wert  the  living  Hope  of  all  our  Honours ; 
How  are  we  banifht  from  the  Joy  we  dreamt  of? 
Will  he  ne'er  fpeak  more? 

Mar.  'Tis  full  three  Months,  Lord  Rugio, 

(19)  Enter  the  Masker s> — Care,  Ire,  Defpair,]  The  Stage  Direction 
here  is  faulty,  as  it  does  not  fet  down  the  feveral  Names  of  the  Maskers 
in  the  foregoing  Song ;  for  upon  Comparison  we  lhall  find,  that  out 
of  Eleven  there  are  but  Ten  reckonM  up,  Poverty  being  dropt  be- 
twixt Ire  and  Defpair.  This  Obfervation  I  am  not  lingular  in,  Mr. 
Theobald  having  before  made  the  fame  in  his  Margin. 

Since" 
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Since  any  artic'Jate  Sound  came  from  his  Tongue. 


Rug.  What  fliould  th'  Reafon  be,  Sir? 
Mar.  As  'tis  in  Nature  with  thofe  loving  Husbands, 
That  fympathife  their  Wives  Pains,  and  their  Throes 
When  they  are  breeding,  and  'tis  ufual  too, 
We  have  it  by  Experience ;  (20)  fo  in  him,  Sir, 
In  this  moft  noble  Spirit  that  now  fuffers ; 
For  when  his  honour'd  Father  good  Brandino 
Fell  fick,  he  felt  the  Griefs,  and  labour'd  with  them, 
His  Fits,  and  his  Difeafe  he  {till  inherited, 
Grew  the  fame  thing,  and  had  not  Nature  check'd  him, 
Strength  and  Ability,  h'ad  dy'd  that  Hour  too. 
Rug.  Emblem  of  noble  Love ! 
Mar.  That  very  Minute 
His  Father's  Breath  forfook  him,  that  fame  Inftant, 
A  rare  Example  of  his  Piety, 
And  Love  paternal,  th'  Organ  of  his  Tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  found  again ;  fo  near  Death 
He  feeks  to  watt  upon  his  worthy  Father, 
But  that  we  force  his  Meat,  he  were  one  Body. 
Rug.  He  points  to  th*  Tomb. 
Mar.  That  is  the  Place  he  honours, 
An  Houfe  I  fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 
He  will  to  th'  Tomb,  good  my  Lord  lend  your  Hand ; 
Now  fing  the  fun'ral  Song,  and  let  him  kneel, 
For  then  he's  pleas'd.  [A  Song 

Rug.  Heav'n  lend  thy  pow'rful  Hand, 
And  eafe  this  Prince. 

Mar.  He  will  pafs  back  again.  {Exeunt. 


Vol.  They  drink  abundantly,  I'm  hot  with  Wine  too, 
Luftily  warm,  I'll  fteal  now  to  my  Happinefs, 
'Tis  Midnight,  and  the  filent  Hour  invites  me, 
But  (he  is  up  ftill,  and  attends  the  Queen  j 
Thou  Dew  of  Wine  and  Sleep  hang  on  their  Eye-Lids, 


Set  him  down  gently. 


[Sits  in  a  Chair. 


Enter  Valerio. 


(20)  — fo  in  him,  Sir,]  The  Ellipfis  of  the  Verb  makes  this  Pafftge 
a  good  deal  obfcure. 
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Steep  their  dull  Senfes  in  the  Healths  they  drink, 
That  I  may  quickly  find  my  lov'd  Evanthe. 
The  King  is  merry  too,  and  drank  unto  me, 
Sign  of  fair  Peace.    O  this  Night's  BlefiTednefs! 
If  I  had  forty  Heads  I  would  give  all  for't. 
Is  not  the  end  of  our  Ambitions, 
Of  all  our  human  Studies,  and  our  Travels, 
Of  our  Defires,  th'  obtaining  of  our  Wifties? 
Certain  it  is,  and  there  Man  makes  his  Centre. 
I  have  obtain'd  Evanthe,  I  have  married  her, 
Can  any  Fortune  keep  me  from  enjoying  her? 

Enter  Sorano. 

I  have  my  Wifh,  what's  left  me  to  accufe  now  ? 
I'm  Friends  with  all  the  World,  but  thy  bafe  Malice ; 
Go  glory  in  thy  Mifchiefs  thou  proud  Man, 
And  cry  it  to  the  World  (21)  thou  haft  ruin'd  Virtue  ; 
How  I  contemn  thee,  and  thy  petty  Malice! 
And  with  what  Scorn  I  look  down  on  thy  Practice! 

Sor.  You'll  fing  me  a  new  Song  anon  Vakrio, 
And  wifli  thefe  hot  Words— ~ 

VaL  I  defpife  thee,  Fellow, 
Thy  Threats,  or  FJatt'ries,  all  I  fling  behind  me; 
I  have  my  end,  I  have  thy  noble  Sifter, 
A  Name  too  worthy  of  thy  Blood ;  I've  married  her, 
And  will  enjoy  her  too. 

Sor.  *Tis  very  likely. 

VaL  And  that  fhort  Month  I  have  to  blels  me  with  her 
I'll  make  an  Age,  I'll  reckon  each  Embrace 
A  Year  of  Pleafure,  and  each  Night  a  Jubile, 
Ev'ry  quick  Kifs  a  Spring ;  and  when  I  mean 
To  lofe  myfelf  in  all  Delightfulnefs, 
Twenty  fweet  Summers  I  will  tie  together ; 
In  fpight  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  Mafter, 
I  will  die  old  in  Love,  though  young  in  Pleafure. 

Sor.  But  that  I  hate  thee  deadly,  I  could  pity  thee, 
Thou  art  the  pooreft  miferable  thing 
This  Day  on  Earth  j  I'll  tell  thee  why,  Valeria^ 

(21)  —  thou  hajl  run'd  Virtue \\  Thus  only  the  Copy  of  171 1. 

All 
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All  thou  efteem'ft,  and  build'ft  upon  for  Happinefs, 
For  Joy,  for  Pleafure,  for  Delight,  is  pad  thee, 
And  like  a  wanton  Dream  already  vanifb'd. 

Val.  Is  my  Love  falfe  ? 

Sor.  No,  fhe  is  conftant  to  thee, 
Conftant  to  all  thy  Mifery  fhe  (hall  be, 
And  curfe  thee  too. 

Val.  Is  my  ftrong  Body  weakened, 
Charm'd  or  abus'd  with  fubtle  Drink  ?  Speak,  Villain. 

Sor.  Neither    I  dare  fpeak,  thou  art  (till  as  lufty 
As  when  thou  lov'dft  her  flrft,  as  ftrong  and  hopeful ; 
The  Month  thou'ft  given  thee  is  a  Month  of  Mifery, 
And  where  thou  think'ft  each  Hour  fhall  yield  a  Pleafure, 
Look  for  a  killing  Pain,  for  thou  malt  find  it 
Before  thou  dieft,  each  Minute  (hall  prepare  it, 
And  ring  fo  many  Knells  to  fad  Afflictions  j 
The  King  has  giv'n  thee  a  long  Month  to  die  in, 
And  miferably  die. 

Val.  Undo  thy  Riddle, 
I  am  prepar'd  whatever  Fate  mail  follow. 

Sor.  Doft  thou  fee  this  Ring  ? 

Val.  I  know  it  too. 

Sor.  Then  mark  me : 
By  virtue  of  this  Ring,  this  I  pronounce  to  thee, 
It  is  the  King's  will 

Val.  Let  me  know  it  fuddenly. 

Sor.  If  thou  doft  offer  to  touch  Evattthe's  Body 
Beyond  a  Kifs,  though  thou  art  marry'd  to  her, 
And  lawfully  as  thou  think'ft  may'ft  enjoy  her, 
That  Minute  fhe  fhall  die.    Val.  O  DeviJ  

Sor.  If  thou 
Difcover  this  Command  unto  her,  or  to 
A  Friend  that  fhall  importune  thee,  and  why  thou 
Abftain'ft,  and  from  whofe  Will,  ye  perifh ;  all 
Upon  the  felf-fame  Forfeit :  Are  ye  fitted,  Sir? 
Now  if  ye  love  her,  ye  may  preferve  her  Life  (till, 
If  not,  you  know  the  worft  :  How  falls  your  Month  out  ? 

Val.  This  Tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  School  of  Hell,  Earth  is  too  innocent ; 
Not  to  enjoy  her  when  fhe  is  my  Wife? 

*  When 
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When  flie  is  willing  too, 

Sor.  She  is  moft  willing, 
And  will  run  mad  to  mifs ;  but  if  you  hit  her, 
Be  fure  you  hit  her  home,  and  kill  her  with  it, 
(There  are  fuch  Women  that  will  die  with  Pleafure  : ) 
The  Ax  will  follow  elfe,  that  will  not  fail 
To  fetch  her  Maidenhead,  and  difpatch  her  quickly ; 
Then  lhali  the  World  know  you're  the  Caufe  of  Murder, 
And  as  'tis  requifite  your  Life  (hall  pay  for't. 

Val.  Thoudoft  but  jeft,  thou  canft  not  be  fo  monftrous 
As  thou  proclaim'!!  thyfelf ;  thou  art  her  Brother, 
And  there  mud  be  a  feeling  Heart  within  thee 
Of  her  Afflictions ;  wert  thou  a  Stranger  to  us, 
And  bred  amongft  wild  Rocks,  thy  Nature  wild  too, 
Affection  in  thee  as  thy  Breeding,  cold, 
And  unrelenting  as  the  Rocks  that  nourifh'd  thee, 
Yet  thou  mull  fhake  to  tell  me  this ;  they  tremble 
When  the  rude  Sea  threatens  Divorce  among'ft  'em, 
They  that  are  fenfelefs  Things  fhake  at  a  Tempeft ; 
Thou  art  a  Man  

Sor.  Be  thou  too  then,  'twill  try  thee, 
And  Patience  now  will  beft  become  thy  Noblenefs. 

Val.  Invent  fome  other  Torment  to  afflict  me, 
All,  if  thou  pleafe,  put  all  Afflictions  on  me, 
Study  thy  Brains  out  for  'em,  fo  this  be  none 
I  care  not  of  what  Nature,  nor  what  Cruelty, 
Nor  of  what  length. 

Sor.  This  is  enough  to  vex  ye. 

Val.  The  Tale  of  Tantalus  is  now  prov'd  true, 
And  from  me  mail  be  regiftred  Authentick ; 
To  have  my  Joys  within  my  Arms,  and  lawful, 
Mine  own  Delights,  yet  dare  not  touch.  Even  as 
Thou  hat1  ft  me  Brother,  let  no  young  Man  know  this, 
As  thou  (halt  hope  for  Peace  when  thou  moft  need'ft  it, 
Peace  in  thy  Soul ;  defire  the  King  to  kill  me, 
Make  me  a  Traitor,  any  thing,  I'll  yield  to  it, 
And  give  thee  caufe,  fo  I  may  die  immediately ; 
Lock  me  in  Prifon  where  no  Sun  may  fee  me, 
In  Walls  fo  thick  no  hope  may  e'er  come  at  me, 

Keep 
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Keep  me  from  Meat,  and  Drink,  and  Sleep,  I'll  blefs  thee  % 
Give  me  fome  damned  Potion  (22)  to  deliver  me, 
That  I  may  never  know  myfelf  again,  forget 
My  Country,  Kindred,  Name  and  Fortune ;  laft, 
That  my  chafte  Love  may  ne'er  appear  before  me, 
This  were  fome  Comfort. 

Scr.  All  I  have  Pve  brought  ye, 
And  much  good  may  it  do  ye,  my  dear  Brother, 
See  ye  obferve  it  well ;  you'll  find  about  ye 
Many  Eyes  fet,  that  fhall  o'er-look  your  Actions, 
If  you  tranfgrefs,  ye  know,  and  fo  I  leave  ye.  \Exit. 

(22)  VaU  Heav'n  be  not  angry,  and  Pve  fome  hope  yet, 
And  when  you  pkafe,  and  how  allay  my  Miferies. 

[Enter  Frederick., 

To  whom  I  kneel  be  merciful  unto  me, 

Look  on  my  harmlefs  Youth  Angels  of  Pity, 

And  from  my  bleeding  Heart  wipe  off  my  Sorrows, 

The  Power,  the  Pride,  the  Malice  and  Injuftice 

Of  cruel  Men,  are  bent  againft  my  Innocence. 

You  that  controul  the  mighty  Wills  of  Princes, 

And  bow  their  ftubborn  Armes,  look  on  my  Weaknefs, 

And  when  you  pleafe,  and  how,  allay  my  Miferies.  [Exit. 

Enter 

(22)  —  to  deliver  me,']  i.  e.  Deliver  me  from  myfelf.  I've  thought 
that  the  Paffage  ought  to  run  thus, 

■  to  deli  re  me, 

i.  e.  make  me  delirious ;  and  I  am  not  certain  yet  that  it  ought  not 
to  be  fo  read. 

(23)  Val.  Heav'n  be  not  angry,  and  V<ve  fome  hope  yet. 
And  when  you  pleafe ,  and  how,  allay  my  Miferies* 

Enter  Frederick. 
To  whom  I  kneel  be  merciful  unto  me, 
Look  on  my  harmlefs  Youth  Angels  of  Pity, 
And  from  my  bleeding  Heart  wipe  off  my  Sorrovjj, 
The  Power,  the  Pride,  the  Malice  and  Injuftice 
Of  cruel  Men  are  bent  againft  my  Innocence. 
You  that  controul  the  mighty  Wills  of  Princes 
And  bow  their  ftubborn  Armes,  look  on  my  Weaknefs, 
And  when  you  pleafe,  and  how,  allay  my  Miferies .  [Exit.]  This 
fine  Speech  I  have  recovered  from  the  Folio  of  1647,  which  why  it 
Ihould  have  been  dropp'd,  all  but  the  firft  Line,  by  the  two  later  Edi- 
tors, I  am  at  a  lofs  to  understand.    I  have  given  it  in  the  Text,  ex- 
prefly  as  I  found  it,  tho*  I  think  it  not  fo  correct  as  to  preclude  all 

Attempts 
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Enter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Fred.  Haft  thou  been  with  him  ? 

Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  that,  Sir, 
Will  make  him  curfe  his  Birth ;  I  told  ye  which  way. 
Did  you  but  fee  him,  Sir,  but  look  upon  him, 
With  what  a  troubled  and  dejected  Nature 
He  walks  now  in  a  Mift,  with  what  a  Silence, 
As  if  he  were  the  Shroud  he  wrapt  himfelf  in, 
And  no  more  of  Valerio  but  his  Shadow, 
He  feeks  Obfcurity  to  hide  his  Thoughts  in, 
You'd  wonder  and  admire  for  all  you  know  it; 
His  Jollity  is  down,  valed  to  the  Ground,  Sir, 
And  his  high  Hopes  of  full  Delights  and  Pleasures 
Are  turn'd  Tormentors  to  him,  ftrong  Difeafes. 

Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ? 

Sor.  It  muft  fall  neceflary 
She  muft  diflike  him,  quarrel  with  his  Perfon, 
For  Women  once  deluded  are  next  Devils? 
And  in  the  height  of  that  Opinion,  Sir, 
You  (hall  put  on  again,  and  fhe  muft  meet  ye. 

Fred.  I'm  glad  of  this,. 

Sor.  Pll  tell  ye  all  the  Circumftance 
Within  this  Hour  *  but  fure  I  heard  your  Grace, 
To  day  as  I  attended,  make  fome  Stops, 
Some  broken  Speeches,  and  fome  Sighs  between, 
And  then  your  Brother's  Name  I  heard  diftin&ly, 
And  fome  fad  Wiflies  after. 

Attempts  toward  its  Melioration  and  Amendment.  The  fecond  Line  I 
would  ftrike  out  as  fupernumerary  and  tautological,  as  well  as  the  Stage 
Dire&ion,  Enter  Frederick:  Armes  too,  in  the  laft  but  one,  is  plainly- 
corrupted  ;  in  fhort,  I  would  propofe  to  read  and  point  the  whole  thus, 
Val.  Hea^n  be  not  angry,  and  V<vs  fame  hope  yet t 
To  whom  1  kneel ;  be  merciful  unto  me, 
Look  on  my  harmlefs  Youth,  Angels  of  Pity, 
And  from  my  bleeding  Heart  wipe  off  my  Sorrows  ; 
The  Power,  the  Pride,  the  Malice  and  Injuftice 
Of  cruel  Men  are  bent  againf  my  Innocence. 
You  that  controul  the  mighty  Wills  of  Princes, 
And  bow  their  Jlubborn  Arms,  look  on  my  Weaknefs, 
And  when  you  pleafe,  and  how,  allay  my  Miferics. 


Frtd* 
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Fred.  Yt're  i'th^right,  Sir, 
I  would  he  were  as  fad  as  I  could  wifh  him, 
Sad  as  the  Earth. 

Sor.  Would  ye  have  it  fo? 

Fred.  Thou  hear'ft  me. 
Though  he  be  Tick  with  fmall  hope  of  Recovery, 
That  hope  (till  lives,  and  Mens  Eyes  live  upon  it, 
And  in  their  Eyes  their  Wifhes  ;  my  Sorano, 
Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  Tomb  he  dotes  on, 
(As  'tis  the  fitted  Place  for  Melancholy,) 
My  Court  mould  be  another  Paradife, 
And  flow  with  all  Delights.    Sor.  Go  to  your  Pleafures, 
Let  me  alone  with  this,  Hope  fhall  not  trouble  ye, 
Nor  he  three  Days.    Fred.  I  fhall  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Menallo. 

Sor.  I'll  do  it  neatly  too,  no  Doubt  mail  catch  me. 
Fred.  Be  gone,  they're  going  to  Bed,  I'll  bid  good 

Night  to  'em. 
Sor.  And  mark  the  Man,  you'll  fcarce  know  'tis  Valerio: 

[Exit. 

Cam.  Chear  up  my  noble  Lord,  the  Minute's  come, 
You  (hall  enjoy  the  Abftracl  of  all  Sweetnefs ; 
We  did  you  wrong,  you  need  no  Wine  to  warm  ye, 
Defire  moots  through  your  Eyes  like  fudden  Wildfires. 

Vol.  Befhrew  me  Lords,  the  Wine  has  made  mc  dull, 
1  am  I  know  not  what. 

Fred.  Good  Pleafure  to  ye, 
Good  Night  and  long  too,  as  you  find  your  Appetite 
You  may  fall  to. 

Val.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,       [Afide  to  Frederick. 
For  which  of  all  my  Loves  and  Services 
Have  I  deferv'd  this  ? 

Fred.  I'm  not  bound  to  anfwer  ye. 

Val.  Nor  I  bound  to  obey  in  unjuft  Actions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  pleafe,  you  know  the  Penalty, 
And  as  I  have  a  Soul  it  fhall  be  executed ; 
Nay  look  not  pale,  I  am  not  us'd  to  fear,  Sir, 
If  you  refpecl:  your  Lady,  good  Night  to  ye.  [Exit. 

Val.  But  for  Refpecl  to  her,  and  to  my  Duty, 

That 
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That  reverend  Duty  that  I  owe  my  Sovereign, 
Which  Anger  has  no  Power  to  fnatch  me  from, 
The  good  Night  mould  be  thine ;  good  Night  for  ever. 
The  King  is  wanton,  Lords,  he  would  needs  know  of  me 
How  many  nick  Chaces  I  would  make  to  Night. 

Men.  My  Lord,  no  doubt  you'll  prove  a  perfect  Gamefter,, 

Val.  Faith  no,  I'm  unacquainted  with  the  Pleafure, 
Bungle  a  Set  I  may  i  How  my  Heart  trembles, 
And  beats  my  Bread  as  it  would  break  his  way  out ! 
Good  Night,  my  noble  Friends. 

Cle.  Nay  we  muft  fee  you 
Toward  your  Bed,  my  Lord. 

Val.  Good  faith  it  needs  not* 
*Tis  late,  and  I  mall  trouble  you.    Cam*  No*  no, 
Till  the  Bride  come,  Sir —    Val.  Ibefeech  you  leave  me., 

You'll  make  me  bafhful  elfe,  I  am  fo  fooh'fh ;  * 

Befides,  I  have  fome  few  Devotions,  Lords, 

And  he  that  can  pray  with  fuch  a  Book  in's  Arms  

Cam.  We'll  leave  ye  then,  and  a  fvveet  Night  wait 
on  ye. 

Men.  And  a  fweet  Iflfue  of  this  fweet  Night  crown  ye. 

Cle.  All  Nights  and  Days  be  fuch  till  you  grow  old,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Lords, 

Val.  I  thank  ye,  'tis  a  Curfe  fufficient  for  me, 
A  labour'd  one  too,  though  you  mean  a  Bleffing. 
"What  mall  I  do  ?  I'm  like  a  wretched  Debtor, 
That  has  a  Sum  to  tender  on  the  Forfeit 
Of  all  he's  worth,  yet  dare  not  offer  it. 
Other  Men  fee  the  Sun,  yet  I  muft  wink  at  it, 
And  though  I  know  'tis  perfect  Day,  deny  it: 
My  Veins  are  all  on  Fire,  and  burn  like  JEtnay 
Youth  and  Defire  beat  'Larums  to  my  Blood, 
And  add  frefh  Fuel  to  my  warm  Affections. 
I  muft  enjoy  her,  yet  when  I  confider, 
When  I  collect  myfelf,  and  weigh  her  Danger, 
The  Tyrant's  Will,  and  his  Pow'r  taught  to  Murder, 
My  tender  Care  controlls  my  Blood  within  me, 
And  like  a  cold  Fit  of  a  peevifli  Ague 
Creeps  to  my  Soul,  and  flings  an  Ice  upon  me, 


Vol.  V. 


U 


Enter 
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Enter  Queen^  Evanthe,  Ladies  and  Fool. 

That  locks  all  Pow'rs  of  Youth  up :  But  Prevention— 

0  what  a  Bleflednefs  'twere  to  be  old  now, 
To  be  unable,  Bed-rid  with  Difeafes, 

Or  halt  on  Crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen ; 
What  a  rare  Benefit !  But  I  am  curft, 
That  that  fpeaks  other  Men  moft  freely  happy, 
And  makes  all  Eyes  hang  on  their  Expectations, 
Muft  prove  the  bane  of  me,  Youth,  and  Ability. 
She  comes  to  Bed,  how  fhall  I  entertain  her? 

Tony.  Nay  I  come  after  too,  take  the  Fool  with,  ye, 
For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  Weddings. 

Queen.  Evanthe  ^ 
Make  y'  unready,  your  Lord  ftays  for  ye, 
And  prithee  be  merry. 

Tony.  Be  very  merry,  Chicken, 
Thy  Lord  will  Pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make  thee  Dance  too. 

Lady.  Will  he  fo,  good-man  Afs  ? 

Tony.  Yes,  good  Filly, 
And  you  had  fuch  a  Pipe,  that  pip'd  fo  fweetly, 
You'd  dance  to  Death,  you've  learnt  your  Sinque  apace. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  defires  that,  that's  too  free  in  me 
I'm  merry  at  the  Heart. 

Tony.  Thou'lt  be  anon, 
The  young  fmug  Boy  will  give  thee  a  fweet  Cordial. 

Evan.  I  am  lo  taken  up  in  all  my  Thoughts, 
So  poffeft,  Madam,  with  the  lawful  Sweets 

1  mail  this  Night  partake  of  with  my  Lord, 
So  far  tranfported  (pardon  my  Immodefty.)— 

Vol.  Alas  poor  Wench,  how  fhall  I  recompence  thee? 
Evan.  That  though  they  muft  be  fhort,  and  fnatcht 
away  too 

E'er  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I  fhall  far  prefer  'em 
Before  a  tedious  Pleafure  with  Repentance. 

Val.  O  how  my  Heart  akes ! 

Evan.  Take  off  my  Jewels,  Ladies, 
And  let  my  Ruff  loofe,  I  fhall  bid  good  Night  t9  ye, 
My  Lord  ftays  here. 

Queen.  My  Wench,  I  thank  thee  heartily, 

For 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  307 

For  learning  how  to  ufe  thy  few  Hours  handfomly, 
They  will  be  Years  I  hope  ;  off  with  your  Gown  now, 
Lay  down  the  Bed  there.    Tony.  Shall  I  get  into  it 
And  warm  it  for  thee?  a  Fool's  Fire's  a  fine  thing, 
And  I'll  fo  bufs  thee. 

Queen.  I'll  have  ye  whipr,  ye  Rafcal. 

Tony.  That  will  provoke  me  more  j  Til  talk  with  thy 
Husband. 
He's  a  wife  Man  I  hope. 

Evan.  Good  night  dear  Madam, 
Ladies,  no  further  Service,  I  am  well, 
I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  give  us  this  leave ; 
My  Lord  and  I  to  one  another  freely, 
And  privately,  may  do  all  other  Ceremonies  % 
Woman  and  Page  we'll  be  to  one  another, 
And  trouble  you  no  farther. 

Tony.  Art  thou  a  wife  Man  ? 

Val.  I  cannot  tell  theej  Tony,  ask  my  Neighbours. 

Tony.  If  thou  beeft  fo,  go  lye  with  me  to  Night, 
Th'  old  Fool  will  lye  quieter  than  the  young  one, 
And  give  thee  more  Sleep,  thou  wilt  look  to  morrow  elfc 
Worie  than  the  prodigal  Fool  the  Ballad  fpeaks  of* 
That  was  fqueez'd  through  a  Horn. 

Val.  (24)  I  mail  take  thy  Counfel. 

Queen.  Why  then  good  night,  good  night,  my  beft 
Evanthe, 

My  worthy  Maid,  and  as  that  Name  fhall  vanifli, 

(25)  A  worthy  Wife,  a  long  and  happy  \  follow  Sirrah.] 

Evan.  That  fhall  be  my  care* 
Goodnefs  reft  with  your  Grace. 

Queen, 

(24)  Val.  /  Jhall  take  thy  Counfel. "\  This  is  afide  if  the  Words  are 
tight ;  but  perhaps  they  would  be  better  join'd,  with  fome  little  Change, 
to  the  End  of  the  Fool's  Speech  : 

That  was  fquee%yd  through  a  Horn.  Wilt  take  my  Counfel? 

(25)  A  worthy  Wife,  a  long  and  happy,  follow  Sirrah. 

Evan.  That  (ball  he  my  care, 
Goodnefs  reft  with  your  Grace.]  Inftead  of,  follow  Sirrah,  X 
could  wifh  to  connett  the  Verb  with  the  preceding  Words.  The  Re- 
lative that  too  in  the  fecond  Line,  can  only  refer  to,  a  worthy  Wife, 
for  all  Evanthe's  Care  and  Prudence  could  not  poffibly  make  her  a 
long  and  happy  one.    With  likewife  in  the  laft  ieems  to  have  little 

U  2  Bufinefs 
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Queen.  Be  lufty,  Lord,  and  take  your  Lady  to  ye, 
And  that  Power  that  (hall  part  ye  be  unhappy. 

Vol.  Sweet  reft  unto  ye,  to  ye  all,  fweet  Ladies ; 
Tony,  good  night. 

Tony.  Shall  not  the  Fool  flay  with  thee  ? 

Queen.  Come  away,  Sirrah.  [Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Tony.  How  the  Fool  is  fought  for  1 

Sweet  Malt  is  made  of  eafy  Fire,  "7 
A  hafty  Horfe  will  quickly  tire9  > 
A  fudden  Leaper  flicks  i'th"  Mire9  ^ 
««  Phlebotomy  and  tb9  Word  lye  nigher9 
<c  Take  heed  of  Friend^  I  thee  require  \ 
This  from  an  Almanack  I  ftole^ 
And  learn  this  LeJJbnfrom  a  Fool. 
Good  night  my  Bird.  [Exit  Tony. 

Evan.  Good  night  wife  mafter  Tony*, 
Will  ye  to  Bed,  my  Lord?  Come,  let  me  help  ye. 

VaL  To  Bed,  Evanthe,  art  thou  fleepy  ?    Evan.  No, 
I  mall  be  worfe  if  you  look  fad  upon  me ; 
Pray  ye  let's  to  Bed. 

VaL  I  am  not  well,  my  Love. 
Evan.  PH  make  ye  well,  there's  no  fuch  Phyfick  for  ye 
As  your  warm  Miftrefs's  Arms. 
VaL  Art  thou  fo  cunning  ? 

Evan.  I  fpeak  not  by  Experience,  'pray  ye  miftake  not, 
But  if  you  love  me  

VaL  I  do  love  fo  dearly, 
So  much  above  the  bafe  bent  of  Defire, 
1  know  not  how  to  anfwer  thee. 

Evan.  To  Bed  then, 
There  I  mail  better  credit  ye;  fie  my  Lord, 

Bufmefs  there.    In  a  word,  I  would  propofe  reading  the  whole  in  thid 

manner : 

A  worthy  Wife,  a  long  and  happy  follow  it. 
Evan.  That  fvall  be  my  Care ;  thefe— - 

Geodnefs  reft  your  Grace. — That  mall— — 
i.  e  to  be  a  worthy  Wife  mall  be  my  Study  and  Endeavour ;  but  thefe, 
i  e.  long  and  happy,  muft  be  left  to  the  Gods  (or  fomething  to  that 
Efteft)  and  fo,  Goodnefs  rej},  &c.  i.  e.  May  the  Gods  give  your  Grace 
gocd  Reft  to  night. 

Will 
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Will  ye  put  a  Maid  to't,  to  teach  ye  what  to  do  ? 
An  innocent  Maid?  Are  ye  fo  cold  a  Lover? 
In  truth  you  make  me  blulh,  'tis  Midnight  too, 
And  'tis  no  ftol'n  Love,  but  authorifed  openly, 
No  Sin  we  covet ;  pray  let  me  undrefs  ye, 
You  mail  help  me  too  \  prithee,  fweet  Valerio^ 
Be  not  fo  fad,  the  King  will  be  more  mercifu^ 

Val.  May  not  I  love  thy  Mind? 

Evan.  And  I  yours  too, 
'Tis  a  moft  noble  one,  adorn'd  with  Virtue ; 
But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really, 
And  put  our  Bodies  and  our  Mind  together, 
And  fo  make  up  the  Concord  of  Affection, 
Our  Love  will  prove  but  a  blind  Superftition  : 
This  is  no  School  to  argue  in,  my  Lord, 
Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow'd  us,  . 
Pray  let's  dilpatch,  if  any  one  mould  come 
And  find  us  at  this  diftance,  what  would  they  think  ? 
Come,  kifs  me,  and  to  Bed.    Vol.  That  I  dare  do, 
And  kifs  again.    Evan.  Spare  not,  they  are  your  own,  Sir. 

Val.  But  to  enjoy  thee  is  to  be  luxurious ; 
Too  fenfual  in  my  Love,  and  too  ambitious 
O  how  I  burn !  to  pluck  thee  from  the  Stalk, 
Where  now  thou  grow'ft  a  fweet  Bud  and  a  beauteous, 
And  bear'ft  the  prime  and  honour  of  the  Garden, 
Is  but  to  violate  thy  Spring,  and  fpoil  thee. 

Evan.  To  let  me  blow,  and  fall  alone,  would  anger  ye, 

Val.  Let's  fit  together  thus,  and  as  we  fit 
Feed  on  the  Sweets  of  one  another's  Souls. 
The  Happinefs  of  Love  is  Contemplation, 
The  Bleffednefs  of  Love  is  pure  Affe&ion? 
Where  no  Allay  of  actual  dull  Defires, 
Of  Pleafure  that  partakes  with  Wantonnefe, 
Of  human  Fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 
(26)  And  leaves  the  Body  but  a  poor  Repentance, 
Can  ever  mix ;  let's  fix  on  that,  Evant.be* 

(26)  And  leaves  the  Body  but  a  poor  Repentance,']  Our  Authors,  as  t'h* 
Reader  will  obferve,  are  a  little  unphilofophical  in  exprefiing  the  Sen- 
timent, fmce  not  the  Body  but  the  Soul  is  the  proper  Subject  of  Re- 
pentance. 

Vol.  V.  U3  Thart 
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That's  Everlafting,  th'  other  Cafual ; 
Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  Fortune, 
Blind  as  herfelf,  and  full  of  all  Affli&ions; 
Shall  we  love  virtuoufly  ? 
Evan.  I  ever  loved  fo. 

Veil.  (27)  And  only  think  our  Love  ?  the  rareft  Pleafure, 
(And  that  we  moft  defire,  let  it  be  human,) 
If  once  enjoy 'd  grows  ft  ale,  and  cloys  our  Appetites  ; 
I  would  not  lefTen  in  my  Love  for  any  thing, 
(28)  Nor  find  thee  but  the  fame  in  my  fhort  Journey , 
For  my  Love's  fafety. 

Evan.  Now  I  fee  I'm  old,  Sir, 
Old  and  ill-favour'd  too,  poor  and  defpis'd, 
And  am  not  worth  your  noble  Fellowship, 
Your  Fellowfhip  in  Love,  you  would  not  clfe 
Thus  cunningly  feek  to  betray  a  Maid, 
A  Maid  that  honours  you  thus  pioufly ; 
Strive  to  abufe  the  pious  Love  fhe  brings  ye. 
Farewel  my  Lord,  fince  ye've  a  better  Miftrefs^ 
(For  it  mull  feem  fo,  or  ye  are  no  Man,) 
A  younger,  happier,  I  fliall  give  her  room, 
So  much  I  love  ye  ftill. 

Val.  Stay  my  Evantbey 
Heav'n  bear  me  Witnefs,  thou  art  all  I  love, 
All  I  defire,  and  now  (29)  have  Pity  on  me. 
*    I  never  lyed  before,  forgive  me,  Jufticc  5 

(27)  And  only  think  our  Love ; — ]  The  Pointing  requir'd  is  that  hi 

the  Text. 

(28)  Nor  find  t bee  but  the  fame  in  my  fhort  Journey, 

For  my  LoveV  fafety.]  Valerio  would  not  fuffer  the  leaft  Abate- 
ment of  her  Affeclion  if  he  might  fave,  What  by  it  ?  his  Love  t 

his  Life  to  be  fure  he  defign'd  to  fay,  and  the  true  Reading  is, 
For  my  Life'*  fifty. 

(29)   have  Pity  on  me. 

I  never  lyed  before,  forgive  me,  fufiice  ; 

Youth  and  Affetlion  flop  your  Ears  unto  me.]  Valeria  going  to 
pretend  Impotency,  prays,  afide,  that  Heaven  may  forgive  the  Lie, 
and  (as  the  Text  at  prefent  runs)  Evanthe  not  believe,  but  flop  her  Ears 
againfl  it.  But  is  not  this  a  Contradiction  glaring  enough  ?  'Tis,  I 
think,  not  only  pofhble  but  very 'probable  the  Authors  Manufcript  ran, 

Youth  and  Affeclion  ope  your  Ears  unto  me. 
il  e.  to  hear  and  believe  what  he  was  going  to  difcover. 

Youth 
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Youth  and  Affection  flop  your  Ears  unto  me. 

Evan.  Why  do  you  weep?  If  I  have  fpoke  too  harfhly, 
And  unbefeeming,  my  beloved  Lord, 
My  Care  and  Duty,  pardon  me. 

VaL  O  hear  me, 
Hear  me,  Evanthe  5  I  am  all  on  Torture, 
And  this  Lie  tears  my  Confcience  as  I  vent  it ;  {Afidc. 
I  am  no  Man. 

Evan.  How,  Sir  ?    Vol.  No  Man  for  Pleafure, 
No  Woman's  Man. 

Evan.  Goodnefs  forbid  my  Lord, 
Sure  you  abufe  yourfelf.    VaL  'Tis  true,  Evanthe, 
I  fliame  to  fay  you'll  find  it.  \Weeps. 

Evan.  He  weeps  bitterly  ; 
'Tis  my  hard  Fortune,  blefs  all  young  Maids  from  it  ^ 
Is  there  no  help,  my  Lord,  in  Art  will  comfort  ye  ? 

Pal.  I  hope  there  is. 

Evan.  How  long  have  you  been  deftitute? 

VaL  Since  I  was  young. 

Evan.  'Tis  hard  to  die  for  nothing: 
Now  you  (hall  know  'tis  not  the  Pleafure,  Sir, 
(For  I'm  compell'd  to  love  you  fpirituallyj 
That  Women  aim  at,  I  affect  ye  for, 
'Tis  for  your  Worth  ;  and  kifs  me,  be  at  Peace, 
Becaufe  I  ever  lov'd  ye,  I  ft  ill  honour  ye, 
And  with  all  Duty  to  my  Husband  follow  yej 
Will  ye  to  Bed  now  ?  y'  are  afham'd  it  feems ; 
Pygmalion  pray'd,  and  his  cold  Stone  took  Life ; 
You  do  not  know  with  what  Zeal  I  mall  ask,  Sir, 
And  what  rare  Mir'cle  that  may  work  upon  ye  1 
Still  blufh  ?  prefcribe  your  Law. 

VaL  I  prithee  pardon  me, 
To  Bed,  and  I'll  fit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with  thee, 
Mourn  both  our  Fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones : 
Do  not  defpife  me,  make  me  not  more  wretched. 
I  pray  to  Heav'n,  when  I  am  gone,  Evanthe, 
As  my  poor  Date  is  but  a  Span  of  time  now, 
To  recompence  thy  noble  Patience, 
Thy  Love  and  Virtue  with  a  fruitful  Husband, 
Honed  and  honourable. 

U  4  Evan. 
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Evan.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep  now, 
All  fond  Defire  die  here,  and  welcome  Chaftity, 
Honour  and  Chaftity  s  do  what  you  pleafe,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  at  one  Boor  Rugio  and  Friar  Marco,  at  the  other 
Door  Sorano,  -with  a  little  Glafs-Viol. 

Ri'gWJ  H  AT  ails  this  Piece  of  Mifchief  to  look  fad  ? 
YY    He  feems  to  weep  too. 

Mar,  Something  is  a  hatching, 
And  of  fome  bloody  Nature  too,  Lord  Rugio, 
This  Crocodile  mourns  thus  cunningly. 

Sor.  Hail  holy  Father, 
And  good  Day  to  the  good  Lord  Rugio  ; 
How  fares  the  fad  Prince,  I  befeech  ye,  Sir? 

Rug. *T  is  like  you  know,  you  need  not  ask  that  Queftion, 
You  have  your  Eyes  and  Watches  on  his  Mifcrics 
As  near  as  ours,  1  would  they  were  as  tender. 

Mar.  Can  you  do  him  good?  as  the  King  and  you  ap- 
pointed him, 
So  he  is  ftill,  as  you  defir'd  I  think  too, 
For  every  Day  he's  vvorfe :  Heav'n  pardon  all ! 
Put  off  your  Sorrow,  you  may  laugh  now,  Lord, 
He  cannot  Jaft  long  to  difturb  your  Mafter, 
You  have  done  worthy  Service  to  his  Brother, 
And  he  mod  memorable  Love. 

Sor.  You  do  not  know,  Sir, 
With  what  Remorfe  I  ask,  nor  with  what  Wearinefs 
I  groan  and  bow  under  this  Load  of  Honour, 
And  how  my  Soul  fighs  for  the  beaftly  Services 
I've  done  his  Pleafures,  thefe  be  witnefs  with  mej 
And  from  your  Piety  believe  me,  Father, 
I  would  as  willingly  uncloath  myfelf 
Of  Title,  that  becomes  me  not,  I  know, 
fGood  Men  and  great  Names  beft  agree  together  ;) 
Caft  off  the  glorious  Favours,  and  the  Trappings 

Of 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  313 

Of  Sound  and  Honour,  Wealth  and  Promifes, 
His  wanton  Pleafures  have  flung  on  my  Weaknefs, 
And  chufe  to  ferve  my  Country's  Caufe  and  Virtue's, 
Poorly  and  honeftly,  and  redeem  my  Ruins, 
As  I  would  hope  Remifiion  of  my  Mifchiefs. 

Rug.  Old  and  experienced  Men,  my  Lord  Sorano, 
Are  not  fo  quickly  caught  with  gilt  Hypocrifie ; 
You  pull  your  Claws  in  now  and  fawn  upon  us, 
As  Lions  do  t'  entice  poor  foolifh  Beafts ; 
And  Beafts  we  mould  be  too  if  we  believ'd  ye 
Go  exercife  your  Art, 

Sor.  For  HeavVs  fake  fcorn  me  nor, 
Nor  add  more  Hell  to  my  afflicted  Soul 
Than  I  feel  here    as  you  are  honourable, 
As  you  are  charitable,  look  gently  on  me : 
I  will  no  more  to  Court,  be  no  more  Devil, 
I  know  I  muft  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  has  my  Love  now,  and  the  more  he  loves  me 
For  his  foul  Ends,  when  they  (hall  once  appear  to  him, 
Mufter  before  his  Confcience  and  accufe  him, 
The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  his  Difpleafure  ; 
Princes  are  fading  things,  fo  are  their  Favours. 

Mar.  He  weeps  again, 
His  Heart  is  toucht  fure  with  Remorfe.   Sor.  See  this, 
And  give  me  fair  Attention,  good  my  Lord, 
And  worthy  Father  fee,  within  this  Viol 
The  Remedy  and  Cure  of  all  my  Honour, 
And  of  the  fad  Prince,  lyes. 
Rug.  What  new  Trick's  this  ? 
Sor.  'Tis  true,  I  have  done  Offices  abundantly 
111  and  prodigious  to  the  Prince  Alpbonfo^ 
And  whilft  1  was  a  Knave  I  fought  his  Death  too. 
Rug.  You  are  too  late  convicted  to  be  good  yet. 
Sor.  But  Father,  when  I  felt  this  part  afflict  me, 
This  inward  part,  and  calPd  me  to  an  audit 

Of  my  Mifdeeds  and  Mifchiefs-  

Mar.  Well,  go  on  Sir.  . 

Sor.  O  then,  then,  then,  what  was  my  Glory  then, 
Father  ? 

The  Favour  of  the  King,  what  did  that  eafe  me  ? 

What 
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What  was  it  to  be  bow'd  to  by  all  Creatures 
Wormip,  and  courted  ?  what  did  this  avail  me  ? 
I  was  a  Wretch,  a  poor  loft  Wretch. 
Mar.  Still  better. 

Sor.  'Till  in  the  midft  of  all  my  Grief  I  found 
Repentance,  and  a  learn'd  man  to  gi'  th'  Means  to  it. 
A  Jew,  an  honeft  and  a  rare  Phyfician  ; 
Of  him  I  had  this  Jewel    'tis  a  Jewel, 
And  at  the  Price  of  all  my  Wealth  I  bought  it: 
If  the  King  knew  it  I  muft  lofe  my  Head, 
And  willingly,  moft  willingly  I'd  fuffer  ; 
A  Child  may  take  it,  'tis  fo  fweet  in  working. 

Mar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it  ? 

Sor.  To  the  fick  Prince, 
It  will  in  half  a  Day  diflblve  his  Melancholy. 

Rug.  I  do  believe,  and  give  him  fleep  for  ever. 
What  Impudence  is  this,  and  what  bafe  Malice, 
To  make  us  Inftruments  of  thy  Abufes  ? 
Are  we  fet  here  to  poifon  him  ?   Sor.  Mi  (lake  not  j 
Yet  I  mud  needs  fay,  'tis  a  noble  Care, 
And  worthy  virtuous  Servants ;  if  you'll  fee 
A  flourifhing  Eftate  again  in  Naples^ 
And  great  Alpbonfo  reign  that's  truly  good, 
And  like  himfelf  able  to  make  all  excellent, 
Give  him  his  Drink  \  and  this  good  Health  unto  him. 

[Driwku 

I'm  not  fo  defp'rate  yet  to  kill  myfelf ; 

Never  lock  on  me  as  a  guilty  Man, 

Nor  on  the  Water  as  a  fpeedy  Poifon  : 

I  am  not  mad,  nor  laid  out  all  my  Treafure, 

My  Confcience  and  my  Credit,  to  abufe  ye : 

How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  works  now 

Upon  my  Heart  and  Head  !  Sure  I'm  a  new  Man, 

There  is  no  Sadnefs  that  I  feel  within  me, 

But  as  it  meets  it,  like  a  lazy  Vapour 

How  it  flies  off.    Here,  give  it  him  with  Speed, 

You  are  more  guilty  than  I  ever  was, 

And  worthier  of  the  Name  of  evil  Subjects, 

If  but  an  Hour  you  hold  this  from  his  Health. 

Rug. 
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Rug.  (30)  'Tis  fomc  rare  virtuous  thing  fare ;  he's  a 
good  Man! 
It  muft  be  fo,  come,  let's  apply  it  prefently, 
And  may  it  fweetly  work.  Sor.  Pray  let  me  hear  on't, 
And  carry't  clofe,  my  Lords.  Mar.  Yes,  good  Scram. 

[Exrur.t  Rugio  and  Marco. 

Sor.  Do  my  good  Fools,  my  honeft  pious  Coxcombs, 
My  wary  Fools  too:  Have  I  caught  your  Wifdoms? 
You  never  dreamt  I  knew  an  Antidote, 
Nor  how  to  take  it  to  fecure  mine  own  Life; 
I  am  an  Afs;  go,  give  him  the  fine  Cordial, 
And  when  you've  done  go  dig  his  Grave,  good  Frier; 
Some  two  Hours  hence  we  fhall  have  fuch  a  Bawling, 
And  roaring  up  and  down  for  Aqua  vit&^ 
Such  rubbing,  and  fuch 'nointing,  and  fuch  cooling; 
I've  fent  him  that  will  make  a  Bonfire  in's  Belly ; 
If  he  recover't,  there  is  no  Heat  in  Hell  fure.  [£*//. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Podramo. 

Fred.  Podramo?    Ted.  Sir.  Fred.  Call  hither  Lord 
Valeria 

And  let  none  trouble  us.  Pod.  It  mail  be  done,  Sir.  [£a£>. 

Fred.  I  know  he  wants  n'  Additions  to  his  Tortures, 
He  has  enough  for  human  Blood  to  carry, 
(Yet  I  muft  vex  him  further;) 
So  many,  that  I  wonder  his  hot  Youth 
And  high-bred  Spirit  breaks  not  into  Fury ; 
I  muft  yet  torture  him  a  little  further, 
And  make  my felf  Sport  with  his  Miieries, 
My  Anger  is  too  poor  e!fe.    Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Valeric 

Now  my  young  marry'd  Lord,  how  do  you  feel  yourfeif ; 
You"have  the  Happinefs  you  everaim'd  at, 
The  Joy  and  Pleaiure. 

Vol.  Would  you  had  the  like,  Sir. 

Fred.  You  tumble  in  Delights  with  your  fweet  Lady, 

(30)  *Tis  fame  rare  virtmrns  thing — ]  So  A&&;«  in  his  Ufex/erdk 
ties  the  Word, 

Jtdcf  tbt  Virmotw  Ri*z*9dG!af;)  &c. 

And  ' 
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And  draw  the  Minutes  out  in  dear  Embraces, 
You  live  a  right  Lord's  Life. 

Val.  Would  you  had  tried  it, 
That  you  might  know  the  Virtue  but  to  fuffer : 
Your  Anger,  though  it  be  unjuft  and  infolent, 
Sits  handfomer  upon  you  than  your  Scorn  j 
To  do  a  willful  111,  and  glory  in  it, 
Is  to  do't  double,  double  to  be  damn'd  too. 

Fred.  Haft  thou  not  found  a  loving  and  free  Prince, 
High  in  his  favours  too ;  that  has  conferr'd 
Such  hearts  eafe,  and  fuch  heaps  of  comfort  on  thee, 
All  thou  could'ft  ask  ? 

Val.  You're  grown  a  Tyrant  too 
Upon  fo  fuffering,  and  fo  ftill  a  Subject ; 
You've  put  upon  me  fuch  a  Puniftiment, 
That  if  your  Youth  were  honeft  it  would  blufh  at : 
But  you're  a  fhame  to  Nature,  as  to  Virtue. 
Pull  not  my  Rage  upon  ye,  'tis  fo  juft, 
It  will  give  way  to  no  refpect ;  my  Life, 
My  innocent  Life,  I  dare  maintain  it,  Sir, 
Like  a  wanton  Prodigal  you've  flung  away  ; 
Had  I  a  thoufand  more  I  would  allow  'em, 
And  be  as  carelefs  of  'em  as  your  will  is  ; 
But  to  deny  thofe  rights  the  Law  hath  giv'n  me, 
The  holy  Law,  and  make  her  Life  the  Penance, 
Is  fuch  a  ftudied  and  unheard  of  Malice, 
No  Heart  that  is  not  hired  from  Hell  dare  think  of; 
To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  Hopes  were  high, 
High  as  my  Blood,  all  my  Defires  upon  me, 
My  free  Affections  ready  to  embrace  her, 

Enter  Caffandra. 
And  Hie  mine  own.  D'you  fmile  at  this?  Is't  done  well? 
Js  there  not  Heav'n  above  you,  that  fees  all  ?     [Exit  Val. 

Fred.  Come  hither,  Time,  how  does  your  noble  Miftrefs  ? 

Caf.  As  a  Gentlewoman  may 
Do  in  her  cafe  that's  newly  married,  Sir: 
(31)  Sickly  fometimesand  fond  on't,  like  your  Majefty. 

Sickly  /onetimes  and fond  on 't,  like  your  Majejly.}  This  Place 

I  would  read  fo, 

Sickly  fomctimes  and  fond \  au't  Jilfjcur  Maj'fly. 

Freeh 
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Fred,  She's  breeding  then  ? 

Caf  She  wants  much  of  her  Colour, 
And  has  her  qualms  as  Ladies  ufe  to  have,  Sir, 
And  her  difgufts. 

Fred.  And  keeps  her  Chamber  ? 

Caf.  Yes,  Sir, 

Fred.  And  eats  good  Broths  and  Jellies. 

Caf.  I  am  fure  {he  fighs,  Sir,  and  weeps,  good  Lady. 

Fred.  Alas,  good  Lady,  for  it, 
She  mould  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Cajfandra% 
Could  turn  thofe  Tears  to' Joys,  a  lufty  Comforter. 

Caf.  A  comfortable  Man  does  well  at  all  Hours, 
For  he  brings  comfortable  things.    Fred.  Come  hither, 
And  hold  your  Fan  between,  you've  eaten  Onions; 
Her  Breath  ftinks  like  a  Fox,  her  Teeth  are  contagious; 
Thefe  old  Women  are  4!l  Elder-pipes  \  do  ye  mark  me  ? 

[Gives  a  Purfe. 

Caf.  Yes,  Sir,  but  does  your  Grace  think  I  am  fit, 
That  am  both  old  and  virtuous  ? 

Fred.  Therefore  the  fitter,  th'  older  (till  the  better, 
I  know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  Cope, 
Yet  upon  necefiary  ufe 

Caf.  'Tis  true,  Sir. 

Fred.  Her  feeling  fenfe  is  fierce  ftill,  fpeak  unto  her, 
You  are  familiar ;  fpeak,  I  fay,  unto  her, 
Speak  to  the  purpofe ;  tell  her  this,  and  this. 

Caf.  Alas,  (he's  honeft,  Sir,  fhe's  very  honeft, 

And  would  you  have  my  Gravity  Fred.  I,  I, 

Your  Gravity  will  become  the  Caufe  the  better ; 

I'll  look  thee  out  a  Knight  mail  make  thee  a  Lady  too, 

A  lufty  Knight,  and  one  that  fhall  be  ruled  by  thee, 

And  add  to  thefe,  I'll  make  'em  good,  no  mincing, 

Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  Lady, 

But  do  it  home    we'll  all  be  Friends  too,  tell  her, 

And  fuch  a  Joy. 

Caf.  That's  it  that  ftirs  me  up.  Sir, 
1  would  not  for  the  World  attempt  her  Chaftity, 
But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 

Fred.  For  that  I  urge  it  too.    Caf  A  little  Evil 
May  well  be  fuffered  for  a  general  good,  Sir, 

m 
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1*11  take  my  leave  of  your  Majefty. 

Enter  Valerio. 
Fred.  Go  Fortunately, 
Be  fpeed  y  too  :  Here  comes  Valerio 
If  his  Affliction  have  allay'd  his  Spirit 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither,  Lord  Valerio, 
How  do  you  now  ? 

VaL  Your  Majefty  may  guefs, 
Not  fo  well,  nor  fo  fortunate  as  you  are, 
That  can  tie  up  (31)  Mens  honelt  Wills  and  Actions*' 

Fred.  You  clearly  fee  now,  brave  Valerio, 
What  'tis  to  be  the  Rival  to  a  Prince, 
To  interpofe  againft  a  raging  Lion  ; 
I  know  you've  fuffer'd,  infinitely  fuffer'd, 
And  with  a  kind  of  Pity  I  behold  it, 
And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  Mercy, 
I  can  yet  heal  you,  yield  up  your  Evantbe, 
Take  off  my  Sentence  alfo. 

VaL  I  fall  thus  low,  Sir, 
My  poor  fad  Heart  under  your  Feet  I  Jay, 
And  all  the  Service  of  my  Life.    Fred.  Do  this  then, 
For  without  this  'twill  be  impoffibie, 
Part  with  her  for  a  while. 

VaL  You've  parted  us, 
What  fhould  I  do  with  that  I  cannot  ufe,  Sir? 

Fred.  'Tis  well  confider'd,  let  me  have  the  Lady, 
And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  nobly  I'll  befriend  thee, 
How  all  this  difference  

(32)   Mens  honejl  Wills  and  Ac! ions  ]  After  this  Speech,  there 

follows  in  the  Copy  of  1 647.  a  ioolifti  as  well  as  maimed  and  corrupted 
Repetition  of  the  following  ones 

Fred.  You  ba<ve  the  Happinefs you  never  ainid  at, 
The  jfoy  and  Pleafure. 

Val.  WoJdyou  had  the  like,  Sir. 
Fred.  You  tumble  in  Delights  nvith  your  fweet  Lady, 
And  dre<w  the  Minutes  out  in  dear  Embraces  ; 
You  lead  a  right  hordes  Life. 

Val,  Wou'd you  had  trfd  it, 
That  you  might  know  the  V irtue  but  to  fuffer  ; 
If  Anger,  tho*  it  be  unjujl  and  info  lent 
Sits  handfomer  upon  you  than  your  Scorn.' 
Fred.  You  clear  h  fee,  &c. 

Val. 
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Val  Will  (he  come,  d'you  think,  Sir? 
Fred.  She  muft  be  wrought,  I  know  (he  is  too  modeft, 
And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 
Val  'Tis  fit,  Sir. 

Fred.  And  fecretly  it  muft  be  done. 
Val.  As  thought. 

Fred.  Til  warrant  ye  her  Honour  mail  be  fair  ftill, 
No  foil  nor  (lain  (hall  appear  on  that,  Valeria  ; 
You  fee  a  thoufand  that  bear  fober  Faces, 
And  (hew  off,  as  inimitable  Modefties, 
You  would  be  fworn  too  that  they  were  pure  Matrons, 
And  mod  chafte  Maids  •,  and  yet  t'augment  their  Fortunes, 
And  get  them  noble  Friends  • 

Val  They  are  content,  Sir,  , 
In  private  to  beftow  their  Beauties  on  'em. 

Fred.  They  are  fo,  and  they're  wife,  they  know  no 
want  for't, 

Nor  no  Eye  fees  they  want  their  Honefties. 
Val  If't  might  be  carried  thus, 
Fred.  It  fhall  be,  Sir. 

Val.  I'll  fee  you  dead  fir  ft  ;  with  this  Caution,  {_AJ{de. 
Why,  fure  I  think  it  might  be  done. 
Fred.  Yes,  eafily. 

Val.  For  what  time  would  your  Grace  defire  her  Body  ? 

Fred.  A  Month  or  two ;  it  (hall  be  carried  ftill 
As  if  me  kept  with  you,  and  were  a  Stranger, 
Rather  a  hater  of  the  Grace  I  offer  \ 
And  then  I  will  return  her  with  fuch  Honour  — — 

Val.  'Tis  very  like;  I  dote  much  on  your  Honour," 

Fred.  And  load  her  with  fuch  Favour  too,  Valerio-  ■ 

Val.  She  never  fhall  claw  off:  I  humbly  thank  ye. 

Fred.  I'll  make  ye  both  the  happieft,  and  the  richeft, 
And  th*  mightieft  too- — — — 

Val.  But  who  mail  work  her,  Sir  ? 
For  on  my  Confcience  fhe  is  very  honeft, 
And  will  be  hard  to  cut  as  a  rough  Diamond. 

Fred.  Why,  you  muft  work  her,  any  thing  from  your 
Tongue, 

Set  off  with  golden  and  perfuafive  Language, 
Urging  your  Dangers  too— 


320        A  Wife  for  a  Month 

Veil.-  But  all  this  time 
Have  you  the  Confcience,  Sir,  to  leave  me  nothing, 
Nothing  to  play  withal  ?  Fred.  There  be  a  thoufand, 
Take  where  thou  wilt. 

FaL  May  I  make  bold  with  your  Queen  ? 
She's  ufeiefs  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  Sir, 
And  but  a  loyal  Wife  that  may  be  loft  too  j 
1  have  a  mind  to  her,  and  then  'tis  equal. 

Fred.  How,  Sir? 

Vol.  '  Tis  fo,  Sir :  thou  mod  glorious  Impudence, 
Have  I  not  wrongs  enow  to  fuffer  under, 
But  thou  muft  pick  me  out  to  make  a  Monfter  ? 
A  hated  wonder  to  the  World  ?  D*  you  ftart 
At  my  intrenching  on  your  private  Liberty, 
And  would  you  force  a  High-way  through  mine  Honour, 
And  make  me  pave  it  too  ?  But  that  thy  Queen 
(33)  Is  of  that  excellence  in  Honefty, 
And  guarded  with  Divinity  about  her, 
No  Joofe  thought  can  come  near,  nor  flame  unhallowed, 
I  would  fo  right  myfelf. 

Fred.  Why,  take  her  to  ye ; 
I  am  not  vex'd  at  this,  thou  fhalt  enjoy  her, 
I'll  be  thy  Friend,  if  that  may  win  thy  Courtefie. 

Val.  I  will  not  be  your  Bawd,  though  for  your  Royalty, 
Was  I  brought  up,  and  nourifh'd  in  the  Court, 
With  thy  moft  Royal  Brother,  and  thyfelf, 
Upon  thy  Father's  charge,  thy  happy  Father's, 
And  fuck'd  the  fweetnefs  of  all  human  Arts, 
Learn'd  Arms  and  Honour,  to  become  a  Rafcal  ? 
Was  this  the  expectation  of  my  Youth, 
My  growth  of  Honour  ?  Do  you  fpeak  this  truly, 
Or  do  you  try  me,  Sir?  for  1  believe  not, 
At  leaft  I  would  not,  and  methinks  'tis  impoflible 
There  fhould  be  fuch  a  Devil  in  a  King's  Shape, 
Such  a  malignant  Friend. 

(33)  I*  of  that  excellent  Honefty]  The  Edition  of  1679,  from 
whence  that  of  171 1  is  but  a  Tranfcript,  has  happily  preferv'd  the 
Scnfe  of  our  Authors,  but  the  Expreffion  is  his  own,  for  thus  runs 
the  Folio  1647, 

Is  of  that  excellence  in  Honefty. 

Fred. 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  321 

Fred.  I  thank  ye,  Sir, 

To  morrow  is  your  iaft  Day,  and  look  to  it  

Get  from  my  fight,  away.    Vol.  Ye  are  Oh,  my 

Heart  is  too  high  and  full  to  think  upon  ye.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Evanthe,  and  CafTandra. 

Evan.  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  Cajfandra* 
That  I  mould  be  a  Whore  ? 

Caf.  Why  a  Whore,  Madam  ? 
If  ev'ry  Woman  that  upon  neceffity 
Did  a  good  turn,  (for  there's  the  main  point,  mark  it,) 
Were  term'd  a  Whore,  who  would  be  honeft,  Madam? 
Your  Lord's  Life,  and  your  own,  are  now  in  hazard, 
Two  precious  Lives  may  be  redeem'd  with  nothing, 
Little  or  nothing  •,  fay  an  Hour's  or  Day's  Sport, 
Or  fuch  a  Toy,  ( 34)  the  end  to't  is  not  Wantonnefs, 
That  we  call  Luft,  that  Maidens  lofe  their  Fame  for 
But  a  compel  I'd  neceffity  of  Honour, 
Fair  as  the  Day,  and  clear  as  Innocence, 
Upon  my  Life  and  Confcience,  a  direct  way— — 

Evan.  To  be  a  Rafcal. 

Caf.  'Tis  a  kind  of  Rape  too, 
That  keeps  you  clear  ;  for  where  your  Will's  compell'd, 
Though  you  yield  up  your  Body,  you  are  fafe  ftil'l. 

Evan.  Thou'art  grown  a  learned  Bawd,  I  ever  look'd 
Thy  great  futficiency  would  break  out. 

Caf.  You  may, 
You  that  are  young  and  fair,  fcorn  us  old  Creatures, 
But  you  muft  know  my  Years,  e'er  you  be  wife,  Lady, 
And  my  Experience  too ;  fay  the  King  loved  ye  ? 
Say  it  were  nothing  elie?  Evan.  I,  marry  Wench, 
Now  thou  corned  to  me. 

Caf.  Do  you  think  Princes  Favours  are  fuch  flight 
Things, 

To  fling  away  when  you  pleafe  ?  There  be  young  Ladier, 

(34)  the  end  to  it  is  Wantonnefs^  For  want  of  a  negative 

Pa:  tide  here,  the  o'd  Procurefs  is  made  to  contradict  ail  me  was  on- 
tending  for  ;  tlie  Piace  ought  to  run  fo, 

 the  end  to  it  is  not  Wantonnefs, 

Mr.  Se-ivard  I  ike  wife  made  the  fame  Ojiervation. 

Vol.  V.  X  Both 
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Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to  reach  'em, 
And  leap  aloft  too. 

Evan.    Such  are  light  enough  ; 
I  am  no  Vaulter,  Wench    but  canft  thou  tell  me, 
Though  he  be  a  King  whether  he  be  found  or  no  ? 
I  would  not  give  my  youth  up  to  Infeftion. 

Caf.  As  found  as  Honour  ought  to  be,  I  think,  Lady  ; 
Go  to,  be  wife,  I  do  not  bid  you  try  him ; 
But  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  negleft  him, 
Your  Lord's  Life  hanging  on  the  Hazard  of  it— 
If  you  be  fo  wilful  proud. 

Evan.  Thou  fpeak'ft  to  the  Point  ftill ; 
But  when  I've  lain  with  him,  what  am  I  then,  Gentle- 
woman ? 

Caf.  What  are  you?  why,  the  fame  you're  now,  a  Wo- 
man, 

A  virtuous  Woman,  and  a  noble  Woman  ; 

Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  fo. 

Had  Lucrece  e'er  been  thought  of  but  for  T arquin  ? 

She  was  before  a  fimple  unknown  Woman, 

When  me  was  ravifli'd,  fhe  was  a  reverend  Saint; 

And  do  you  think  (he  yielded  not  a  little, 

And  had  a  kind  of  Will  t'  have  been  re-ravifh'd? 

Believe  it,  yes :  There  are  a  thoufand  Stories 

Of  wondrous  loyal  Women,  that  have  dipt, 

But  it  has  been  o'th'  Ice  of  tender  Honour, 

That  keep  them  cool  ftill  to  the  World.    I  think 

You're  bleft,  that  have  fuch  an  Occafion  in  your  Hands 

To  beget  a  Chronicle,  a  faithful  one. 

Evan.  It  mud  needs  be  much  Hoaour. 

Caf.  As  you  may  make  it,  infinite,  and  fafe  too  ; 
And  when  'tis  done,  your  Lord  and  you  may  live 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together, 
And  be  what  you  pleafe. 

Evan.  But  iuppofe  this,  Wench, 
The  King  mould  fo  delight  me  with  his  Company, 
I  fhould  forget  my  Lord,  and  no  more  look  on  him. 

Caf  That's  the  main  Hazard,  for  I  tell  you  truly, 
I've  heard  report  fpeak  he's  an  infinite  Pleafure, 
Almoft  above  Belief  j  there  be  fome  Ladies, 

And 
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And  modeft  to  the  World  too,  wondrous  modeft, 
That  have  had  th'  BlefTednefs  to  try  his  Body, 
That  I  have  heard  proclaim  him  a  new  Hercules. 

Evan.  So  ftrongly  able  ? 

Caf.  There  will  be  the  Danger, 
(You  being  but  a  young  and  tender  Lady, 
Although  your  Mind  be  good,  yet  your  weak  Body, 
At  firft  encounter  too,)  to  meet  with  one 
Of  his  unconquer'd  Strength. 

Evan.  Peace  thou  rude  Bawd, 
Thou  ftudied  (35)  old  Corruptnefs,  tie  thy  Tongue  up3 
Your  hir'd  bale  Tongue ;  is  this  your  timely  Counfel? 
Doftthou  feek  to  make  medoaton  Wickednefs, 
Becaufe  'tis  ten  times  worfe  than  thou  deliver'!!  it'  ? 
To  be  a  Whore,  becaufe  he  has  fufficiency 
To  make  a  hundred  ?  O  thou  Impudence ! 
Have  I  reliev'd  thy  Age  to  mine  own  Ruin  ? 
And  worn  thee  in  my  Bofom,  to  betray  me? 
Can  Years  and  Impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That's  good  and  honeft,  but  thou  mull  go  on  ftill  ? 
And  where  thy  Blood  wants  Heat  to  fin  thyfelf, 
Force  thy  decrepit  Will  to  make  me  wicked? 

Caf.  I  did  but  tell  ye. 

Evan.  What  the  damnedft  Woman, 
The  cunning'ft  and  the  skilful'ft  Bawd  comes  fliort  of  % 
If  thou  hadft  liv'd  ten  Ages  to  be  damn'd  in, 
And  exercis'd  this  Art  the  Devil  taught  thee, 
Thou  couldft  not  have  exprefs'd  it  more  exactly, 

Caf.  I  did  not  bid  you  fin. 

Evan.  Thou  wood'ft  me  to  it ; 
Thou  that  art  fit  for  Prayer  and  the  Grave, 
Thy  Body  Earth  already,  and  Corruption, 
Thou  taught'ft  the  way  •,  go  follow  your  fine  Function, 
There  are  Houfes  of  Delight,  that  want  good  Matrons, 
Such  grave  Inftructors,  get  thee  thither,  Monfter, 
And  read  variety  of  Sins  to  Wantons, 
And  when  they  roar  with  Pains,  learn  to  make  Plaifters, 

(35)  old  Corruptnefs']  This  in  MartiaVi  Words  is,  nan  Fit  i of  a 

Jed  Vitium. 

X  2  Cafl 
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Caf.  This  we've  for  our  good  Wills. 

Evan.  If  e'er  I  fee  thee  more, 
Or  any  ching  that's  like  thee,  to  afright  me, 
By  this  fair  Light  I'll  fpoil  thy  Bawdery, 
PJJ  leave  thee  neither  Eyes  nor  Nofe  to  grace  thee. 
When  thou  want'ft  Bread,  and  common  Pity  towards  thee, 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a  ftarving  in  a  Ditch,  think  of  me, 

Then  die,  and  let  the  wandering  Bawds  lament  thee ; 

Be  gone,  I  charge  thee  leave  me. 

Caf.  You'll  repent  this.  [Exit. 

Fred.  She's  angry,  and  t'other  crying  too,  my  fuit's 
cold 

I'll  make  your  Heart  ake,  ftubborn  Wench,  for  this. 
Turn  not  io  angry  from  me,  I  will  fpeak  to  you, 
Are  you  grown  lb  proud  with  your  Delight,  good  Lady, 
So  pamper'd  with  your  Sport,  you  fcorn  to  know  me  ? 

Evan.  I  fcorn  ye  not,  I  would  you  fcorn'd  not  me,  Sir, 
And  fore'd  me  to  be  weary  of  my  Duty  ; 
I  know  your  Grace,  would  I  had  never  feen  ye. 

Fred.  Becaufe  I  love  you,  'caufe  I  dote  upon  ye. 
Becaufe  I  am  a  Man  that  feek  to  pleafe  ye. 

Evan.  I've  Man  enough  already  to  content  me, 
As  much,  as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 
As  all  the  World  can  yield. 

Fred.  That's  but  your  Modefty. 
You  have  no  Man  —  nay  never  look  upon  me, 
I  know  it,  Lady,  no  man  to  content  ye, 
No  Man  that  can,  or  at  the  lead,  that  dares, 
Which  is  a  poorer  Man,  and  nearer  nothing. 
Evan.  Be  nobler,  Sir,  informed. 
Fred.  I'll  tell  thee,  Wench, 
The  poor  Condition  of  this  poorer  Fellow, 
And  make  thee  blufh  for  fhame  at  thine  own  Error  j 
He  never  tender'd  yet  a  Husband's  Duty 
To  thy  warm  longing  Bed. 

Evan.  How  fhould  he  know  that  ?  \Afide. 
Fred.  I'm  fure  he  did  not,  for  I  charg'd  him  no, 
Upon  his  Life  1  charg'd  him,  but  to  try  him , 

Could 
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Could  any  brave  or  noble  Spirit  flop  here ; 
Was  Life  to  be  preferr'd  before  Affection  ? 
Lawful  and  long'd  for  too  ? 

Evan.  Did  you  command  him? 

Fred.  I  did  in  Policy  to  try  his  Spirit. 

Evan.  And  could  he  be  fo  dead  cold  toobferve  it? 
Brought  I  no  Beauty,  nor  no  Love  along  with  me  ? 

Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  fcorn  to  name  him. 
I  mould  have  lov'd  him  if  he'd  ventur'd  for't, 
Nay,  doted  on  his  Brav'ry. 

Evan.  Only  charg'd  ? 
And  with  that  fpell  fit  down  ?  dare  Men  fight  bravely 
For  poor  flight  things,  for  Drink,  or  Oftentation  ; 
And  there  indanger  both  their  Lives  and  Fortunes  ? 
And  for  their  lawful  Loves  fly  off  with  fear  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  true, 
And  with  a  cunning  bafe  fear  too  t'  abufe  thee, 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evanthe, 
Wretched  young  Girl,  it  was  his  Impotency  ; 
Was  it  not  fo  ?  deny  it.    Evan.  O  my  Anger ! 
At  my  Years  to  be  cozen'd  with  a  young  Man ! 

Fred.  A  ftrongMan  too,  certain  he  lov'd  ye  dearly. 

Evan.  To  have  my  Shame  and  Love  mingled  together, 
And  both  flung  on  me  like  a  Weight  to  fink  me : 
I  would  have  dy'd  a  thoufand  times. 

Fred.  So  would  any, 
Any  that  had  the  Spirit  of  a  Man ; 
I  would  have  been  kill'd  in  your  Arms. 

Evan.  I  would  he'd  been, 
And  buried  in  mine  Arms,  that  had  been  noble ; 
And  what  a  Monument  would  I  have  made  him  ? 
Upon  this  Bread  he  (hould  have  flept  in  Peace, 
Honour  and  everlafting  Love  his  Mourners  ; 
And  I  ftill  weeping  'till  old  Time  had  turn'd  me, 
And  pitying  Powers  above,  into  pure  Cryftal. 

Fred.  Had  It  thou  lov'd  me,  and  had  my  way  been  ftuck 
With  Death,  as  thick  as  frofty  Nights  with  Stars, 
I  would  have  ventur'd.    Evan.  Sure  there  is  fome  Trick 
in't: 

Vakrio  ne'er  was  Coward.    Fred,  Worfe  than  this  too, 

X  3  Tamer^ 
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Tamer,  and  feafoning  of  a  bafer  Nature, 

He  fet  your  Woman  on  ye  to  betray  ye, 

Your  bawdy  Women,  or  your  fin  Solicitor ; 

(I  pray  but  think  what  this  Man  may  deferve  now,) 

I  know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  pleafe  me  too. 

Evan.  Good  Sir  afflict  me  not  too  faft,  I  feel 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  a  wrong'd  one  too, 
And  fenfible  I  am  of  my  Abufcs. 
Sir,  you  have  loved  me.    Fred.  And  I  love  thee  ftill, 
Pity  thy  Wrongs,  and  doat  upon  thy  Perfon. 

Evan.  To  fet  my  Woman  on  me — 'twas  too  bafe,  Sir. 

Fred.  Abominable  vile. 

Evan.  But  I  fhall  fit  him. 

Fred.  All  Reafon  and  all  Law  allows  it  to  ye, 
And  y'  are  a  Fool,  a  tame  Fool,  if  ye  fpare  him- 

Evan.  You  may  fpeak  now,  and  happily  prevail  too^ 
And  I  befeech  your  Grace  be  angry  with  me. 

Fred.  I  am  at  Heart.    She  daggers  in  her  Faith, 
And  will  fall  off  I  hope,  I'll  ply  her  ftill. 
Thou  abus'd  Innocence,  I  fuffer  with  thee, 
If  I  fhould  give  him  Life,  he'd  ftill  betray  thee  % 
That  Fool  that  fears  to  die  for  fuch  a  Beauty, 
Would  for  the  fame  Fear  fell  thee  unto  JVIifery. 
I  don't  fay  he  would  have  been  Bawd  himfelf  too. 

Evan.  Follow'd  thus  far  ?  nay  then  I  fmell  the  Malice, 
Ittaftes  too  hot  of  pra&is'd  Wickednefs, 
There  can  be  no  fuch  Man,  I'm  fure  no  Gentleman ; 
Shall  my  Anger  make  me  Whore,  and  not  my  Pleafure? 
My  fudden  inconfiderate  Rage  abufe  me  ? 
Come  home  again,  my  frighted  Faith,  my  Virrtue, 
Home  to  my  Heart  again ;  he  be  a  Bawd  too  ? 

Fred.  I  will  not  fay  he  ofTer'd  fair,  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare,  'twill  be  an  Impudence, 
And  not  an  Honour  for  a  Prince  to  lie  ; 
Fye,  Sir,  a  Perfon  of  your  Rank  to  trifle, 
I  know  you  do  lie.    Fred.  How  ?  Evan.  Lie  fhamefuIJy3 
And  I  could  wifli  mylelf  a  Man  but  one  Day, 
To  tell  you  openly,  you  lie  too  bafely. 

Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  Fool. 

fivan.  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  Devil, 

Thou 
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Thou  all  Pandora's  Box  in  a  King's  Figure, 

Thou'ft  almoft  whor'd  my  weak  Belief  already, 

And  like  an  Engineer  blown  up  mine  Honour ; 

But  I  Jfhall  countermine,  and  catch  your  Mifchief. 

This  little  Fort  you  feek,  I  fliall  man  nobly, 

And  ftrongly  too,  with  chafte  Obedience 

To  my  dear  Lord,  with  virtuous  Thoughts  that  fcorn  ye„ 

Victorious  Tbomyris  ne'er  won  more  Honour 

In  cutting  off  the  Royal  Head  of  Cyrus, 

Than  I  ihall  do  in  conqu'ring  thee ;  farewel, 

And  if  thou  canft  be  wife,  learn  to  be  good  too. 

'Twill  give  thee  nobler  Lights  than  both  thine  Eyes  do; 

My  poor  Lord  and  myfelf  are  bound  to  fuffer, 

And  when  I  fee  him  faint  under  your  Sentence, 

1*11  tell  ye  more,  it  may  be  then  I'll  yield  too. 

Fred,  Fool  unexampl'd,  mall  my  Anger  follow  thee  ? 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Rugio,  and  Fryar  Marco,  amaz'd. 

(36)  Rug.  Curfe  on  our  Sights,  our  fond  Credulities, 
A  thoufand  Curfes  on  the  Slave  that  cheated  us, 
The  damned  Slave. 

Mar.  We  have  e'en  mam'd  our  Service, 
Brought  our  beft  Care  and  Loyalties  to  nothing ; 

5  f  is  the  moft  fearful  Poifon,  the  moft  potent  

Heav'n  give  him  Patience :  Oh  it  works  moft  ftrongly, 
And  tears  him,  Lord  ! 

Rug.  That  we  mould  be  fo  ftupid 
To  truft  the  arrant'ft  Villain  that  e'er  flatter'd, 
The  blood ieft  too,  to  believe  a  few  foft  Words  from  him, 
And  give  way  to  his  prepar'd  Tears. 

Alphonfo.    [within]  Oh!  Oh!  Oh! 

Rug.  Hark,  Fryar  Marco, 
Hark,  the  poor  Prince :  That  we  fliould  be  fuch  Block- 
heads, 

As  to  be  taken  with  his  drinking  firft ! 

(36)  Curfl  on  our  Sights  ]  Every  Body  fees  this  is  not  Senfe: 

to  make  it  fo,  I  would  read  curfe  on  our  Light  (or  Slight )  our  fond,  &c. 
Ljght  if  e.  our  eafmefs  in  Believing. 

X  4  And 
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And  never  think  what  Antidotes  are  made  for ! 
Two  Wooden  Sculls  we  have,  and  we  deferve 
To  be  hang'd  for't ; 

For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  Charge; 
As  certain  too,  it  will  difpatch  him  fpec-dily, 

Which  way  to  turn  or  what  to  •  'Mar.  Let  us  pray, 

HeavVs  Hand  is  ftrong. 

Rug.  The  Poifon's  ftrong,  you'd  fay. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  carried  on  a  Couch  by  two  Fryars. 

Would  any  thing  -He  comes,  let's  give  him  Com- 
fort. 

Alpb.  Give  me  more  Air,  Air,  more  Air,  blow,  blow, 
Open  thou  Eaftern  Gate  and  blow  upon  me,  [blow, 
DiftiJ  thy  cold  Dews,  Othou  Icy  Moon, 
And  Rivers  run  thro'  my  afflicted  Spirit. 
I  am  all  Fire,  Fire,  Fire,  to  the  raging  Dog-Star 
Jleigrs  in  my  Blood    O  which  way  fnail  I  turn  me? 
j£tna9  and  all  his  Flames  burn  in  my  Head. 
Fling  me  into  the  Ocean,  or  I  perifh  ; 
Dig5  dig,  dig*  until  the  Springs  fly  up, 
The  cold,  cold  Springs,  that  I  may  leap  into  'em, 
And  bathe  my  fcorch'd  Limbs  in  their  purling  Pleafures. 
Or  moot  me  up  into  the  higher  Region, 
Where  Treafures  of  delicious  Snow  are  nourifh'd, 
And  Banquets  of  fweet  Flail.  Rug,  Hold  him  faft,  Fryar, 
O  how  he  burns!  Alpb.  What,  will  ye  facrifke  me? 
Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  Body, 
And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  Incenfe  ; 
And  as  I  turn  me  you  lliall  fee  all  Fiame, 
Confuming  Flame  \  ftand  off  me,  or  you're  Afhes. 

Both.  Moft  miferable  Wretches. 

Alpb,  Bring  hither  Charity 
And  let  me  hug  her,  Fry'r,  they  fay  fee's  cold, 
Infinite  cold,  Devotion  cannot  warm  her  ; 
Draw  me  a  River  of  falfe  Lovers  Tears 
Clean  thro'  my  Bread,  they're  dull,  cold,  and  forgetful, 
And  wilJ  give  Eafe ;  Jet  Virgins  figh  upon  me, 
Forfaken  Souls,  (37)  their  Sighs  are  precious, 

(37)  — - — thtSigSs  are  precious]  So  all  the  Copies. 

Let 
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Let  them  all  figh :  Oh  Hell,  Hell,  Hell,  O  Horror ! 

Mar.  To  Bed,  good  Sir, 

Alph.  My  Bed  will  burn  about  me ; 
Like  Phaeton,  in  all  confuming  Flafhes 
I  am  inclofed,  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give  room  ; 
Betwixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion 
Lies  my  fafe  way  ;  O  for  a  Cake  of  Ice  now, 
To  clap  unto  my  Heart  to  comfort  me ; 
Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  Shoulders, 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Ificles 
Like  Jewels  round  about  my  Head,  to  cool  me  ; 
My  Eyes  burn  out,  and  fink  into  their  Sockets, 
And  my  infected  Brain  like  Brimftone  boils, 
I  live  in  Hell,  and  feveral  Furies  vex  me ; 
O  carry  me  where  no  Sun  ever  fliew'd  yet 
A  Face  of  Comfort,  where  the  Earth  is  Cryflal, 
Never  to  be  diflblv'd,  where  nought  inhabits 
But  Night  and  Cold,  and  nipping  Frofts,  and  Winds 
That  cut  the  ftubborn  Rocks  and  make  them  fhiver ; 
Set  me  there,  Friends.    Rug.  Hold  faft,  he  muft  to  Bed, 
Friar, 

What  fcalding  fweats  he  has  ?  Mar.  He'll  fcald  in  Hell 
fort, 

That  was  the  Caqfe.    Alph.  Drink,  Drink,  a  world  of 
Drink, 

Fill  all  the  Cups  and  all  the  antique  Veflels, 
And  borrow  Pots,  let  me  have  Drink  enough  ; 
Bring  all  the  worthy  Drunkards  of  the  Time, 
Th'  experienc'd  Drunkards,  let  me  have  them  all, 
And  let  them  drink  their  worft,  I'll  make  them  Idiots, 
I'll  lie  upon  my  Back  and  fwallow  Veflels  *, 
Have  Rivers  made  of  cooling  Wine  run  through  me, 
Not  flay  for  this  Man's  Health,  or  this  great  Prince's, 
But  take  an  Ocean,  and  begin  to  all ;  oh,  oh. 

Mar.  He  cools  a  little,  now  away  with  him, 
And  to  his  warm  Bed  prefently.    Alph.  No  Drink? 
No  Wind?  no  cooling  Air?  Rug.  You  fliall  have  any 
thing. 

His  hot  Fit  lefTens,  Heav'n  put  in  a  Hand  now, 
And  fave  his  Life ;  there's  Drink,  Sir,  in  your  Chamber, 

And 
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And  all  cool  things. 

Alpb.  Away,  away,  let's  fly  to  'em.  [Exeunt. 

EnterVaterio  and  Ev&nthe. 

Evan.  To  fay  you  were  impotent,  I'm  affiam'd  on't  > 
To  make  yourfelf  no  Man  to  a  frefti  Maid  too, 
A  longing  Maid;  upon  her  wedding  Night  alfo, 
To  give  her  fuch  a  Dor. 

Val.  I  prithee  pardon  me. 

Evan.  Had  you  been  drunk,  5t  had  been  excufable, 
Or  like  a  Gentleman  under  th'  Surgeon's  Hands, 
And  fo  not  able,  there  had  been  fome  Colour; 
But  wretchedly  to  take  a  Weaknefs  to  ye, 
A  fearful  Weaknefs  to  abufe  your  Body, 
And  let  a  Lie  work  like  a  Spell  upon  ye, 
A  Lie  to  fave  your  Life  • 

Val.  Will  you  give  me  Leave,  Sweet? 

Evan.  You've  taken  too  much  Leave,  and  too  bafc 
Leave  too, 

To  wrong  your  Love ;  haft  thou  a  noble  Spirit? 
And  canft  thou  look  up  to  the  Peoples  Loves, 
That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  blulh,  Valerio? 
Canft  thou  behold  me  that  thou  haft  betray'd  thus, 
And  no  Shame  touch  thee  ?  Val.  Shame  attend  the  finful, 
I  know  my  Innocence. 

Evan.  Ne'er  think  to  face  it,  that's  a  double  Weaknefs, 
And  fhews  thee  falfer  ftill :  The  King  himfelf, 
Though  he  be  wicked,  and  our  Enemy, 
But  jufter  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  Injuries, 
Told  me  the  Truth. 

Val.  (38)  What  did  he  tell,  Evanthe? 

Evan.  That  but  to  gain  thy  Life  a  Fortnight  longer, 
Thy  lov'd  poor  Life,  thou  gav'ft  up  all  my  Duties. 

Val.  I  fwear  'tis  falfe ;  my  Life  and  Death  are  equal, 
I've  weigh'd  'em  both,  and  find  'em  but  one  Fortune; 
But  Kings  are  Men,  and  live  as  Men,  and  die  too, 
Have  the  Affections  Men  have,  and  their  Falfehoods ; 

(38)  What  did  he  tell  thee,  Evanthe?')  The  Text  is  from  the 

Copy  of  1 647. 

Indeed 
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Indeed  they  have  more  Power  to  make  'em  good ; 
The  King's  to  blame,  it  was  to  fave  thy  Life,  Wench, 
Thy  innocent  Life,  that  I  forbore  thy  Bed, 
For  if  Pd  toucht  thee  thou  hadft  dy'd,  he  fwore  it. 

Evan,  And  was  not  I  as  worthy  to  die  nobly, 
To  make  a  Story  for  the  time  that  follows, 
As  he  that  married  me  ?  What  Weaknefs,  Sir, 
Or  Difability,  do  you  fee  in  me, 
Either  in  Mind  or  Body,  to  defraud  me 
Of  fuch  an  Opportunity?  D'  you  think  I  marry'd  you 
Only  for  Pleafure,  or  Content  in  Luft? 
To  lull  you  in  my  Arms,  and  kifs  you  hourly  ? 
Was  this  my  End  ?  I  might  have  been  a  Queen,  Sir, 
If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  known  all  Delicates; 
There's  few  that  would  have  ftiun'd  fo  fair  an  Offer. 

0  thou  unfaithful  fearful  Man,  thou'ft  kili'd  me  9 
In  faving  me  this  way,  thou  haft  deftroy'd  me, 
Robb'd  me  of  that  thy  Love  can  never  give  more , 
To  be  unable,  to  fave  me  ?  O  Mifery ! 

Had  I  been  my  Valerio^  thou  Evanihe9 

1  would  have  lain  with  thee  under  a  Gallows, 
Tho'  the 

Hangman  had  been  my  Hymen,  and  the  Furies 

With  Iron  Whips  and  Forks,  ready  to  torture  me." 

I  would  have  hug'd  thee  too,  tho*  Hell  had  gap'd  at  me ; 

Save  my  Life !  that  expected  to  die  bravely, 

That  would  have  woo'd  it  too  ?  (39)  Would  I  had  married 

An  Eunuch,  that  had  truly  no  Ability, 

Than  fuch  a  fearful  Lyar  ;  thou  haft  done  me 

A  fcurvy  Courtefy,  that  has  undone  me. 

VaU  I'll  do  no  more;  fince  you're  fo  nobly  fafhion'd, 
Made  up  fo  ftrongly,  I'll  take  my  Share  with  ye, 
Nav,  Dear,  I'll  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too  tenderly  5 
My  Anger's  gone,  good  my  Lord  pardon  me ; 

(39)  "  Would  1  bad  married 

dn  Eunuch,  that  bad  truly  no  Ability, 

Than  fuch  a  ]  The  want  of  rather  before  than 

fuch,  &c.  has  a  fine  Effett,  and  the  Hurry  of  her  Pailion  fulJy  juftifies 
fuch  a  wilful  Omiflion  in  the  Poet. 

M4 
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And  if  I  have  offended,  be  more  angry  ; 
It  was  a  Woman's  Flafti,  a  fudden  Valour, 
That  could  not  lie  conceal'd.    VaL  I  honour  ye, 
By  all  the  Rites  of  holy  Marriage, 
And  Pleafures  of  chafte  Love,  I  wonder  at  ye ; 
Y'  appear  the  Vifion  of  a  Heav'n  unto  me 
Stuck  all  with  Stars  of  Honour  fhining  clearly, 
And  all  the  Motions  of  your  Mind  Celeftial ; 
Man  is  a  lump  of  Earth,  the  beft  Man's  fpiritlefs, 
To  fuch  a  Woman  ;  all  our  Lives  and  A&ions 
But  Counterfeits  in  Arras  to  this  Virtue  j 
Chide  me  again,  you  have  fo  brave  an  Anger, 
And  flows  fo  nobly  from  you,  thus  deliver'd, 
That  I  could  fuffer  like  a  Child  to  hear  ye, 
Nay,  make  myfelf  guilty  of  fome  Faults  to  honour  ye. 
Evan,  I'll  chide  no  more,  you've  robb'd  me  of  my 
Courage, 

And  with  a  cunning  Patience  check'd  my  Impudence ; 
Once  more  Forgivenefs.  [She  kneels. 

VaL  Will' this  ferve,  Evanthe?  [Kijfes  her. 

And  this,  my  Love?  Heav'n's  Mercy  be  upon  us ; 
But  did  he  tell  no  more?  Evan.  Only  this  Trifle  : 
You  fet  my  Woman  on  me,  to  betray  me ; 
'Tis  true,  fhe  did  her  beft,  a  bad  old  Woman, 
It  ftirr'd  me,  Sir. 

VaL  I  cannot  blame  thee,  Jewel; 

Evan.  And  methought  wl^n  your  Name  was  founded 
that  way  — — 

VaL  He  that  will  fpare  no  Fame,  will  fpare  no  Name, 
Sweet ; 

Tho'  as  I  am  a  Man,  I'm  full  of  Weaknefs, 
And  may  flip  happily  into  fome  Ignorance, 
Yet  at  my  Years  to  be  a  Bawd,  and  cozen 

Mine  own  Hopes  with  my  Do&rine  Evan.  I  believe 

nor, 

Nor  ever  fhall ;  our  Time  is  out  to  Morrow. 

VaL  Let's  be  to  Night  then  full  of  Fruitfulnefs, 
Now  we  are  both  of  one  Mind,  let's  be  happy, 
I  am  no  more  a  wanting  Man,  Evanthe^ 
Thy  warm  Embraces  fhall  diffoive  that  Impotence, 

And 
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And  my  cold  Lye  mall  vanifh  with  thy  KifTes : 

You  Hours  of  Night  be  long,  (as  when  Alcmena 

Lay  by  the  lufty  Side  of  Jupiter ;) 

Keep  back  the  Day,  and  hide  his  golden  Beams, 

Where  the  chafte  watchful  Morning  may  not  find  'em ; 

Old  doating  Tython,  hold  Aurora  faft, 

And  tho*  fhe  blufti  the  Day-break  from  her  Cheeks, 

Conceal  her  (till ;  thou,  heavy  Wain,  ftand  firm, 

And  flop  the  quicker  Revolutions  5 

Or  if  the  Day  muft  come,  to  fpoil  our  Happinefs, 

Thou  envious  Sun  peep  not  upon  our  Pleafure, 

Thou  that  all  Lovers  curfe,  be  far  off  from  us. 

Enter  Caftruchio  with  Guard. 

Evan.  Then  let's  to  Bed,  and  this  Night  in  all  Joys 
And  chafte  Delights  ■  

Caft.  Stay,  I  muft  part  ye  both  5 
It  is  the  King's  Command,  who  bids  me  tell  ye, 
To  Morrow  is  your  laft  Hour. 

Vol.  I  obey,  Sir  ; 
In  Heav'n  we  mail  meet,  Captain,  where  King  Frederick 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us.    Caft.  Miftake  me  not, 
Though  I  am  rough  in  doing  of  my  Office, 
You  mall  find,  Sir,  you  have  a  Friend  to  honour  ye„ 

VaL  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

(40)  Evan.  Pray,  Captain,  tell  the  King, 
They  that  are  fad  on  Earth,  in  Heaven  fhall  fing. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE  L 

Enter  Rugio,  and  Fryar  Marco. 

Rug.  TT  Ave  you  writ  to  the  Captain  of  the  Caftle  ? 

11    Mar.  Yes,  and  charged  him, 
Upon  his  Soul's  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel ; 

(40)  Evan.  Pray  Captain,  &c]  This  concluding  Speech  of  Evan- 
the  is  waiting  only  in  the  Copy  of  171 1. 
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Told  him  Valerias  worth  among  the  People, 
And  how  it  muft  be  punifh'd  in  Pofterity, 
Though  he  fcape  now. 

Rug.  But  will  not  he,  Fryar  Marco, 
Betray  this  to  the  King?    Mar.  Though  he  be  ftubborn, 
And  of  a  rugged  Nature,  yet  he's  honeft, 
And  honours  much  Valerio. 

Rug.  How  does  Alphonfo? 
For  now  methinks  my  Heart  is  light  again, 
And  pale  Fear  fled. 

Mar.  He  is  as  well  as  I  am ; 
The  Rogue  againft  his  will  has  fav'd  his  Life* 
A  defp'rate  Poifon  has  re-cur'd  the  Prince. 

Rug.  To  me  'tis  moft  miraculous.    Mar.  To  me  too, 
Till  I  confider  why  it  mould  do  fo, 
And  now  Pve  found  it  a  moft  exc'llent  Phyfick, 
It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  mifty  Parts, 
That  clog'd  his  Soul,  which  was  another  Poifon, 
A  defperate  too,  and  found  fuch  matter  there, 
And  fuch  Abundance  alfo  to  refift  it, 
And  wear  away  the  dang'rous  Heat  it  brought  with'C, 
That  the  pure  Blood  and  th'  Spirits  fcap'd  untainted. 

Rug.  'Twas  HeavVs  high  Hand,  none  of  Sorano's  Pity.' 

Mar.  Moft  certain  'twas  $  had  the  malicious  Villain 

Enter  Caftruchio. 

Given  him  a  cooling  Poifon,  he  had  paid  him. 

Rug.  The  Captain  of  the  Caftle. 

Mar.  O  y'are  welcome, 
How  does  your  Prifoner?    Caf.  He  muft  go  for  dead  ; 
But  when  I  do  a  Deed  of  fo  much  Villany, 
I'll  have  my  Skin  pull'd  o'er  mine  Ears,  my  Lord, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  Fryars. 

Though  Pm  the  King's,  I'm  none  of  his  Abufes ; 
Hew  does'  your  Royal  Charge  ?  That  I  might  fee  once. 

Mar.  1  pray  fee  now,  you're  a  trufty  Gentleman. 

Alpb.  Good  Fathers,  I  thank  Heav'n,  i  feel  no  Sicknefs. 

Caf.  He  fpeaks  again. 

Alpb.  Nothing  that  bars  the  free  ufe  of  my  Spirit  *, 

Methinks 
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Methinks  the  Air  is  fweet  to  me,  and  Company 
A  thing  I  covet  now :  Caftruchio.    Caf.  Sir  ; 
He  fpeaks,  and  knows  ;  for  Heaven's  fake  break  my  Pate, 
Lord, 

That  I  may  be  fure  I  fleep  not. 

Alph.  Thou  wert  honeft, 
Even  among  the  Rank  of  good  Men  counted; 
I  have  been  abfent,  long  out  of  the  World, 
A  Dream  I've  lived ;  how  does  it  look,  Caftruchio? 
What  Wonders  are  abroad  ? 

Caf  I  fling  off  Duty 
To  your  dead  Brother,  For  he's  dead  in  Goodnefs, 
And  to  the  living  Hope  of  brave  Alphonfoy 
The  noble  Heir  of  Nature,  and  of  Honour, 
I  fallen  my  Allegiance.    Mar.  Softly,  Captain, 
We  dare  not  truft  the  Air  with  this  bleft  Secret. 
Good  Sir,  be  clofe  again,  Heav'n  has  reftor'd  ye, 
And  by  miraculous  Means,  to  your  fair  Health, 
(And  made  the  Inftrument,  your  Enemies  Malice3) 
Which  does  prognofticate  your  noble  Fortune  j 
Let  not  our  carelefs  Joy  lofe  you  again,  Sir, 
Help  to  deliv'r  ye  to  a  further  Danger : 
I  pray  you  pafs  in,  and  reft  a  while  forgotten, 
For  if  your  Brother  come  to  know  you're  well  again, 
And  ready  to  inherit  as  your  Right, 
Before  we've  ftrength  enough  t'  allure  your  Life, 
What  will  become  of  you  ?  and  what  fhall  we 
Defer ve  in  all  Opinions  that  are  honeft, 
For  our  Lofs  of  Judgment,  Care,  and  Loyalty  ? 

Rug.  Dear  Sir,  pafs  in :  Heav'n  has  begun  the  Work, 
And  bleft  us  all,  let  our  Endeavours  follow, 
To  preferve  this  blefling  to  our  timely  Ufes, 
And  bring  it  to  the  nebk  End  we  aim  at; 
Let  our  Cares  work  now,  and  our  Eyes  pick  out 
An  Hour  to  Ihew  ye  fafely  to  your  Subje&s, 
A  fecure  Hour. 

Alph.  Fmcounferd;  ye  are  faithful. 

Caf.  Which  Hour  (hall  not  be  long,  as  we  fhall  handle  it. 
Once  more  the  tender  of  my  Duty. 

Alph.  Thank  ye. 

Caf 
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Cat  Keep  you  the  Monaft'ry. 

Rug.  Strong  enough  Til  warrant  ye.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Fool,  and  Podrano. 

Pod.  Who  are  all  thefe  that  crowd  about  the  Court, 

Fool  ? 

Thofe  ftrange  new  Faces  ? 

Fool.  They  are  Suitors,  Coxcomb, 
Dainty  fine  Suitors  to  the  Widow-Lady, 
Thou  hadft  bed 

Make  one  of  'em,  thou  wilt  be  hanged  as  handfomly 
At  the  Month's  end,  (41)  and  with  as  much  Joy  foliow'd, 
And  'twere  to  morrow  5  as  many  mourning  Bawds  for 
thee, 

And  holy  Nuns,  whofe  veftal  Fire  ne'er  vanifhes, 
In  fackcloth  Smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  Heir  apparent 
To  all  the  impious  Suburbs,  and  the  Sink-holes. 

Pod.  Out  you  bafe  Rogue. 

Foci.  Why  doft  abufe  thyfclf  ? 
Thou  art  to  blame,  I  take  thee  for  a  Gentleman  ; 
But  why  does  not  thy  Lord  and  Mafter  marry  her  ? 

Pod.  Why,  (he's  his  Sifter. 

Fool.  'Tis  the  better,  Fool, 
He  may  make  bold  with  his  own  Flefh  and  Blood, 
For  o'  my  Confcience  there's  none  elfe  will  truft  him  *, 
Then  he  may  pleafure  th'  King  at  a  dead  Pinch  too, 
Without  a  (42)  MepbeftophiluSy  fuch  as  thou  art, 
And  ingrofs  the  Royal  Difeafe  like  a  true  Subjedh 

Pod.  Thou  wilt  be  whipt. 

Fool.  Pm  fure  thou  wilt  be  hang'd, 
Pve  loft  a  Ducket  elfe,  which  Pd  be  loath  to  venture 
Without  Certainty.  (43)  They  appear.    [Suitors  fafs  by. 

Pod.  Why,  thefe  are  Rafcah. 

Fool.  They  were  meant  to  be  fo, 
Does  thy  Mafter  deferve  better  Kindred  ? 

(41)   and  as  much  Joy  follo'ujd,']  So  all  the  Copies  but  that  of 

the  earlieft  Date. 

(42)  Mepbejlophilus,]  A  familiar  Spirit  attending  upon  Dr.FauJlus. 

(43)  —  Tbey  appear.]  This  feems  to  have  been  a  S^ge- Direction, 
and  not  the  original  Te*c. 

Pod. 
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Pod.  There's  an  old  Lawyer, 
Trim'd  up  like  a  Gaily  Foift,  what  would  he  do  with 
her? 

Fool.  As  Ufurers  do  with  their  Gold,  he  would  look 
on  her, 

And  read  her  over  once  a  Day,  like  a  hard  Report, 
Feed  his  dull  Eye,  and  keep  his  Fingers  itching; 
For  any  thing  elfe,  flie  may  appeal  to  Parliament,  N 

(44)  Sub  Pane?  sand  Pofleas  have  fpoil'd  his  Codpiece; 

(45)  There's  a  Phyfician  too  older  than  he, 

And  Gallen  Gallinaceus^  but  he  has  loft  his  Spurs, 

He  would  be  nibling  too.    Pod.  I  mark'd  the  Man, 

If  he  be  a  Man.    Fool  H'as  much  ado  to  be  fo, 

Searcloths  and  Sirrups  glew  him  clofe  together, 

He'd  fall  a  pieces  elfe  ;  mending  of  (he  Patients, 

And  then  trying  whether  they  be  right  or  no 

In  his  own  Perfon,  (there's  the  honeft  care  on't,) 

Has  molJify'd  the  Man  >  if  he  do  marry  her, 

And  come  but  to  warm  him  well  at  Cupid's  Bonfire, 

He'll  bulge  fo  fubtilly  and  fuddenly, 

You  may  fnatch  him  up  by  Parcels,  like  a  Sea  Wreck: 

Will  your  Worfhip  go,  and  look  upon  the  reft,  Sir? 

And  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves,  • 

Pod.  I'll  follow  thee.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Camillo,  Menallo,  Cleanthes,  and  Caftruchio. 

Cam.  You  tell  us  Wonders.  Caf.  But  I  tell  you  Truths, 

(44)  Sub  P  ana's  and  Poll  Kaes  have  fpoiPd  ]  Thus  rua  all  th« 

Copies:  Poft  Kaes  as join'd  with  Subpoena's  ought  to  be  a  Term  ift 
Law,  but  this  does  not  appear.  As  the  Poet  undoubtedly  inferted  one 
here,  we  ought  to  endeavour  after  the  recovery  of  the  Fugitive,  and 
this  I  think  can't  be  \  better  done,  or  more  near  the  Trace  of  th* 
Letters  than  by  fuppoiing  the  Author  wrote  originally  thus, 

Subpoena's  and  Pofteas  have 
The  meaning  of  which  any  Law  Dictionary  will  ealily  mew. 

(45)  There's  a  Phyfician  too  older  than  he, 

And  Gallen  GalJinaceus,  but  he  has  loft  his  Spurs, 
He  ivould  be  nibling  too.} 
Haply  the  Place  ought  to  be  printed  thus, 

There'* s  a  Phyfician  too,  older  than  he, 

A  Gallen  Gallinaceus,  but  he  has  loft  his  Spurs  ; 

He  would  be  nibling  tho'  - 

Vol.  V.  Y         ^  They 
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They  are  both  well.  Men.  Why  are  not  we  in  Arms  then  ? 

(46)  And  all  the  ifland  given  to  know  Caf  Difcreetly' 

And  privately  it  muft  be  done,  'twill  mifs  elfe, 
And  prove  our  Ruins  ;  mod  o'  th'  noble  Citizens 
Know  it  by  me,  and  ftay  th*  Hour  to  attend  it, 
Prepare  your  Hearts  and  Friends,  let  their  be  right  too, 
And  keep  about  the  King  t'  avoid  Sufpicion  ; 

Enter  Frederick  and  Sorano. 

When  you  fhall  hear  the  Caftle  Bell,  take  Courage, 
And  ftand  like  Men ;  away,  the  King  is  coming. 

[Exeunt  Lords. 

Fred.  Now  Captain, 
W7hat  have  you  done  with  your  Pris'ner  ?  Caf  He's  dead, 
Sir,  and  his  Body  flung  i'th'  Sea, 
To  feed  the  Fifties  *,  'twas  your  Will,  I  take  it, 
I  did  it  from  a  flrong  Commiflion, 
And  flood  not  to  Capitulate. 

Fred.  'Tis  well  done, 
And  I  fhall  love  you  for  your  Faith.  What  Anger 
Or  Sorrow  did  he  utter  at  his  End? 

Caf.  Faith  little,  Sir,  that  I  gave  any  Ear  to, 
He  would  have  fpoke,  but  I  had  no  Commiflion 
To  argue  with  him,  fo  I  flung  him  off ; 
His  Lady  would  have  feen,  but  I  lock'd  her  up, 
For  fear  her  Womans  Tears  fhould  hinder  us. 

Fred.  'Twas  trufly  ftill.  I  wonder,  my  Sorano* 
We  hear  not  from  the  Monaflery  5  I  believe 
They  gave  it  not,  or  elfe  it  wrought  not  fully. 

Caf  Did  you  name  th'  Monaft'ry  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  I  did,  Captain. 

Caf  I  faw  the  Fryar  this  Morning,  and  Lord  Rugio, 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wringing  of  their  Hands, 
And  all  the  holy  Men  hung  down  their  Heads. 

Sor.  'Tis  done  I'll  warrant  ye. 

Caf  Iask'dthe  Reafon. 

Fred.  What  Anfwer  hadft  thou  ? 

(46)  And  all  the  Ifland  given  to  knoiv~\  As  the  Scene  is  throughout 
at  Natlesy  this  Expreflion,  if  not  a  Corruption,  is  a  flagrant  Overfight. 
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Caf.  This  in  few  Words,  Sir, 
Your  Brother's  dead,  this  Morning  he  deceafed; 
I  was  your  Servant,  and  I  wept  not,  Sir, 
1  knew  'twas  for  your  good. 

Fred.  'T  mall  be  for  thine  too 
Captain,  indeed  it  fhall.   O  my  Sorano, 
Now  we  mall  live. 

Sor:  Ay,  now  there's  none  to  trouble  ye. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  Woman,  and  give  way 
To  any  Suitor  that  mall  come  to  marry  her, 
Of  what  degree  foe'er. 

Caf.  It  mail  be  done,  Sir.  [   [Exit  C^L 

Fred.  O  let  me  have  a  lufty  Banquet  after 't, 

Enter  Evanthe,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,  and  Fool. 

I  will  be  high  and  merry. 

Sor.  There  be  fome  Lords 
That  I  could  counfel  ye  to  fling  from  Court,  Sir, 
They  pry  into  our  Actions,  they  are  fuch 
The  foolifli  People  call  their  Countries  Honours, 
Honeft  brave  things;  and  (tile  them  with  fuch  Titles, 
As  if  they  were  the  Patterns  of  the  Kingdom  ; 
Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look  into  us, 
And  talk  at  random  of  our  Actions. 
They  mould  be  lovers,  Sir,  of  your  Commands, 
And  followers  of  your  Will    Bridles  and  Curbs 
To  the  hard-headed  Commons  that  malign  us ; 
They  come  here  to  do  Honour  to  my  Sifter, 
To  laugh  at  your  Severity,  and  fright  us ; 
If  they  had  Power,  what  would  thefe  Men  do  ? 
Do  you  hear,  Sir,  how  privily  they  whifper? 

Fred.  I  mall  filence 'em, 
And  to  their  Shames,  within  this  Week  Sorano ; 
In  the  mean  time  have  Patience.    Sor.  How  they  jeer  ? 
And  look  upon  me  as  I  were  a  Monfter, 
And  talk  and  jeer  ;  How  I  mail  pull  your  Plumes,  Lords, 
How  1  fhall  humble  you  within  thefe  two  Days, 
Xour  great  Names,  nor  your  Country  cannot  fave  ye. 


Enter 
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Enter  Evanthe,  Lawyer,  Phy fician, Captain,  and Cut-purfe, 

Fred.  Let  in  the  Suitors.    Yet  fubmit,  I'll  pardon  ye, 
You're  half  undone  already,  do  not  wind 
My  Anger  to  that  height,  it  may  confume  ye, 
And  utterly  deftroy  thee,  fair  Evanthe: 
Yet  I  have  Mercy.    Evan.  Ufe  it  to  your  Bawds, 
To  me  ufe  Cruelty,  it  beft  becomes  ye, 
And  fhews  more  Kingly  :  I  contemn  your  Mercy, 
It  is  a  coz'ning,  and  a  bawdy  Mercy. 
Can  any  thing  be  hop'd  for,  to  relieve  me? 
Or  is  it  fit  I  thank  you  for  a  Pity, 
When  you  have  kill'd  my  Lord? 

Fred.  Who  will  have  her  ?  , 

Evan.  My  Tears  are  gone, 
My  Tears  of  Love  unto  my  dear  Valerio% 
But  I  have  fill'd  mine  Eyes  again  with  Anger ; 

0  were  it  but  fo  powerful  to  confume  ye ! 

My  Tongue  with  Curfes  I  have  arm'd  againft  ye, 
(With  Maiden  Curfes,  that  Heav'n  crowns  with  Horrors,} 
My  Heart  fet  round  with  hate  againft  thy  Tyranny  ; 
O!  would  my  Hands  could  hold  the  Fire  of  Heav'n, 
Wrapt  in  the  Thunder  that  the  Gods  revenge  with, 
That  like  ftern  Juftice  I  might  fling  it  on  thee ; 
Thou  art  a  King  of  Monfters,  not  of  Men, 
And  fhortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  Land  to  Devils. 

Fred.  I'll  make  you  one  firft,  and  a  wretched  Devil. 
Come,  who  will  have  her  ? 

Law.  I,  an't  like  your  Majefty,  I  am  a  Lawyer, 

1  can  make  her  a  Jointure  of  any  Man's  Land  in  Naples. 
And  fhe  (hall  keep  it  too,  I  have  a  Trick  for  it. 

Fool.  Canft  thou  make  her  a  Jointure  of  thine  Honefty5 
Or  thy  Ability,  thou  lewd  Abridgement? 
Thofe  are  Non-fuited  and  flung  o'er  the  Bar. 

Phy.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
J  dare  accept  her;  and  though  old  I  feem,  Lady, 
lAkejEfotti  by  my  Art  I. can  renew 
Youth  and  Ability.    Fool.  In  a  powdering  Tub 
Stew  thyfelf  tender  again,  like  a  Cock  Chicken ; 

The 
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The  Broth  may  be  good,  but  the  Flefh  is  not  fit  for  Dogs 
fure. 

Capt.  Lady,  take  me,  and  I'll  maintain  thine  H  nour, 
I'm  a  poor  Captain,  as  poor  People  call  me, 
Very  poor  People,  for  my  Soldiers  they 
Are  quarter'd  in  the  outfide  of  the  City, 
Men  of  Ability  to  make  good  a  high  Way  ; 
We  have  but  two  grand  Enemies  that  oppofe  us, 
The  Don  Goat,  and  the  Gallows.   Fool.  I  believe  ye> 
And  both  thefe  you  will  bind  her  for  a  Jointure ; 
Now  Signior  Firk. 

CnUpurfe.  Madam,  take  me  and  be  wife, 
I'm  rich  and  nimble,  and  thofe  are  rare  in  one  Man  ; 
Every  Man's  Pocket  is  my  Treafury, 
And  no  Man  wears  a  Sute  but  fits  me  neatly  ; 
Cloaths  you  fliall  have,  and  wear  the  pureft  Linen, 
I  have  a  Tribute  out  of  every  Shop,  Lady, 
Meat  you  fliall  eat,  I  have  my  Caters  out  too, 
The  bed  and  lufiieft,  and  drink  good  Wine,  good  Lady, 
Good  quickening  Wine,  Wine  that  will  make  you  caper, 

And  at  the  worft  —  

Fool.  It  is  but  cap'ring  fhort,  Sir. 
You  feldom  ltay  for  Agues  or  for  Surfeits, 
A  making  fit  of  a  Whip  fometimes  o'ertakes  ye ; 
Marry  you  die  mod  commonly  of  Choakings, 
Obftruciions  of  the  Halter  are  your  Ends  ever; 
Pray  leave  your  Horn  and  your  Knife  for  her  to  live  on. 
Evan.  Poor  wretched  People,  why  d'  you  wrong  your- 
felves  ? 

Though  I  fear'd  Death,  I  mould  fear  you  ten  times  more^ 

You're  every  one  a  new  Death,  and  an  odious  \ 

The  Earth  will  purify  corrupted  Bodies, 

You'll  make  us  worfe  and  (link  eternally. 

Go  home,  go  home  and  get  good  Nurfes  for  you, 

Dream  not  of  Wives.    Fred.  You  fhall  have  one  of  'em, 

If  they  dare  venture  for  ye.  Evan.  They're  dead  already, 

Crawling  Difeafes  that  muft  creep  into 

The  next  Grave  they  find  open  ;  are  thefe  fit  Husbands 

For  her  you've  loved,  Sir?  Though  you  hate  me  now, 

And  hate  me  mortally,  as  I  hate  you, 

Y  3  Your 
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Your  Noblenefs,  (in  that  you  have  done  other  wife, 
And  named  E*oan$be  once  as  your  poor  Miftrefs,) 
Might  offer  worthier  choice.    Fred.   Speak,  who  dare 
take  her 

For  one  Month,  and  then  die?  Pby.  Die  Sir?  Fred.  Ay, 
die  Sir, 

That's  the  Condition.    Pby.  One  Month  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  Pleafure, 
To  goftiilon,  'lefs  1  were  fure  fhe'd  kill  me, 
And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  Day 
Make't  up  a  Year,  for  by  that  time  1  mud  die, 
My  Body  will  hold  out  no  longer.    Fred.  No,  Sir, 
It  muft  be  but  a  Month.  (47)  Laiv.  Then  farewel,  Ma- 
dam, 

This  is  like  to  be  a  great  Year  of  DilTenfion 
Among  good  People,  and  I  dare  not  lofe  it, 
There  will  be  Money  got.    Capt.  Blefs  your  good  La- 
difhip, 

There's  nothing  in  the  Grave  but  Bones  and  Afhes, 

In  Taverns  there's  good  Wine,  and  exc'llent  Wenches, 

And  Surgeons  while  we  live. 

Cul-purfe.  Adieu  fweet  Lady, 
Lay  me  when  I  am  dead  near  a  rich  Alderman, 
I  cannot  pick  his  Purfe  ;  no,  I'll  no  Dying, 
Though  I  fteal  Linnen,  I'll  not  Ileal  my  Shrowd  yet. 

Jill.  Send  ye  a  happy  Match.  [Exeunt. 

Fool.  And  you  all  Halters,  you've  deferv'd  'em  richly. 
Thefe  do  all  Villanies, 

And  Mifchiefsof  all  forts,  yet  thofe  they  fear  not: 

To  flinch  where  a  fair  Wench  is  at  the  Stake.  ■ 

Evan.  Come,  come  your  Sentence,  let  me  Die :  You 
fee,  Sir, 

None  of  your  valiant  Men  dare  venture  on  me, 
A  Month's  a  dangerous  thing. 

(47)  Law.  Then  farewcl,  Madam,]  This  farewel  Line  is  moft 
probably  the  Pbyfoian's.  The  three  that  follow  I  would  give  to  the 
Lawyer,  as  they  are  mighty  well  adapted  to  a  fly  quirking  Practi- 
tioner, who  would  rather  empty  the  Pockets  of  his  Clients  of  their 
Money,  for  one  whole  Year  longer,  than  fill  a  Grave  for  his  Pleafure, 
in  a  twelfth  Part  of  the  Time. 

Enter 
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Enter  Valerio  difguifd. 

Fred.  Away  with  her, 
Let  her  die  inftantly. 
******* 

Evan.  (48)  Will  you  then  be  willing 
To  die  at  th'  time  prefixt?  That  I  mult  know  too, 
And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 

Fred.  What  if  I  did,  Wench  ? 

Evan.  On  that  condition  if  1  had  it  certain, 
I'd  be  your  any  thing,  and  you  fhould  injoy  me, 
However  in  my  Nature  I  abhor  ye, 
Yet  as  I  live  I'd  be  obedient  to  you ; 
But  when  your  Time  came  how  I  fliould  rejoice, 
How  then  I  mould  beftir  myfelf  to  thank  ye  ; 
To  fee  your  Throat  cut,  how  my  Heart  would  leap,  Sir ! 
I'd  die  with  you,  but  firft  I  would  fo  torture  ye, 
And  cow  you  in  your  End,  fo  defpife  you,  for 
A  weak  and  wretched  Coward,  you  molt  end  fure; 
Still  make  ye  fear,  and  make,  (49)  defpi fed,  ftill  laugh 
at  ye. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  die  inftantly. 

Cam.  Stay,  there's  another,  and  a  Gentleman, 
His  Habit  fhews  no  lefs,  may  be  his  Bufinefs 
Is  for  this  Lady's  Love.    Fred.  Say  why  ye  come,  Sir, 
And  what  you  are.   Val.  I  am  defcended  nobly, 
A  Prince  by  Birth,  and  by  my  Trade  a  Soldier, 
A  Prince's  Fellow,  Abydos  brought  me  forth, 
My  Parents  Duke  Jgenor  and  fair  Eglay 
My  Bufinefs  hither,  to  renew  my  Love 

(48)  Will  you  then  be  willing,  &c]  There  certainly  are  fome 
Speeches  wanting  between  Frederic 's  Order  in  the  Line  above,  and 
Evanthe's  Queftion  in  this  that  follows  ic ;  the  Reader  cannot  bat  per- 
ceive a  want  of  Connection  here,  and  as  fuch  I  have  marked  an  Hiatus, 
which  I  fear  we  mail  never  be  able  to  fill  up. 

49  .-defpi  fed,  ftill  laugh  at  ye\  It  maybe  thought  Refine- 

ment to  read  this  Paffage  otherwiie  than  we  do  at  prefent ;  but  pofnbly 
once  it  might  run  fo, 

Evan.  Sill  make  ye  fear,  and  Jhake, 
Fred.  Defpifed  Jlill? 
Evan.  Laugh  at  ye. 
The  preffing  Order  to  execu*e  her  immediately  is  by  this  means  natu« 
rally  introduced,  and  the  whole  goes  off  well. 

Y"4  With 
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With  a  young  noble  Spirit,  call'd  Valeria  \ 
Our  firft  Acquaintance  was  at  Sea,  in  fight 
Againft  a  Turkijh  Man  of  War,  a  ftout  one, 
Where  Lion-like  I  faw  him  {hew  his  Valour, 
And  as  he  had  been  made  of  compleat  Virtue, 
Spirit,  and  Fire,  nodreggs  of  dull  Earth  in  him— 
Evan,  Thou'rt  a  brave  Gentleman,  and  bravely  fpeak'ft 
him. 

VaL  The  VefTel  dancing  under  him  for  Joy, 
And  the  rough  whittling  Winds  becalm'd  to  view  him ; 
I  faw  the  Child  of  Honour,  for  he  was  young, 
(50)  Deal  fuch  an  Alms  amongfl:  the  fpightful  Pagans, 
His  towring  Sword  flew  like  an  eager  Falcon, 
And  round  about  his  Reach  invade  the  T urks^ 
He  had  intrench'd  himfelf  in  his  dead  Quarries ; 
The  filver  Crefccnts  on  the  Tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  their  Heads  to  fee  his  Rage  fo  bloody, 
And  from  his  Fury  fuffered  fad  Eclipfes; 
The  game  of  Death  was  never  plaid  more  nobly, 
,  The  meager  Thief  grew  wanton  in  his  Mifchiefs, 
And  his  fhrunk  hollow  Eyes  fmil'd  on  his  Ruins. 

Evan.  Heav'n  keep  this  Gentleman  from  being  a  Suitor, 
For  I  mall  ne'er  deny  him  he's  fo  Noble. 

VaL  But  what  can  Jaft  long?  Strength  and  Spirit 
wafted, 

And  frefh  Supplies  flew  on  upon  this  Gentleman, 

Breathlefs  and  weary  with  Oppreflion, 

And  almoft  kill'd  with  killing.  'Twas  my  Chance 

In  a  tall  Ship  I  had  to  view  the  Fight; 

I  fee  into  him,  entertain'd  theTurk, 

And  for  an  Hour  gave  him  fo  hot  a  Break  fa  ft, 

(50)  Deal  fuch  an  Alms  amongft  the  fpightful  Pagans, 

His  towring  Sword  flew  like  an  eager  Falcon, 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks 

He  had  intrenched  him/elf  ]  The  Conft  ruction  of  the  Verb 

fn  the  fecond  Line  is  manifeftly  wrong,  and  an  Addition  to  the  fourth 
is  as  manjfeitly  wanting.    I  read  the  whole  fo, 

Deal  fuch  an  Alms  amongfl  the  fpightful  Pagans, 

His  to-zvring  Sword fly  like  an  eager  Falcon^ 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks, 

Til!  he  had  intrench  d  himfelf  in  his  dead  Quarries. 

He 
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He  clapt  all  Linnen  up  he  had  to  fave  him, 

And  like  a  Lover's  Thought  he  fled  our  Fury ; 

There  firft  I  faw  the  Man  I  lov'd.  Valerio 

"There  was  acquainted,  there  my  Soul  grew  to  him, 

And  his  to  me,  we  were  the  Twins  of  Friendfliip. 
Evan.  Fortune  protect  this  Man,  or  I  fliall  ruin  him. 
Vol.  I  made  this  Voyage  to  behold  my  Friend, 

To  warm  my  Love  anew  at  his  Affection ; 

But  fince  I  landed,  I  have  heard  his  Fate: 

My  Father's  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel. 

I  have  lamented  too,  and  yet  I  keep 

The  treafure  of  a  few  Tears  for  you,  Lady, 

For  by  Defcription  you  were  his  Evantbe. 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that's  a  Stranger  to  my  Story, 

And  I  (land  ftill  and  look  on  ?  Sir,  I  thank  ye ; 

If  noble  Spirits  after  their  Departure 

Can  know,  and  wifli,  certain  his  Soul  gives  Thanks  too ; 

There  are  your  Tears  again,  and  when  yours  fail,  Sir, 

Pray  ye  call  to  me,  I've  fome  ftore  to  lend  ye. 

Your  Name?    VaL  Urbino.    Evan.  That  I  may  remem- 
ber, 

That  \kt\t  Time  I  have  to  live,  your  Friendfhips, 
(51)  My  Tongue  mall  ftudy  both.  Fred.  Do  you  come 
hither 

Only  to  tell  this  Story,  FrinceUrbino? 

VaL  My  Bufinefs  now  is,  Sir,  to  woo  this  Lady. 

Evan.  Blefiing  defend  ye;  do  you  know  the  Danger? 

VaL  Yes,  and  I  fear  it  not,  Danger's  my  Playfellow, 
Since  I  was  Man 't  has  been  my  beft  Companion ; 
I  know  your  Doom,  'tis  for  a  Month  you  give  her, 
And  then  his  Life  you  take  that  marries  her. 

Fred.  'Tis  true,  nor  can  your  being  born  a  Prince, 
If  you  accept  the  Offer,  free  you  from  it. 

VaL  I  not  defire  it,  I  have  caft  the  worft, 
And  ev'n  that  worft  to  me  is  many  Bleffings ; 
1  lov'd  my  Friend,  not  meafur'd  out  by  Time, 
Nor  hir'd  by  circumftance  of  Place  and  Honour, 
But  for  his  wealthy  felf  and  worth  I  lov'd  him, 


(51)  ¥y  Tongiejhall^y  both.']  i.  f.  Shall  /*/*ofboth. 

His 
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His  Mind  and  nobJe  Mold  he  ever  mov'd  in  ; 

And  woo  his  (52)  Friend,  'caufe  fhe  was  worthy  of  him, 

The  only  Relick  that  he  left  behind,  Sir, 

To  give  his  Afhes  Honour  \  Lady  take  me, 

And  in  me  keep  Valeria's  Love  alive  ftill ; 

When  1  am  gone,  takethofe  that  fhall  fucceed  me, 

Heav'n  muft  want  Light,  before  you  want  a  Husband, 

To  raife  up  Heirs  of  Love  and  noble  Memory, 

To  your  unfortunate  Evan.  Am  I  ftill  hated  ? 

Haft  thou  no  End,  O  fate,  of  my  Affliction  ? 
Was  I  ordain'd  to  be  a  common  Murdrefs  ? 
And  ©f  the  beft  Men  too  ?  Good  Sir— — 

Val.  Peace,  Sweet,  look  on  my  Hand.  [Afide. 

Evan.  I  do  accept 
The  Gentleman,  I  faint  with  Joy.    Fred.  I  flop  it, 
None  fhall  have  her,  convey  this  Stranger  hence. 

Val.  I  am  no  Stranger  Hark  toth'  Beil  that  rings, 

Hark,  hark,  proud  Fred'rick,  that  was  King  of  Mifchicf, 
Hark,  thou  abhorr'd  Man,  doft  thou  hear  thy  Sentence? 
Does  not  this  Beil  ring  in  thine  Ears  thy  Ruin? 

Fred.  What  Bell  is  this? 

Cam.  TheCaftle  Bell:  Stand  fure  Sir, 
And  move  not,  if  you  do  you  perifh. 

Men.  It  rings  your  Knell.   Alpbonfo^  King  Alphonfo. 

All.  Alphonfo,  King  Alpbonfo.     Fred.  I'm  betray'd, 
Lock  faft  the  Palace. 

Cam.  We  have  all  the  Keys,  Sir, 
And  no  Door  here  fhall  fhut  without  our  Licence. 

Cle.  D' you  make  now,  Lord  Sorano?  no  new  Trick? 
Nor  fpeedy  Poifon  to  prevent  this  Bufinels? 
No  bawdy  Meditation  now  to  fly  to  ? 

Fred.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 

Cam.  Yes,  we  hear  ye, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Rugio,  Marco,  Caflruchio,  and  Queen^ 
with  Guard. 

And  we  have  found  the  Trairor  in  your  Shape,  Sir, 
We'll  keep  him  faft  too. 

(52}   Friend]  i.  e.  Wife. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  Recover'd!  then  I'm  gone, 
The  Sun  of  all  my  Pomp  is  fet  and  vanifh'd. 

Alph.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  Face  of  mine,  King 

Frederick  ? 

Brother,  I'm  come  to  fee  you,  and  have  brought 

A  Banquet  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace ; 

I  pray  lit  down,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty, 

And  eat,  eat  freely,  Sir  ;  why  do  you  ftart? 

Have  you  no  Stomach  to  the  Meat  I  bring  you  ? 

Dare  you  not  tafte  ?  Have  ye  no  Antidotes  ? 

You  need  not  fear;  Sorano's  a  good  Apothecary? 

Methinks  you  look  not  well,  fome  frefh  Wine  for  him, 

Some  of  the  fame  he  fent  me  by  Sorano 

I  thank  you  for't,  it  fav'd  my  Life,  I'm  bound  to  ye, 

But  how  'twill  work  on  you  1  hope  your  Lordfliip 

Will  pledge  him  too,  methinks  you  look  but  fcurvily, 

And  would  be  put  into  a  better  Colour, 

But  I've  a  candy'd  Toad  (53)  for  your  good  Lordfliip. 

Sor.  Would  I  had  any  thing  that  would  difpatch  me, 
So  it  were  down,  and  I  out  of  this  fear  once. 

Fred.  Sir,  thus  low,  as  my  Duty  now  compells  me, 
I  do  confefs  m*  unbounded  Sins,  my  Errors, 
And  feel  within  my  Soul  the  fmarts  already  *, 
Hide  not  the  noble  Nature  of  a  Brother, 
The  Pity  of  a  Friend,  from  my  Afflictions  ; 
Let  me  a  while  lament  my  Mifery, 
And  caft  the  Load  off  of  my  Wantonnefs, 
Before  I  find  your  Fury  ;  then  ftrike  home, 
I  do  deferve  the  deepeft  blow  of  Juftice, 
And  then  how  willingly,  O  Death,  1*11  meet  thee ! 

Alph.  Rife,  Madam,  thofe  fWeet  Tears  are  potent 
fpeakers 

And  Brother  live,  but  in  the  Monaftery, 
Where  I  liv'd,  with  the  felf-fame  filence  too ; 
I'll  teach  you  to  be  good  againft  your  will,  Brother, 
Your  Tongue  has  done  much  harm,  that  muft  be  Dumb 
now  ; 

The  daily  Pilgrimage  to  my  Father's  Tomb, 


(53)  for  your  lordjbif]  So  all  the  Copies  but  that  of  1647.' 

(Tears, 
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(Tears,  Sighs,  and  Groans,  you  fhall  wear  out  your  Days 
with, 

And  true  ones  too,)  you  fliall  perform  dear  Brother; 
Your  Diet  fliall  be  (lender  to  enforce  thefe ; 
Too  light  a  Penance,  Sir.  Fred.  I  doconfefs  it. 

Alph.  Sorano,  you  fliall  • 

Sor.  How  he  ftudies  for  it ! 
Hanging's  the  lead  part  of  my  Penance  certain. 

[Evanthe  kneels.. 

Alph.  What  Lady's  that  that  kneels  ? 

Caf.  The  chafte  Evanthe. 

Alph.  Sweet,  your  Petition  ? 

Evan.  'Tis  for  this  bad  Man,  Sir, 
Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  Brother. 

Alph.  The  bad  Man  fliall  attend  as  bad  a  MafTer, 
And  both  fhall  be  confin'd  within  the  Monaftery  ; 
His  rank  Flefli  fliall  be  pull'd  with  daily  Fading, 
But  once  a  Week  he  fliall  fmell  Meat,  he'll  forfeit  elfe, 
And  his  immodeft  Mind  compell'd  to  Prayer ; 
On  the  bare  Boards  he  fliall  lye,  to  remember 
The  Wantonnefs  he  did  commit  in  Beds ; 
And  drink  fair  Water,  that  will  ne'er  inflame  him; 
He  fav'd  my  Life,  though  he  purpos'd  to  deflroy  me, 
For  which  Pll  fave  his,  though  I  make  it  miferable: 
Madam,  at  Court  I  fliall  defire  your  Company, 
You're  Wife  and  Virtuous ;  when  you  pleafe  to  viftt 
My  Brother  Frederick,  you  (hall  have  our  Licence  : 
My  dear  befl:  Friend,  Falerio  ! 
Val.  Save  Alphonfo. 

Omn.  Long  live  Alphonfo,  King  of  us,  and  Naples. 

Alph.  Is  this  the  Lady  that  the  Wonder  goes  on  ? 
Honour'd  fweet  Maid  !  here  take  her,  my  Valerio, 
The  King  now  gives  her,  flie's  thine  own  without  fear. 
Brother, 

Have  you  fo  much  Provifion  that  is  good, 
Not  feafon'd  by  Sorano  and  his  Cooks, 
That  we  may  venture  on  with  honefl:  Safety, 
We  and  our  Friends  ? 

Fred.  All  that  I  have  is  yours,  Sir. 

Alph.  Come  then,  let's  in,  and  end  this  Nuptial, 

Then 


A  Wife  for  a  Month.  349 

Then  to  our  Coronation  with  all  fpeed  : 
My  virtuous  Maid,  this  Day  I'll  be  your  Bride-man, 
And  fee  you  bedded  to  your  own  defires  too  j 
Belhrew  me,  Lords,  who  is  not  merry  hates  me, 
Only  Sorano  (hall  not  bear  my  Cup  : 
Come,  now  forget  old  Pains  and  Injuries, 
As  I  muft  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  Healths  5 
That  Kingdom's  blefled,  where  the  King  begins 
His  true  Love  firft,  for  there  all  Loves  are  Twins. 

{Exeunt  Qmnes, 


EPILOGUE. 

WE  have  your  Favours,  Gentlemen,  and  you 
Have  our  Endeavours ,  {dear  Friends,  grudge  not  now) 
'There*  s  none  of  you ,  but  when  you  pleafe  can  fell 
Many  a  lame  Horfe,  and  many  a  fair  Tale  tell ; 
Can  put  off'  many  a  Maid  unto  a  Friend^ 
That  was  not  fo  fince  th'  Attion  at  Mile-end ; 
Ours  is  a  Virgin  yet,  and  they  that  love 
Untainted  Flefb,  we  hope  our  Friends  will  prove. 


t 


THE 


LOVERS  PROGRESS, 


TRAGEDY. 


PROLOG 


U  E. 


A Story ,  and  a  known  one,  long  fince  writ, 
'Truth  muft  take  Place,  and  by  an  able  Wit  j 
Foul-mouth 'd  Detraction  daring  not  deny 
1 0  give  fo  much  to  Fletcher';  Memory, 
If  foj  fome  may  objecl,  why  then  do  you 
Prefent  an  old  Piece  to  us  for  a  new  ? 
Or  wherefore  will  your  prof  eft  Writer  be 
{Not  taxd  of  Theft  before)  a  Plagiary? 
To  this  he  anfwers  in  his  juft  Defence, 
And  to  maintain  to  all  our  Innocence^ 
Thus  much-,  though  he  hath  travelled  the  fame  way, 
Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  Pay 
For  a  new  Poem,  you  may  find  it  due, 
He  having  neither  cheated  us,  nor  you : 
He  vows,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  not  fpare 
The  utmoft  of  his  Strengths,  and  his  beft  Care 
In  the  reviving  it,  and  though  his  Pow'rs 
Could  not  as  he  defifd,  in  three  Jhort  Hours 
Contracl  the  Subjecl,  and  much  lefs  exprefs 
The  Changes,  and  the  various  Pajfages 
That  will  be  look' d  for,  you  may  hear  this  Day 
Some  Scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a  Play, 
( 1)  He  being  ambitious  that  it  fhould  be  known 
What's  good  was  Fletcher';,  and  what  III  his  own. 

(1)  He  being  ambitious  that  it  fhoulcL  be  known 

Whaf  s  good  <was  FletcherV,  and  <what  111  his  o<wn.~\  This  Paf- 
fage  is  a  flaming  Contradiction  to  an  Affertion  of  the  Bookieller,  in  his 
Preface  to  the  Edition  of  1647,  which  the  Reader  will  fee  in  the  Intro- 
ductory Note  upon  the  Coxcomb,  and  thither  I  refer  him  for  what  I 
have  faid  upon  that  Occafion. 


Vot.  t, 


z 


DRAMATIS  PERSONM, 


MEN. 

{C/iVG  0/ France. 
Cieander,  Husband  to  Califta. 

Lidian,    Brother   to   Califta,  *>  Both    in    Love  with 
Ciarange,  Rival  to   Lidian,  3  Olinda. 
Dorilaus,  Father  to  Lidian  and  Califta,  a  merry  old 
Man. 

Lifander,  a  noble  Gentleman  in  Love  with  Califta. 

Alcidon,  a  Friend  and  Second  to  Lidian. 

Beronte,  Brother  to  Cieander. 

Lemure,  a  noble  Courtier. 

Leon,  a  Villain,  Lover  of  Clarinda. 

Malfort,  a  foolijh  Steward  of  Cieander. 

Lancelot,  Servant  to  Lifander. 

WOMEN. 

Califta,  a  virtuous  Lady,  Wife  to  Cieander. 

Olinda,  a  noble  Maid,  and  rich  Heir,  Mifirefs  to  Lidian 

and  Ciarange. 
Ckrinda,  a  iufifid  Wench,  Califta'.?  Waiting- Woman. 
Friar,  Haft's  Ghoft,  Chamberlain,  and  Servants. 


SCENE  FRANCE, 


THE 


THE 

LOVERS  PROGRESS. 


ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Leon  and  Mai  fort, 

MALFORT. 

N  D  as  I  told  you,  Sir. 

Leon.  I  underftand  you, 
Clarinda\  (till  perverfe. 

Mai.  She's  worfe,  obdurate, 
Flinty,  relentlefs,  my  Love-Paflions  jeer'd  af, 
My  Prefen ts  fcorn'd. 
Leon.  'Tis  ftrange,  a  Waiting- Worn  an 
In  her  Condition,  apt  to  yield,  mould  hold  out, 
A  Man  of  your  Place,  reverend  Beard  and  Shape, 
Eefieging  her. 

Mai.  You  might  add  too  my  Wealth, 
Which  me  contemns,  five  hundred  Crowns  per  Annum  y 
For  which  Pve  ventured  hard,  my  Confcience  knows  it, 
Not  thought  upon*  though  offer'd  for  a  Jointure : 
This  Chain,  which  my  Lord's  Peafants  worfhip,  flouted  j 
My  folemn  hums  and  ha's,  the  Servants  quake  at, 
No  Rhetorick  with  her;  ev'ry  hour  me  hangs  out 

Z  2  -  Some 
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Some  new  Flag  of  Defiance  to  torment  me : 
Laft  Lent  my  Lady  call'd  me  her  poor  John, 
But  now  I'm  grown  a  walking  Skeleton, 
You  may  fee  through  and  through  me. 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are 
Much  fall'n  away.  Mai.  I  am  a  kind  of  nothing, 
As  me  hath  made  me :  Love's  a  terrible  Glider, 
And  if  fome  Cordial  of  her  Favours  help  not, 
I  fhal!,  like  an  Italian,  die  backward, 
And  breath  my  laft  the  wrong  way.   Leon.  As  I  live 
You  have  my  Pity ;  but  this  is  cold  Comfort, 
And  in  a  Friend  Lip-Phyfick  j  and  now  I  think  on't, 
1  mould  do  more,  and  will,  fo  you  deny  not 
Yourfelf  the  Means  of  Comfort.  Mai.  I'll  be  hang'd  firft: 
One  Dram  oft,  I  befeech  you.  Leon.  You're  not  jealous 
Of  any  Man's  Accefs  to  her  ?  Mai.  I  would  not 
Receive  the  Dor,  but  as  a  Bofom  Friend 
You  mail  direct  me,  ftill  provided  that 
I  underftand  who  is  the  Man,  and  what 
His  Purpofe  that  pleads  for  me. 

Leon.  By  all  Means. 
Firft,  for  the  Undertaker  I  am  he : 
The  Means  that  I  will  practife,  thus«  ■■  . 

MaL  Pray  you  forward. 

Leon.  You  know  your  Lady  chafte  Califta  loves  her, 

MaL  Too  well,  that  makes  her  proud. 

Leon.  Nay,  give  me  Leave. 
This  beauteous  Lady,  I  may  ftile  her  fo, 
Being  the  Paragon  of  France  for  Feature, 
Js  not  alone  contented  in  herfelf 
To  feem,  and  be  good,  but  defires  to  make 
All  fuch  as  have  Dependance  on  her  like  her ; 
For  this  Clarinda's  Liberty's  reftrain'd  ; 
And  though  her  Kinfman,  the  Gate's  fhut  againft  me ; 
Now  if  you  pleafe  to  make  yourfelf  the  Door, 
For  my  Conveyance  to  her,  though  you  run 
The  Flazard  of  a  check  for't,  'tis  no  matter 

Mai.  It  being  for  mine  own  Ends. 

Leon.  I'll  give't  o'er, 
If  that  you  make  the  leaft  Doubt  otherwife  : 

Studying 
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Studying  upon't  ?  good  morrow. 

Mai.  Pray  you  ftay,  Sir ; 
You  are  my  Friend ;  yet  as  the  Proverb  fays, 
When  Love  puts  in,  Friendfhip  is  gone :  Suppofe 
You  mould  yourfelf  affect  her  ?  Leon.  Do  you  think. 
Til  commit  Inceft  >  for  it  is  no  lefs, 
She  being  my  Coufin  German.    Fare  you  well,  Sir. 

Mai.  I  had  forgot  that;  for  this  once  forgive  me. 
Only  to  eafe  the  throbbing  of  my  Heart, 
For  I  do  feel  ftrange  Pangs,  inftrucl:  me  what 
You  will  fay  for  me. 

Leon.  Firft,  I'll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  fo  far  befotted  you,  that  you  have 
Almoft  forgot  to  caft  Account, 

Mai  Meer  Truth,  Sir. 

Leon.  That  of  a  wife  and  provident  Steward,  you 
Are  turn'd  ftark  Afs.  Mai.  Urge  that  Point  home,  I  am  fo. 

Leon,  That  you  adore  the  Ground  me  treads  upon, 
And  kifs  her  Foot-fteps. 

Mai.  As  I  do  when  I  find  their  Print  i'  th'  Snow, 

Leon.  A  loving  Fool,  I  know  it, 
By  your  bloodlefs  frofty  Lips.    Then  having  related 
How  much  you  fuffer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  deferve  it  -Mai.  How!  to  fuffer? 

Leon,  No,  Sir, 
To  have  your  Love  return'd.  Mai.  That's  good,  I  thank 
you. 

Leon.  I  will  deliver  her  an  Inventory 
Of  your  good  Parts  ;  as  this  your  precious  Nofe, 
Dropping  Affection  ;  your  high  Forehead,  reaching 
Almoft  to  th'  Crown  of  your  Head  ;  your  {lender  Wade, 
And  a  Back  not  like  a  Threlliers,  but  a  bending 
And  Court-like  Back,  and  fo  forth,  for  your  Body. 
But  when  I  touch  your  Mind,  for  that  mud  take  her, 
(Since  your  Outfide  promifes  little)  Til  enlarge  it, 
Though  ne'er  fo  narrow,  as  your  Arts  to  thrive, 
Your  Compofition  with  the  Cook,  and  Butler, 
For  Coney-Skins  and  Chippings    and  half  a  Share 
With  all  the  u nder- Officers  o'  th'  Houfe, 
In  Strangers  Bounties  5  that  fhe  (hall  have  all, 

Z  3  And 


And  you  as  'twere  her  Bailiff. 
MaL  (2)  As  I  will  be. 

Leon.  As  you  (hall,  fo  I'll  promife.  Then  your  Qua- 


As  playing  on  a  Cittern,  or  a  Jews  Trump, 
Mai.  A  little  too  o'  th'  Vial. 
Leon.  Fear  you  nothing. 
Then  Tinging  her  afleep  with  curious  Catches 
Of  your  own  making:  For  as  I  have  heard, 
You  are  Poetical. 

MaL  Something  giv'n  that  way  : 
Yet  my  Works  feldom  thrive ;  and  the  main  Reafon 
The  Poets  urge  for't,  is,  becaufe  J  am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

Leon.  Very  likely  ;  fetch  her, 
While  I  am  in  the  Vein.  Mai.  'Tisan  apt  time, 
My  Lady  being  at  her  Prayers.    Leon.  Let  her  pray  on. 
IS! ay -go,  and  if  upon  my  lnterceftion 
She  do  you  not  fome  Favour,  111  difclaim  her ; 
Til  ruminate  on't  th'  while.   MaL  A  hundred  Crowns 

Is  your  Reward.    Leon.  Without  'em  Nay,  no 

trifling.  [Ex.  MaL 

That  this  dull  Clod  of  Ignorance  fhould  know 
How  to  get  Money,  yet  want  Eyes  to  fee 
How  grofly  he's  abus'd,  and  wrought  upon  ; 
When  he  fhould  make  his  Will,  the  Rogue's  turn'd  ram- 
pant, 

As  he'd  renew'd  his  Youth:  A  handfome  Wench 
Love  one  a  fpittle  Whore  would  run  away  from  ? 
Well,  Matter  Steward,  I  will  plead  for  you 
In  fuch  a  Method,  as  it  (hall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a  Property,, 

(2}  Mai.  As  I  will  he. 

Leon.  As  You  Jhall,  fo  Vll  promife]  To  reftore  loft  Puns  has  been 
an  Office,  that  Critics  have  been  Jaugh'd  at,  rather  than  praifed  for; 
but  the  Original,  be  it  bad  or  good,  ought  to  be  reftored ;  and  therefore 
we  fhould  not  drop  a  Conundrum  here  intended.    Leo?i  fhould  anfwer. 

A&you  Jbally  fo  Vll  promife. 


lities, 


j,  e.  I'll  promife  you  frail  be  made  an  Afs  of. 


Mr.  Seward. 


J^nter 
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Enter  Malfort  and  Clarinda. 


Mai.  Yonder  he  walks 
That  knows  my  Worth  and  Value,  though  you  fcorn  it, 
Clari.  If  my  Lady  know  not  this      ■  ■ 
Mai.  I'll  anfwer  it: 
If  you  were  a  Nun,  1  hope  your  Caufin  German 
Might  talk  with  you  through  a  Grate,  but  you  are  none, 
And  therefore  may  come  clofer :  Ne'er  hang  off, 
As  I  live  you  mall  bill :  You  may  falute  as  Strangers, 
Cuftom  allows  it.    Now,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  Oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick, 
As  a  young  Advocate  mould,  and  leave  no  Virtue 
Of  mine  unmention'd,  I'll  ftand  Centinel, 
Nay  keep  the  Door  myfelf.  [Exit. 

Clari.  How  have  you  work'd 
This  Piece  of  motley  to  your  Ends  ?  Leon.  Of  that 


Gar.  Lower,  you're  too  loud, 
Though  th'  Fool  be  deaf,  fome  of  the  Houfe  may  hear  you, 

Leon.  Suppofethey  mould,  I  am  a  Gentleman, 
And  held  your  Kinfman,  under  that  I  hope 
1  may  be  tree. 

Clari,  1  grant  ir,  but  with  Caution  ; 
But  be  not  feen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly, 
But  at  fit  diftance,  or  not  feen  at  all, 
Jt  were  the  better-,  you  know  my  Lady's  humour, 
She  is  all  Honour,  and  compos'd  of  Goodnefs, 
As  me  pretends  •,  and  you  having  no  Buiinefs, 
How  jealous  may  fhe  grow  ? 

Leon.  I  will  be  rul'd. 
But  you  have  promis'd,  and  I  mud  enjoy  you. 

Clari.  We  lhall  find  time  for  that  >  you  are  too  hafty : 
Make  yourfelf  fit,  and  I  (hall  make  Occafion; 
Deliberation  makes  beft  in  that  Bufinefs, 
And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  muft  feed 
This  foolim  Steward  with  fome  Shadow  of 
A  future  Favour,  that  we  may  preferve  him 
To  be  our  Inftrument, 


At  leifure,  Miftrefs. 


iKiffing. 


Z  4 
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Clan.  Hang  him. 

Leon.  For  my  fake,  Sweet, 
I  undertook  to  fpeak  for  him,  any  Bauble 
Or  flight  Employment  in  the  way  of  Service. 
Will  teed  him  fat. 

ClarL  Leave  him  to  me. 

Enter  Malfort. 

Mai.  She  comes. 
My  Lady.    Clari.  I  will  fatisfy  her.    Mai.  How  far 
Have  you  prevail'd  ?  Leon.  Obferve. 

Clari.  Monfieur  Malfort, 
I  muft  be  brief,  my  Coufin  hath  fpoke  much 
In  your  behalf,  and  to  give  you  fome  Proof, 
I  entertain  you  as  my  Servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  Grace.    Leon  Upon  your  Knee  receive  it, 

Clari.  And  take  it  as  a  fpecial  Favour  from  me, 
To  tie  my  Shoe. 

Mai.  I  am  o'erjoy'd. 

Leon.  Good  Reafon. 

Clari.  You  may  come  high'r  in  time. 

Enter  Califta. 
Leon.  No  more,  the  Lady. 
Mai.  She  frowns. 

Clari.  I  thank  you  for  this  Vifit,  Coufin, 
But  without  Leave  hereafter  from  my  Lady, 
I  dare  not  change  Difcourfe  with  you, 

Mai.  Pray  you  take  your  Morning's  Draught. 

Leon.  I  thank  you  : 
Happinefs  attend  your  Honour.  [Exe.  Leon  and  Malfort, 

Cat.  Who  gave  warrant  to  this  private  Parley  ? 

Clari.  My  Innocence  ;  I  hope. 
My  Conf'rence  with  a  Kinfman  cannot  call 
Your  Anger  on  me. 

Cal.  Kinfman  ?  Let  me  have  no  more  of  this,  as  you 
defire  you  may 
Continue  mine.    Clari.  Why  Madam,  under  Pardon, 
Suppofe  him  otherwife  \  yet  coming  in 
A  lawful  way  ic  is  excufable. 

Cal. 
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Cal.  How's  this  ? 

Clari.  I  grant  you're  made  of  Purenefs, 
And  that  your  Tendernefs  of  Honour  holds 
The  Soveraignty  o'er  your  Paflions.    Yet  you  have 
A  noble  Husband,  with  allow'd  Embraces, 
To  quench  lafcivious  Fires,  mould  fuch  flame  in  you, 
As  I  muft  ne'er  believe.  Were  I  the  Wife 
Of  one  that  could  but  zany  brave  Oleander^ 
Ev'n  in  his  leaft  Perfections,  (excufe 
My  o'er-bold  Inference)  I  mould  defire 
To  meet  no  other  Object.    Cal.  You  grow  faucy. 
Do  I  look  further  ?  Clari.  No,  dear  Madam  ;  and 
It  is  my  Wonder  or  Aftonifhment  rather, 
You  could  deny  the  Service  of  Lifander  ; 
A  man  without  a  Rival,  one  the  King 
And  Kingdom  gazes  on  with  Admiration, 
For  all  the  Excellencies  a  Mother  cou'd 
Wifh  in  her  only  Son. 

Cal.  Did  not  mine  Honour 

And  Obligation  to  Cleander^  force  me 

To  be  deaf  to  his  Complaints? 
Clari.  'Tis  true ;  but  yet 

Your  Rigour  to  command  him  from  your  Prefence, 

Argu'd  but  fmall  Companion  ;  the  Groves 

W  itnefs  his  grievous  Sufferings ;  your  fair  Name 

(3)  Upon  the  Rind  of  every  gentle  Poplar, 

And  amorous  Myrtle  Trees,  to  Venus  facred, 

With 

(3)  Upon  the  Rind  of  evry  gentle  Poplar , 

And  amorous  Myrtle ,  Trees  to  Venus  facred,']  Oar  Poet  has 
cither  committed  an  Overfight,  in  making  the  Poplar  and  the  Myrtle 
both  facred  to  Venus,  or  if  he  had  any  Authority  for  fo  doing,  I  don't 
know  it  at  prefent :  'Tis  true,  as  the  Poplar  delights  in  Moiiture,  and 
grows  upon  the  Banks  of  Rivers,  and  has  Leaves  with  dark  and 
\vhi:e  Sides,  it  may  be  a  pretty  Symbol  of  the  unlimited  Command 
of  that  powerful  Goddefs.  throughout  the  three  Allotments  of  Jupiter, 
Neptune,  and  Pluto.  But  notwithstanding  this,  I  am  inclined  to 
think,  that  the  Reading  and  Pointing  was  originally  thus, 

■   of  e^ry  gentle  Poplar, 

And  amorous  Myrtle  Tree,  to  Venus  facred. 
By  changing  the  Number,   and  altering    the  Comma,  we  affix  the 
Epithet  Sacred,  folely  to  the  Myrtle,  and  take  away  the  Confufion, 
which  before  fubfifted,  of  appropriating  two  Trees  to  one  Deity,  when 

in 
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With  Adoration  carv'd,  and  kneel'd  unto. 
This  you  unfeen  of  him,  both  faw  and  heard 
Without  Compafllon    and  what  received  he 
For  his  true  Sorrows,  but  the  heavy  KnowJedge, 
That  'twas  your  peremptory  Will  and  Pleafure, 
How-e'er  my  Lord  liv'd  in  him,  he  lhould  quit 
Your  Sight  and  Houfe  for  ever.    CaL  I  confefs 
I  gave  him  a  ftrong  Potion  to  work 
Upon  his  hot  Blood,  and  I  hope  'twill  cure  him  : 
Yet  I  could  wifh  the  Caufe  had  concern'd  others, 
I  might  have  met  his  Sorrows  with  more  Pity  ; 
At  leaft  have  lent  fome  Counfel  to  his  Miferies ; 
Though  now  for  Honour  fake,  I  muft  forget  him, 
And  never  know  the  Name  more  of  Lifander : 
Yet  in  my  Juftice  I  am  bound  to  grant  him, 
Laying  his  Love  afide,  mod  truly  noble. 
But  mention  him  no  more,  this  inftant  Hour 
My  Brother  Lidian>  now  return'd  from  Travel, 
And  his  brave  Friend  Clarange%  long  fince  Rivals 
For  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear 
Her  abfolute  Determination,  whom 
She  pleafes  to  elect.    See  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  'em,  and  on  my  Difpleafure 
No  more  Words  of  Lifander.    Claru  She  endures 
To  hear  him  nam'd  by  no  Tongue  but  her  own : 
How-e'er  me  carries  it,  I  know  fhe  loves  him.  [Exu 
CaL  Hard  Nature,  hard  Condition  of  poor  Women! 
That  where  we  are  mod  fu'd  to,  we  muft  fly  moft! 
The  Trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely, 
(4)  The  Oak's  not  envious  of  the  failing  Cedar: 
The  lufty  Vine's  not  jealous  of  the  Ivy, 
Becaufe  fhe  clips  the  Elm  ;  the  Flowers  fhoot  up, 


in  reality  the  Cafe  was  very  far  other  wife,  as  any  one  knows  who 
is  the  leait  ver.-'d  in  the  Ciafficks. 

(4)  The  Oak's  not  envious  of  the  failing  Cedar :]  Our  Author  here, 
has  (contrary  to  Claflical  Cuitom)  given  the  Epithet  failing  10  the 
Cedar,  which  ufually  belongs  to  another  Tree ;  I  once  thought  we 
fhould  tranlpofe  this  Verfe  and  read  thus, 

The  failing  Oak's  not  envious  of  the  Cedar, 
^hich  is  agreeable  enough  to  modern  Practice,  and  of  confequence 


And  wantonly  kifs  one  another  hourly, 


This 


jultifiab'e; 
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This  Bloflbm  glorying  in  the  other's  Beauty, 

And  yet  they  Imell  as  fweet,  and  look  as  lovely : 

But  we  are  ty'd  to  grow  alone.    O  Honour, 

Thou  hard  Law  to  our  Lives,  Chain  to  our  Freedoms! 

He  that  invented  thee  had  many  Curfes. 

How  is  my  Soul  divided  ?  O  Cleander, 

My  bell  deferving  Husband!  O  Lifander! 

The  trueft  Lover  that  e'er  facrific'd 

To  Cupid  againft  Hymen  :  O  mine  Honour  j 

A  Tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey'd,  and  'tis 

But  Jullice  we  fhould  thy  ftrict  Laws  endure, 

Since  our  Obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cleander,  Lidian,  and  Clarange. 

Cle.  How  infupportable  the  difference 
Of  dear  Friends  is,  the  Sorrow  that  I  feel 
For  my  Lifander*^  abfence,  one  that  ltamps 
A  reverend  Print  on  Friendfhip,  does  aflure  me. 
You're  Rivals  for  a  Lady,  a  fair  Lady, 
And  in  the  acquifition  of  her  Favours, 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  Gordian  Knot 
From  your  firft  Childhood  to  this  prefent  Hour, 
By  all  the  Ties  of  Love  and  Amity  faften'd. 
I  am  bled  in  a  Wife,  Heav'n  make  me  thankful, 
Inferior  to  none,  fans  Pride  I  fpeak  it ; 
Yet  if  I  were  a  Freeman,  and  could  purchafe 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  t'  enjoy 
.JLifander's  Converfation  while  I  liv'd, 
Forgive  me,  my  Calif  a,  and  the  Sex, 
I  never  wou'd  feek  change. 

Lid-  My  Lord  and  Brother, 
I  dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lifander*  s  Worth 
Being  a  Miftrefs  to  be  ever  courted  ; 

juflifiable;  but  I  am  now  perfuaded  the  Poet  wrote  the  Line  jufi:  as  it 
flands;  he  having  in  Valentinian  Aft  2d.  fab  faiem,  put  this  Ex- 
pieffion  in  the  Mouth  of  Lucina,  who  fpeaking,  of  her  Husband 
Maximus,  to  the  Emperor  Valentinian>  fays, 

His  Fame  and  Family  ha<ve  grown  together, 
And  Jpread  together  y  like  two  failing  Cedars 
Over  tfo  Roman  Diadem.  > 


Nor 
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Nor  (hall  our  equal  Suit  to  fair  O/aziz 
Weaken,  but  add  fTrength  to  our  true  AffeSion, 
With  Zeal  ib  long  continued. 

Cla ra .  W  hen  w e  know 
Whom  Ihe  prefers,  as  (he  can  chufe  but  one, 
By  our  fo  iong-try'd  Friendfhip  we  have  vow'd 
Th#  other  {hall  deli  ft. 

O.  'Tis  ye:  your  Purpofe, 
But  how  this  Refolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus'd,  is  not  alcne 
Doubtful,  bur  dangerous. 

Enter  Malfort. 

Mai.  The  rich  Heir  is  come,  Sir. 

Ce.  Madam  Olirda  ? 

MiiL  Yes,  Sir,  and  makes  choice, 
After  fome  little  Conference  with  my  Lady, 
O:  this  Room  to  giveAnfwer  to  her  Suitors. 

Cle.  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your  hopes 
To  win  the  Prize,  and  your  defpair  to  lofe 
What  you  contend  for. 

Ld  No,  Sir,  I  am  arm'd. 

Clara.  I  confident  of  my  Int'reft.    Cle.  I'll  believe  ye 

When  you've  erldur'd  the  Teft. 

Enier  Calilta,  Olinda,  ard  Clarinda. 

Ma].  Is  not  your  Garter 
Unry;d  :  You  promisVi  that  I  fhould  grow  higher 
In  doing  you  Service. 

Clan.  Fail  orT,  or  you  lofe  roe.  {Exit  Mai. 

Cu.  Nay  take  your  place,  no  Paris  now  fits  Judge 
On  the  contending  GoddeHes.    You  are 
The  Deity  that  mufl  make  curft  or  happy, 
One  of  your  languifhing  Servants.    Oiin.  I  thus  look 
With  equal  Eyes  on  both ;  either  deferves 
A  fairer  Fortune  than  they  can  in  reafon 
Hope  for  from  me ;  from  Lidian  I  expect, 
When  1  have  made  him  mine,  all  pleaiures  that 
The  fweetneis  of  his  Manners,  Youth,  and  ♦Virtues 
C^n  give  affu ranee  of:  But  turning  this  way 

To 
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To  brave  Carange,  in  his  Face  appears 

A  kind  of  Majefty  which  fhou'd  command, 

Not  fee  for  Favour.    If  the  faireft  Lady 

Of  France,  fet  forth  with  Nature's  beft  Endowments, 

Nay  mould  I  add  a  Princefs  of  the  Blood, 

Did  now  lay  claim  to  either  for  a  Husband, 

So  veh'ment  my  Affection  is  to  both, 

My  envy  at  her  Happinefs  would  kill  me. 

Cle.  The  ftrangeft  Love  I  ever  heard.    Cal.  You  can 
Enjoy  but  one.    Clur':.  The  more,  I  fay,  the  merrier. 

Olin.  Witnefs  thefe  Tears  I  love  both,  as  I  know 
You  burn  with  equal  Flames,  and  fo  affect  me ; 
Abundance  makes  me  poor  ;  fuch  is  the  hard 
Condition  of  my  Fortune,  be  your  own  Judges ; 
If  I  mould  favour  both,  'twill  taint  my  Honour, 
And  that  before  my  Life  I  muft  prefer  : 
If  one  I  lean  to,  th'  other  is  difvalued ; 
You're  fiery  both,  and  Love  will  make  you  warmer. 

Clari.  The  warmer  ftiii  the  fitter.  You're  a  Fool,  Lady. 

Olin.To  what  may  Love,  and  th'Devil  JeaJoufy,fpur  you, 
Is  too  apparent ;  my  Name's  cali'd  in  qucftion  ; 
Your  Swords  fly  out,  your  Angers  range  at  large  : 
Then  what  a  Murther  of  my  Modefty  follows  ? 

Qari.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means.    O  innocent 
That  will  deny  a  Bleffing  when  'tis  offer'd, 
Wou'd  I  were  murther'd  fo,  I'd  thank  my  Modefty. 

G>.  What  paufe  you  on  ?  OIL  It  is  at  length  refolv'd. 

Clara.  We're  on  the  Rack,  uncertain  Expeditions 
The  greateft  Torture. 

Lid.  Command,  what  you  pleafe, 
And  you  (hall  fee  how  willingly  we'll  execute. 

Olin.  Then  hear  what  for  your  Satisfaction, 
And  to  preferve  your  Friendmip,  I  refolvc 
Againft  myfelf,  and  'tis  not  to  be  alter' d : 
You're  both  brave  Gentlemen,  Ml  Kill  profe&  ir, 
Both  noble  Servants,  for  whofe  gentle  ofTers 
The  undeferving  and  the  poor  Olinda 
Is  ever  bound  ;  you  love  both,  fair,  and  virtuouil y  ; 
Would  I  could  be  fo  happy  to  content  both ;  4 
Which  fmce  I  cannot,  take  this  res'Iute  Aniwer-, 

Go 
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Go  from  me  both  contentedly,  and  he 
That  laft  makes  his  return,  and  comes  to  vifit, 
Comes  to  my  Bed.  You  know  my  Will,  farewel : 
My  Heart's  too  big  to  utter  more:  Come,  Friend. 

Cal.  I'll  wait  on  you  t*  your  Coach. 

{Exeunt  Olin.  Cal.  and  ClarL 

Cy.  You  both  look  blank, 
I  cannot  blame  you.    Lid.  We  have  our  Difpatches. 

Clara.  I'll  home. 

Lid.  And  I'll  abroad  again,  Farewel. 

Clara.  Farewel  to  ye.  [Exeunt  Clara,  and  Lid. 

Cle.  Their  blunt  Departure  troubles  me :  I  fear 
A  fudden  and  a  dangerous  Divifion 
Of  their  long  Love  will  follow  :  Have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  fair  Olinda  ? 

Enter  Califta  with  a  Purfe. 

Cal.  She  is  gone,  Sir. 

Cle.  Had  you  brought  News  L'tfander  were  return'd  too, 
1  were  mod  happy. 

CaL  Still  upon  Lifander  f 

Cle.  I  know  he  loves  me,  as  he  loves  his  Health  5 
And  Heav'n  knows  I  love  him. 

CaL  I  find  it  fo  •, 
For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I  am  to  you. 

Cle.  O  think  not  fo.    If  you  had  loft  a  Sifter, 
Youlock'd  all  your  Delights  in,  it  would  grieve  you: 
A  little  you  would  wander  from  the  fondnefs 
You  ow'd  your  Husband :  I  have  loft  a  Friend, 
A  noble  Friend  •,  all  that  was  excellent* 
In  Man,  or  Mankind,  was  cbntain'd  within  him. 
That  lofs,  my  Wife — 1  

Enter  Malfort. 

,  Mai.  Madam,  your  noble  Father  • 

A  Fee  for  my  good  News. 
CaL  Why,  what  of  him,  Sir? 
Mai.  Is  lighted  at  the  Door,  and  longs  to  fee  you. 
Cak  Attend  him  hither. 
Cle.  O  my  dear  Lifander. 

But 
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But  I'll  be  merry  :  Let's  meet  him,  my  Califta.^ 

Cal  I  hope  Lifander's  Love  will  now  be  buried  j 
My  Father  will  bring  Joy  enough  for  one  Month, 
To  put  him  out  of 's  Memory. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  his  Arm  in  a  Scarf. 

Dor.  How  do  you,  Son  ? 
Blefs  my  fair  Child,  I'm  come  to  vifit  ye, 
To  fee  what  Houfe  you  keep,  they  fay  you're  bountiful, 
1  like  the  Noife  well,  and  I  come  to  try  it. 
Ne'er  a  great  Belly  yet?  How  have  you  trifl'd ? 
If  I  had  done  fo,  Son,  I  fhou'd  have  heard  on'c 
On  both  fides,  by  Saint  Dennis. 

Cle.  You  are  nobly  welcome,  Sir  : 
"We've  time  enough  for  that. 

Dor.  See  how  me  blufhes; 
*Tis  a  good  Sign,  you'll  mend  your  fault  s  how  doft  thou, 
^4y  good  Califta  ? 

Cal.  Well,  now  I  fee  you,  Sir; 
I  hope  you  bring  a  fruitfulnefs  along  with  ye. 

Dor.  Good  luck,  I  ne'er  mils,  I  was  ever  good  at  it : 
Your  Mother  groan'd  for't,  Wench,  fo  did  fome  other, 
But  I  durft  never  tell. 

Cal.  How  does  your  Arm,  Sir  ? 

Cle.  Have  you  been  let  Blood  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Againft  my  will,  Sir. 

Cal.  A  Fall,  dear  Father? 

Dor.  No,  a  Gun,  dear  Daughter  ; 
Two  or  three  Guns ;  I've  one  here  in  my  Buttock, 
'Twoald  trouble  a  ^Surgeon's  Teeth  to  pull  it  out, 

Cal.  O  me!  O  me! 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fall  to  fainting, 
'Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge :  Art  fuch  a  Coward, 
At  the  mere  Name  of  Hurt  to  change  thy  Colour? 
I  have  been  mot  that  Men  might  fee  clean  through  me, 
And  yet  I  fainted  not:  Befides  myfelf, 
Here  are  an  Hofpital  of  hurt  Men  for  ye. 

Enter  Servants  wounded  in  fever al  places.  * 
Cle.  What  mould  this  wonder  be  ? 
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Cal.  I'm  amaz'd  at  it. 

Dor.  What  think  y' of  thefe?  they're  every  one  hurt 

found!  y, 

Hurt  to  the  proof,  they're  thro'  and  thro'  I  'fare  ye ; 
And  that's  good  Game,  they  fcorn  your  puling  Scratches. 

Cal.  Who  did  this,  Sir  ? 

Dor.  Leave  crying,  and  I'll  tell  you, 
And  get  your  Plaifters,  and  your  warm  Stupes  ready : 
Have  you  ne'er  a  Shepherd  that  can  Tar  us  over? 
'Twill  prove  a  bufinefs  elfe,  we  are  fo  many. 
Coming  to  fee  you,  I  was  fet  upon, 
I  and  my  Men,  as  we  were  fmging  frolickly, 
Not  dreaming  of  an  Ambufti  of  bafe  Rogues, 
Set  on  i'  th'  Foreft,  I've  forgot  the  Name  — — 

Cle.  'Twixt  this  and  Fountaine-Bleau. 
In  the  wild  Foreft  ? 

Dor.  The  fame,  the  fame,  in  that  accurfed  Foreft, 
Set  on  by  Villains,  that  make  boot  of  all  Men. 
The  Peers  of  France  are  Pillage  there,  they  (hot  at  us* 
Hurt  us,  unhors'd  us,  came  to  th'  Sword,  there  ply'd  us, 
Opprefs'd  us  with  frefti  Multitudes,  frelh  Shot  ftilJ, 
Rogues  that  would  hang  themfelves  for  a  frefti  Doublet, 
And  for  a  Scarlet  Caflbck  kill  their  Fathers. 

Cle .  Lighted  you  among  thefe  ? 

Dor.  Among  thefe  Murderers, 
Our  poor  Bloods  were  engag'd ;  yet  we  (truck  bravely, 
And  more  than  once  or  twice  we  made  them  fbun  us, 
And  (brink  their  rugged  Heads ;  but  we  were  hurt  all. 

Cle.  How  came  you  off?  For  I  ev'n  long  to  hear  that; 

Dor.  After  our  Prayers  made  to  Hiav'n  to  help  us, 
Or  to  be  merciful  unto  our  Souls, 

So  near  we.  were  Alas,  poor  Wench,  wipe,  wipe. 

See  Heav'n  fends  Remedy. 

Cal.  I'm  glad  'tis  come,  Sir, 
My  Heart  was  ev'n  a  bleeding  in  my  Body. 

Dor.  A  Curl'd-Hair  Gentleman  ftep^i  in,  a  Stranger, 
As  he  rode  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bicfering, 
Saw  our  Diftrefles,  drew  his  Sword,  and  prov'd 
He  fame  to  execute,  and  not  to  aague. 
Lord  what  a  Lightning  methought  Sew  about  him,  - 

When 
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When  he  once  tofs'd  his  Blade ;  in  Face  Adonis^ 

WhiJe  Peace  inhabited  between  his  Eye-brows: 

But  when  his  noble  Anger  ftirr'd  his  Mettle, 

And  blew  his  fiery  Parts  into  a  Flame, 

Like  P alias )  when  fhe  fits  between  two  Armies, 

Viewing  with  horrid  Brows  their  fad  Events, 

Such  then  he  look'd  ;  and  as  her  Shield  had  arm'd  him, 

CaL  This  Man,  Sir,  were  a  Friend  to  give  an  Age  for* 
This  Gentleman  I  muft  Jove  nat'ralJy  j 
Nothing  can  keep  me  off.    I  pray  you  go  on*  Sir. 

Dor.  I  will,  for  now  you  pleafe  me :  This  brave  Youth* 
This  Bud  of  Mars,  for  yet  he  is  no  riper, 
When  once  he  had  drawn  Blood,  and  flem'd  his  Sword, 
Fitted  his  manly  Mettle  to  his  Spirit, 
How  he  beftirr'd  him  ?  What  a  Lane  he  made  ? 
And  through  their  fiery  Bullets  thruft  fecurely, 
The  hardned  Villains  wondring  at  his  Confidence. 
Lame  as  I  was  I  follow'd,  and  admir'd  too, 
And  ftirr'd,  and  laid  about  me  with  new  Spirir, 
My  Men  too  with  new  Hearts  thruft  into  Action* 
And  down  the  Rogues  went. 

Cle.  I  am  {truck  with  wonder. 

Dor.  Remember  but  the  Story  of  ftrong  Hector. 
(5)  When  like  to  Lightning  he  broke  through  his  Van- 
guard, 

How  the  Greeks  frighted  ran  away  by  Troops, 
And  trod  down  Troops  to  fave  their  Lives :  So  this  Man i 
Difpers'd  thefe  Slaves :  Had  they  been  more  and  mightier, 
He  had  come  off  the  greater,  and  more  Wonder. 

Cle.  Where  is  the, Man,  good  Sir,  that  we  may  honour 
him  ? 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  Superftition  to  him. 

(5)  When  like  to  Lightning  he  broke  through  his  Vanguard, ,]  To  hrcak 
through  his  own  Vanguard,  is  hardly  Senfe  ;  to  break  from  it,  is  the  true 
Image,  and  what  is  much  nobler  exprefled  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinfmeny 

When  I  /aw  you  charge  jirfl, 

Metbought*!  heard  a  dreadful  Clap  of  Thunder 

Break  from  the  Troop. 
But  from  in  the  Line  in  Queftion  would  hurt  the  Meafure,  the  Corrup- 
tion therefore  is  probably  ft  the  Relative  hisi  which  fhould  be  the  or 
their,  i.  e,  the  Grecian  Vanguard.  Mr,  Seward. 

Vol.  V,  A  a  Dor. 
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Dsr.  I  know  not  that,  from  me  he  late  departed, 
But  not  without  that  pious  Care  to  fee  fafe 
Me,  and  my  weak  Men  lodg'd,  and  drefs'd  ;  I  urg'd  him 
Firft  hither,  that  I  might  more  freely  thank  him : 
He  told  me  he  had  Bufinefs,  crav'd  my  Pardon, 
Bufinefs  of  much  import. 

Cle.  Know  you  his  Name? 

Dor.  That  he  deny'd  me  too  :  a  Vow  had  bar'd  him. 

Cal.  In  that  he  was  not  noble  to  be  namelefs. 

Dor.  Daughter,  you  muft  remember  him  when  I  am 

dead, 

And  in  a  noble  fort  requite  his  Piety, 

'Twas  his  Defire  to  dedicate  this  Service 

To  your  fair  Thoughts.    Cal.  He  knows  me  then  ? 

Dor.  I  nam'd  you, 
And  nam'd  you  mine  :  I  think  that's  all  his  Knowledge. 

Cle.  No  Name,  no  Being? 

Cal.  Now  I'm  mad  to  know  him : 
Saving  mine  Honour,  any  thing  I  had  now 
But  to  enjoy  his  fight,  but  his  bare  Picture ; 
Make  me  his  Saint,  I  muft  needs  honour  him. 

Ser.  I  know  his  Name. 

Cal.  There's  thy  Reward  for't    fpeak  it. 

Ser.  His  Man  told  me,  but  he  defir'd  my  filence. 

Cal.  O  Jafper  fpeak,  'tis  thy  good  Matter's  Caufc  too : 
We  all  are  bound  in  Gratitude  to  compel  thee. 

Ser.  Li fonder,  yes,  I'm  fure  it  was  Ufander. 

Cal.  Ufander  f  'Twas  Lifander.     Cle.  'Tis  Lifander. 
O  my  bafe  Thoughts !  my  wicked !  to  make  Queftion 
This  Act  could  be  another  Man's :  '"Sis  Lifander, 
A  handfom  timber'd  Man. 

Ser.  Yes. 

Cle.  My  Lifander! 
Was  this  Friend's  Abfence  to  be  mourn'd? 

Cal.  I  grant  it : 
I'll  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  ferioufly  : 
When  you  weep  for  him,  Sir,  I'll  bear  you  Company. 
That  fo  much  Honour,  fo  much  Honefly 
Shou'd  be  in  one  Man,  to  do  things  thus  bravely, 
Make  me  his  Saint,  to  me  give  this  brave  Service  ? 

What 
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What  may  I  do  to  recompence  his  Goodnefs? 
I  cannot  tell.    Cle.  Come,  Sir,  I  know  you're  fickly, 
So  are  your  Men.    Dor.  I  muft  confefs  I'm  weak, 
And  fitter  for  a  B:d,  than  long  Difcourfes. 

Cle.  You  fliall  hear  to  Morrow,  to  Morrow  provide 
Surgeons. 

Dor,  Lifander  

Cal.  What  new  Fire  is  this?  Lifander   {Exeunt. 


a  c  t  11.   scene  1. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Lif.  TQRithee,  good  Lancelot,  remember  that 

±    Thy  Matter's  Life  is  in  thy  truft,  and  therefore 
Be  very  careful.    Lan.  I  will  lofe  mine  own, 
Rather  than  hazard  yours.    Lif  Take  what  Difguife 
You  in  your  own  Difcretion  (hall  think  fitteft, 
To  keep  yourfelf  unknown. 

Lan.  I  warrant  ye  ; 
'Tis  not  the  firtt  time  I  have  gone  invifible: 
I  am  as  fine  a  Fairy  in  a  bufinefs 
Concerning  Night- work-  ■ 

Lif.  Leave  your  Vanities  : 
With  this  Purfe  (which  deliver'd,  you  may  fpare 
Your  Oratory)  convey  this  Letter  to 
Califta's  Woman.    Lan.  'Tis  a  handfom  Girl, 
Miltrefs  Clarinda.  ^  Lif.  I  have  made  her  mine. 
You  know  your  work.    Lan.  And  if  I  fvveat  not  in  it,) 
At  my  Return  difcard  me.  [Exit. 

Lif  O  Calif  a  f 
The  faireft!  crueileft ! 

Enter  Clarange. 
Clara.  So  early  ftirring  ? 
A  good  Day  to  you.    Lif.  I  was  viewing,  Sir, 
Ths  Sire  of  your  Houfe,  and  th*  handibmnefs  about  it : 
Believe  me  it  (lands  healthfully  and  CwQQtly. 
Clara.  The  Houfe  and  Mafter  of  it  really 

A  a  2  Are 
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Are  ever  at  your  Service.    Lif.  I  return  it : 
Now  if  you  pleafe  go  forward  in  your  Story 
Of  your  dear  Friend  and  Miftrefs. 

Clara.  I  will  tell  it, 
And  tell  it  fhort,  becaufe  'tirBreakfaft  time, 
And  (Love's  a  tedious  thing  to  a  quick  Stomach) 
You  eat  not  Ye fter- night. 

Lif  I  fhall  endure,  Sir. 

Clara.  Myfelf  and  (as  I  then  deliver'd  to  you) 
A  Gentleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Liaian^ 
Both  brought  up  from  our  Infancy  together, 
One  Company,  one  Friendfhip,  and  one  Exercife 
Ever  affecting,  one  Bed  holding  us, 
One  Grief,  and  one  Joy  parted  ftill  between  us, 
More  than  Companions,  Twins  in  all  our  Actions, 
We  grew  up  till  we  were  Men,  (6)  held  one  Heart  ftiii ; 
Time  cah'd  us  on  to  Arms,  we  were  one  Soldier, 
Alike  we  fought  our  Dangers  and  our  Honours, 
Gloried  alike  one  in  anothers  Noblenefs: 
When  Arms  had  made  us  fit  we  were  one  Lover, 
We  lov'a  one  Woman,  lov'd  without  Divifion, 
And  woo'd  a  long  time  with  one  fair  Affection  ; 
And  fhe,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 
At  length  confidering  what  our  Love  mud  grow  to 
And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted  \ 
Rivals  and  Honours  make  Men  Hand  at  diftance. 
We  then  woo'd  with  Advantage,  but  were  Friends  ftiHy 
Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  Peace  of  Love 
We  could  not  both  enjoy  the  Lady's  Favour, 
Without  fome  Scandal  to  her  Reputation, 
We  put  it  to  her  Choice,  this  was  her  Sentence, 
¥0  part  both  from  her,  and  the  laft  returning 
Sbotfd  be  her  Lord ;  w'  obey'd,  and  now  you  know  rt  5 
And  for  my  part,  (To  truly  I  am  touch'd  with't) 
I  will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  laft  too, 
Or  ne'er  return. 

Lif  A  Sentence  of  much  Cruelty, 
But  mild,  compar'd  with  what's  pronoune'd  on  me. 

(6)  —  held  our  Heart  fill:]  Thus  all  the  Copies  but  that  of  1647. 

Our 
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Our  loving  Youth  is  born  to  many  Miferics. 

What  is  that  Lidian  pray  ye  ?    Clara.  Calijla's  Brother, 

If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  Lady. 

Lif.  I've  feen  her,  Sir. 

Clara.  Then  you  have  feen  a  Wonder. 

Lif.  I  do  confefs  :  Of  what  Years  is  this  Lidian  ? 

Clara.  About  my  Years:  There  is  not  much  between  u«c' 

Lif.  I  long  to  know  him. 

Clara.  5Tis  a  virtuous  longing ; 
As  many  Hopes  hang  on  his  noble  Head, 
As  Bloflbms  on  a  Bough  in  May,  and  fweet  ones. 

Lif.  Ye're  a  fair  Story  of  your  Friend. 

Clara.  Of  Truth,  Sir.  / 
Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  There's  a  Gentleman 
At  Door  would  fpeak  with  you  on  private  Bufinefs. 
Clara.  With  me? 

Ser.  He  fays  fo,  and  brings  hade  about  him. 
Clara.  Wait  on  him  in.  [Exit  Servant, 

Lif  I  will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next  Room. 
Clara,  We  mail  not  long  difturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon, 

Ale.  Save  ye,  Sir. 

Clara .  The  like  to  you,  fair  Sir :  Pray  you  come  near. 

Ale.  Pray  you  inftruft  me,  for  I  know  you  not. 
With  Monfieur  Clarange  I  would  fpeak. 

Clara.  Pm  he,  Sir  : 
Ye  are  nobly  welcome :  I  wait  your  bufinefs. 

Ale.  This  will  inform  you. 

Clara.  Will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  ? 

[Gives  him  a  Letter  which  he  reads. 
He  fhall  command  me,  Sir,  I'll  wait  upon  him 
Within  this  Hour. 

Ale.  You  are  a  noble  Gentleman, 
Will't  pleafe  you  bring  a  Friend  ?  we  are  two  of  us, 
And  pity  either,  Sir,  fhould  be  unfumifh'd. 
,   Clara.  I  have  none  now,  and  the  time's  fet  fj  fhort ; 

A  a  3  'Twill 
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'Twill  not  be  poffible. 

Ale.  Do  me  the  Honour: 
I  know  you  are  lb  full  of  brave  Acquaintance, 
And  worthy  Friends,  you  cannot  want  a  Partner: 
I  would  be  loach  to  (land  ftill,  Sir ;  befides, 
You  know  the  Cuftom  and  the  Vantage  of  it, 
If  you  come  in  alone, 

Clara.  And  I  muft  meet  it. 

Ale.  Send,  we'll  deter  an  Hour,  Jet  us  be  equal : 
Gaines  won  and  ioft  on  equal  Terms  fhew  faireft. 

Clara,  'lis  to  no  pur  pole  to  fend  any  whither, 
Unlefs  Men  be  at  home  by  Revelation  : 
So  pleaie  you  breath  a  while  ;  when  I  ha^e  done  with  him 
You  may  be  exercis'd  too  :  I'll  trouble  no  Man. 

Enter*  Lifander. 

Lif  They  are  very  loud.    Now  what's  the  News? 
Clara  I  muft  leave  you, 
Leave  you  a  while,  two  Hours  hence  I'll  return,  Friend. 
Lif  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Clara.  A  little  Bufinefs. 

Lif.  And'c  be  but  a  little,  you  may  take  me  with  ye. 

Clara.  'Twill  be  a  trouble  to  you.    Lif  No  indeed, 
To  do  you  Service,  I  account  a  Pleafure. 

Clara.  I  muft  alone.    Lif.  Why  ? 

Clara.  'Tis  neceffity-  ■ 

Before  you  pafs  the  Walks,  and  back  again, 
I  will  be  with  ye.    Lif.  If  it  be  n't  unmannerly 
To  prefs  you,  I  wou'd  go. 

Clara.  I'll  tell  you  true,  Sir, 
This  Gentleman  and  I  upon  appointment, 
Are  going  to  vifit  a. Lady.    Lif  I  am  no  Capuchin*  1 
Why  fhou'd  not  I  go  ?  Ale.  Take  the  Gentleman, 
Come  he  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman  too, 
And  be  moft  welcome,  f  do  belecch  you  take  him. 

Lif  By  any  means,  I  love  to  fee  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  pretty  Wench  too.  \ 

Clara.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  meet  you, 
And  at  the  Place :  My  Service  to  the  Lady. 

Ale.  I  kifs  your  Hand.  [Exit. 

Clara, 
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Clara.  Prithee  read  o'er  her  Letter. 


Li  fancier  reads. 

Monfieur, 

"ST  Know  you  have  confided  the  dark  Sentence  Olinda  gave 
I  us,  and  that,  however  jhe  difguis'd  i$9  it  pointed  move 
at  our  Swords  Edges  than  our  Bodies  Banijhments  \  the 
laft  muft  enjoy  her :  if  we  retire,  our  Touths  are  loft  in  wander- 
ing in  Emulation  we  Jhall  grow  old  Men,  and  feeble,  which 
is  the  fcorn  of  hove,  and  rujt  of  Honour,  and  fo  return  more 
fit  to  wed  our  Sepulchres,  than  the  Saint  we  aim  at ;  let  us 
therefore  make  our  Journey  Jhorl,  and  our  Hearts  ready,  and 
with  our  Swords  in  our  Hands  put  it  to  Fortune,  which  Jhall 
be  worthy  to  receive  that  Blejfing.  Pll  flay  you  on  the  Moun- 
tain^ our  old  hunting  Place,  this  Gentleman  alone  runs  the 
hazard  with  mey  and  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand. 

Your  Servant  Lidian. 

Is  this  your  Wench?  you'll  find  her  a  (harp  Miftrefs. 
What  have  I  thruft  myfelf  into?  Is  this  that  Lidian 
You  told  me  of?   Clara.  The  fame. 

Lif  My  Lady's  Brother? 
No  Caufe  to  heave  my  Sword  againfl  but  his  ? 
To  five  the  Father  Yefterday,  and  this  Morning 
To  help  to  kill  the  Son  ?  This  is  moft  courteous, 
The  only  way  to  make  the  Daughter  doat  on  me. 

Clara.  Why  do  you  mufe  ?  would  you  go  off? 

Uf  No,  no,  I  muft  on  now.    This  will  be  kindly 
taken 

No  Life  to  facrifice,  but  part  of  hers  ? 

Do  you  fight  ftraight?  Clara.  Yes,  prefently. 

Lif.  To  Morrow  then, 
The  baleful  Tidings  of  this  Day  will  break  out, 
And  this  Night's  Sun  will  fet  in  Blood    I'm  troubled : 
If  I  am  kill'd,  I'm  happy. 

Clara.  Will  you  go,  Friend  ? 

Lif  I'm  ready,  Sir.  Fortune,  thou'ft  made  me  mon- 
ftrous.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mai  fort  and  Clarinda. 
Mai.  Your  Coufin,  and  my  true  Friend,  lufty  Leon, 

A  a  4  Shall 
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Shall  know  how  you  ufe  me. 

Clari.  Be  more  temperate, 
Or  I  will  never  ufe,  nor  know  you  more 
Fth*  way  of  a  Servant ;  all  the  Houfe  takes  notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  Foppery  ;  I've  no  fooner 
Perform'd  my  Duties  in  my  Lady's  Chamber, 
And  (he  fcarce  down  the  Stairs,  but  you  appear 
Like  my  evil  Spirit  to  me.    MaL  Can  the  Fifh  live 
Out  of  the  Water,  or  the  Salamander 
Out  of  the  Fire  ?  or  I  live  warm,  but  in 
The  Frying-pan  of  your  Favour? 

Clari.  Pray  you  forget. 
Your  curious  Comparifons,  borrow'd  from 
The  Pond,  and  Kitchen,  and  remember  what 
My  Lady's  pleafure  is  forth'  Entertainment 
Of  !;er  noble  Father.    Mai.  I  would  learn  the  Art 
Of  Mem'ry  in  your  Table-Book. 

Clari.  Very  good,  Sir, 
No  more  but  up  and  ride;  I  apprehend 
Your  Meaning,  foft  Fire  makes  fweet  Malt,  Sir :  I'll 
Anfwer  you  in  a  Proverb.    Mai.  But  one  Kifs  from 
Thy  honey  Lip.    Clari.  You  fight  too  high,  mv  Hand  is 
A  fair  Afcent  from  my  Foot.    His  flav'ring  KifTes 

Spoil  me  more  Gloves,-  -enough  for  once,  you'll  furfeit 

With  too  much  Grace. 

Mai.  Have  you  n'  Imployment  for  me? 

Clari.  Yes,  yes,  go  fend  for  Leon*  and  convey  him 
Into  the  private  Arbour,  from  his  Mouth 
I  hear  your  Praifes  with  more  Faith.    Mai.  I'm  gone. 
Yet  one  thing  e'er  I  go,  there's  at  the  Door 
The  rare  ft  Fortune-teller,  he  hath  told  me 
The  ftrangeft  things;  he  knows  ye  are  my  Miftrefs, 
And  under  Seal  deliver'd  how  many  Children 
I  mall  beget  on  you  ;  pray  you  give  him  hearings 
He'll  make  it  good  to  you. 

Clari.  A  cunning  Man 
Of  your  own  making,  howfoe'er  I'll  hear  him 
At  your  intreaty. 

Mai.  Now  I  perceive  ye  love  me  ; 
Ac  my  entreaty,  come  in  Friend — remember 

Enter 
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Enter  Lancelot  like  a  Fortune-teller,  with  a  Purfe,  and 
two  Letters  in  it. 

To  fpeak  as  I  directed,  he  knows  his  Leflbn, 

And  the  right  way  to  pJeafe  her ;  this  it  is 

To  have  a  Head-piece.  [Exit. 

Clari.  'Tis  faid  you  can  tell 
Fortunes  to  come.    Lan.  Yes,  Miftrefs,  and  what's  paft; 
Un-glove  your  Hand  ;  by  this  ftraight  Line  I  fee 
You  have  lain  crooked.    Clari.  How?  lain  crooked? 

Lan.  Yes ;  and  in  that  Pofture  plaid  at  the  old  Game, 
(No  Body  hears  me,  and  I'll  be  no  blab) 
And  at  it  loft  your  Maidenhead. 

Clari.  A  fhrewd  Fellow  j 
'Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confefs'd  ;  in  this 
Your  Palmeftry  deceives  you    fomething  elfe,  Sir. 

Lan.  Ye're  a  great  Woman  with  your  Lady,  and 
Acquainted  with  her  Counfels. 

Clari.  Still  more  ftrange. 

Lan.  There  is  a  noble  Knight,  Lifander,  loves  her, 
Whom  me  regards  not ;  and  the  Deftinies, 
With  whom  1  am  familiar,  have  deliver'd 
That  by  your  means  alone  he  muft  enjoy  her. 
Your  Hand  again,  yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
Promis'd  him  your  Afliftance,  and  what's  more, 
Tailed  his  Bounty,  tor  which,  from  the  Sky 
There  are  two  hundred  Crowns  drop'd  in  a  Purfe, 
Lookback,  you'll  find  it  true    nay,  open  ir, 
'Tis  good  Gold  I'll  allure  you. (y)Clari.  How,  twoLetters? 
The  firft  indors'd  to  me?  this  to  my  Lady  ? 
Subfcrib'd  Lifander.    Lan.  And  the  Fortune-teller 

His 

(7)  Clari.  How,  t<wo  Letters? 

The  firji  endorsed  to  me  ?  this  to  my  Lady  ? 
Sub/crib*  d  Lifander. 
Probably  the  Author  wrote  thus  : 
 Two  Letters? 

The  firji  endorsed  to  me?  Subfcribxd  Lifander, 

This  to  my  Lady?~\  I  have  made  a  Dam  after  The  firft  en- 
dors' d  to  me,  to  give  time  for  the  opening  or  reading  of  her  own  Let- 
ter i  otherwife  how  could  (he  know  it  was  from  Lifander,  before  fbe 
had  either  broke  the  $eal  or  perus'd  its  Contents  ?  And  it,  feems  as  odd 
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His  Servant  Lancelot.  Clari.  How  had  I  loft  my  Eyes, 
That  I  could  not  know  thee?  Not  a  word  o'th'  lofs 

Of  my  Virginity. 
L:n.  Nor  who  I  am. 

Clari.  I'll  ufe  all  fpeedy  means  for  your  difpatch 
With  a  welcome  Anfwer  ;  but  till  you  receive  it 
Continue  thus  difguis'd.    Monfieur  Malfort 
(You  know  the  way  to  humour  him)  mall  provide 
A  Lodging  for  you,  and  good  Entertainment ; 
Nay,  fince  we  Trade  both  one  way,  thou  malt  have 
Some  feeling  with  me,  take  that.  Lan.  Bountiful  Wench, 
May'ft  thou  ne'er  want  Imployment. 

Clari.  Nor  fuch  Pay,  Boy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lidian  and  Alcidon  at  one  Door9  Lifander  and 
Clarange  at  another. 

Lid.  You're  welcome 

Ale.  Let  us  do  our  Office  firft, 
And  then  make  choice  of  a. new  piece  of  Ground 
To  try  our  Fortunes.  Lif.  All's  rair  here.  Ale.  And  here, 
Their  Swords  are  equal.    Lif.  If  there  be  any  odds 
In  mine  we  will  exchange.   Ale.  We'll  talk  of  that 
When  we  are  farther  off,  farewel. 

Lif.  Farewel,  Friend.  [Exe.  Lif.  and  Ale. 

Ltd.  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle?  Clara.  I  will  find  you 
Imployment,  fear  not.  Lid.  You  know,  Sir,  the  Caufe 
That  brings  us  hither.    Clara.  There  needs  no  more 

difcourfmg, 
No  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  Swords  argue,  and  I  wim,  Clarange^ 
The  proud  Olinda  faw  us. 

Qara.  Wou'd  (he  did  ; 
Whatever  eftimation  me  holds  of  me, 
She  fhou'd  behold  me  like  a  Man  fight  for  her. 

Lid.  Tis  nobly  faidj  feton — Love  and  my  Fortune — 

[They  fight . 

Clara.  The  fame  for  me    come  home  brave  Lidiany 
'Twas  manly  thruft,  this  token  to  the  Lady; 


as  can  be,  for  Lifander  to  fet  his  Name  on  the  Outfide  of  Ca/:'J!as 
Billet,  fince  the  lubicribing  it  at  the  Bottom,  was  all  that  was  requiiu^ 
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Ye  have  it,  Sir,  deliver  it,  take  Breath, 
I  fee  ye  bleed  apace,  ye  (hall  have  fair  play. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Lif.  You  muft  lie  there  a  while,  I  cannot  help  you. 

Lid.  Nay,  then  my  Fortune's  gone,  I  know  I  muft  die: 
(8)  Yet  dearly  will  I  fell  my  Love:  come  on  both, 
And  ufe  your  Fortunes,  1  expect  no  Favour  ; 
"Weak  as  I  am,  my  confidence  fliall  meet  ye. 

Clara.  Yield  up  your  Caufe,  and  live. 

Lid.  What,  doit  thou  hold  me 
A  Recreant,  that  prefers  Life  before  Credit  ? 
Though  I  bleed  hard,  my  Honour  finds  nolflue, 
That's  conftant  to  my  Heart. 

Clara.  Have  at  your  Life  then. 

Lif.  Hold,  or  I'll  turn,  and  bend  my  Sword  againft  ye, 
My  Caufe,  Clarange  too.    View  this  brave  Gentleman, 
That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you  *  he  ftands  nobly, 
And  has  as  great  a  promife  of  the  day 
As  vou  can  tye  unto  yourfelf ;  ht's  readv, 
His  Sword  as  fharp,  view  him  with  that  remembrance, 
That  you  deliver'd  him  to  me,  Clarange : 
And  with  thofe  Eyes,  that  clearnefs  will  become  ye: 
View  him,  as  you  reported  him  •,  furvey  him, 
Fix  on  your  Friendfhip,  Sir.    I  know  you're  noble, 
And  ftep  but  inward  to  your  old  Affection, 
Examine  but  that  Soul  grew  to  your  Bofom, 
And  try  then  if  your  Sword  will  bite,  it  cannot, 
The  Edge  will  turn  again^  afham'd  and  blunted  ; 
Lidian,  you  are  the  Pattern  of  fair  Friendfhip, 
Exampled  for  your  Love,  and  imitated  5 
The  Temple  of  true  Hearts,  ftor'd  with  Affections, 
For  fweetnefs  of  your  Spirit  made  a  Saint: 

(8)  Yet  dearly  I  will  tell  my  Love;  ]  Mr.  Seward  conjectures 

with  me,  that  this  Place  ought  to  run  ihus : 

Yet  dearly  1  will  fell  my  Life  

Life  and  Lc<ve  have  been  put  the  one  for  the  other,  in  more  Places 
than  one,  in  our  Authors  Plays.  He  inftances  in  Cupid's  Revenge 
and  I  in  Act  ^d  of  the  Play  preceding  this,  to  both  which  Places  I 
refer  the  Reader. 

Can 
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Can  you  decline  this  noblenefs  to  Anger  ? 

To  mortal  Anger  ?  'gainft  the  Man  ye  love  moft  ? 

Have  ye  the  Name  of  Virtuous,  not  the  Nature  ? 

Lid.  I  will  fit  down. 

Clara.  And  I'll  fit  by  you,  Lidian. 

Lif.  And  Til  go  on.  CanHeav'n  be  pleas'd  with  thelc 
things  ? 

To  fee  two  Hearts  that  have  been  (9)  twinn'd  together, 

Married  in  Friend  (hip  to  the  World,  a  wonder ; 

Of  one  Growth,  of  one  Nourifhment,  one  Health, 

Thus  mortally  divorc'd  for  one  weak  Woman  ? 

Can  Love  be  pleas'd?  Love  is  a  gentle  Spirit, 

The  Wind  that  blows  the  April  Flowers  not  fofter  ; 

She's  drawn  with  Doves  to  mew  her  Peacefulnefs. 

Lyons  and  bloody  Pards  are  Man's  Servants. 

Would  ye  ferveLove?  do  it  with  humblcnefs, 

Without  a  noife,  with  ftill  Prayers,  and  foft  Murmurs  ; 

Upon  her  Altars  offer  your  Obedience, 

And  not  your  Brawls ;  /he's  won  with  Tears,  not  Terrors; 

That  Fire  ye  kindle  to  her  Deity, 

Is  only  gratetul  when  it  blows  with  fighs, 

And  holy  Incenfe  flung  with  white-hand  Innocence  5 

Ye  wound  her  now    ye  are  too  fuperftitious : 

No  Sacrifice  of  Blood  or  Death  me  longs  for. 

Lid.  Came  he  from  Heaven  ? 

Clara.  He  tells  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 

Lif.  That  par:  of  noble  Love  which  is  moft  fweet, 
And  gives  eternal  Being  to  fair  Beauty, 

(q)   that  have  been  twin'd  together, 

Married  in  Friendjbip  to  the  World,  to  wonder,]  The  Er- 
rors in  thefe  two  Line?,  both  as  to  the  Word*  and  Pointing,  owe  their 
Original  to  nought  but  the  Prefs.  I  correft  ( with  Mr.  Seward)  both 
the  one  and  the  other  thus: 

that  have  beentwinri'd  together, 
Married  in  Friendjbip,  to  the  World  a  Wonder. 
The  former  is  authoris'd  by  the  Poet  himfelf,  at  the  beginning  of  this 
A&,  where  Clarange  fays,  that  himfelf  and  Lidian  were, 
More  than  Companions,  Twins  in  all  their  Attions. 
The  latter  plain  Senfe  requires  otherwife  ; 

Theytvou'd  be  married  to  the  World  in  Friendfliip, 
not  to  F,ach  Other ;  which  manifeftly  contradicls  what  he  defign'4  here 
to  fay. 

Honour^ 
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Honour,  you  hack  a  pieces  with  your  Swords : 
And  that  ye  fight  to  crown,  ye  kill,  fair  Credit. 

Clara.  Thus  we  embrace,  no  more  fight,  but  all  Friend- 
fhip, 

And  (10)  where  Love  pleafes  to  bellow  his  Benefits, 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Ltd.  Nay  brave  Sir,  come  in  too, 
You  may  love  alfo,  and  may  hope ;  if  ye  do, 
And  not  rewarded  for't,  there  is  no  Juftice ; 
Farewel,  Friend,  here  let's  part  upon  our  Pilgrimage, 
It  muft  be  fo,  Cupid  draws  on  our  Sorrows, 
And  where  the  Lot  lights  » 

Clara.  I  mail  count  it  Happinefs. 
Farewel,  dear  Friend. 

Lif.  Firft,  let's  relieve  the  Gentleman 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  Caufe,  and  bring  him  off, 
And  take  fome  Cure  for  your  hurts ;  then  I'll  part  too, 
A  third  unfortunate,  and  willing  Wanderer,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Olinda,  and  Califta. 

Olin.  My  fears  forefaw  'twou'd  come  to  this. 

Cal.  I  wou'd  your  Sentence  had  been  milder. 

Olin.    'Tis  paft  help  now, 

Cal  I  mare  in  your  defpair,  and  yet  my  Hopes 
Have  not  quite  left  me,  fince  all  poflible  means 
Are  praftis'd  to  prevent  the  mifchief  following 
Thrir  mortal  Meeting ;  my  Lord's  coafted  one  way, 
My  Father,  though  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel, 
Hath  took  another ;  my  Brother-in-law  Beronte, 
A  third,  and  ev'ry  Minute  we  muft  look  for 
The  certain  Knowledge  which  we  muft  endure 
With  that  calm  Patience  Heav'n  fhall  pleafe  to  lend  us. 

( ic)  —  where  Low  pleafes  to  befloiv  his  Benefits,']  Lo<ve  here  is 
confidered  as  a  Male  Deity,  tho'  in  the  fke  Speech  a  Lctle  above,  the 
fame  Power  is  wholly  described  as  a  Female  one:  'Tis  true  both  are 
juftifiable,  becaufe  Antiquity  confidered  this  Divinity  as  partaking  of 
either  Sex.  Upon  thi^  Account  I  have  not  dared  to  alter  the  Text : 
But  if  the  Reader  has  a  mind  to  make  the  Poet  confident  with  himfelf, 
and  lay  the  Corruption  only  to  the  Printer's  charge,  'tis  eafily  done, 
by  reading  thus: 

'to  left™  her  Benefits, 

Enter 
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Enter  Dorilaus,  and  Cleander  feverally. 
Dor.  Dead  both? 

Cle.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  *tis  general. 
Olin.  I  hear  my  Faffing- Bell. 
Cat.  Pm  in  a  Fever. 

Cle.  They  lay  their  Seconds  too;  but  what  they  are* 
Is  not  known  yet,  fome  worthy  Fellows  certain. 

Dor.  Where  had  you  Knowledge  ? 

Lie.  Of  the  Country  People, 
'Tis  fpoken  every  where. 

Dor.  I  heard  it  fo  too  ; 
And  'tis  fo  common,  I  do  half  believe  it. 
You've  loft  a  Brother,  Wench,  he  lov'd  you  well, 
And  might  have  liv'd  t'have  done  his  Country  Services 
But  he  is  gone.   Thou  feU'ft  untimely,  Lidian9 
But  by  a  valiant  Hand,  that's  fome  fmall  comfort, 
And  took'ft  him  with  thee  too,  thou  lov'ft  brave  Com- 
pany, 

Weeping  will  do  no  good,  you  loft  a  Servant, 

He  might  have  liv'd  t'have  been  your  Mafter,  Lady, 

But  you  fear'd  that. 

Olin.  Good  Sir,  be  tender  to  me, 
The  News  is  bad  enough,  (i  i)  you  need  not  prefs  it  5 
I  lov'd  him  well,  I  lov'd  'em  both. 

Dor.  It  feems  fo. 
How  many  more  have  you  to  love  fo,  Lady  ? 
They  were  both  Fools  to  fight  for  fuch  a  Fiddle ; 
Certain  there  was  a  dearth  of  noble  Anger, 
When  a  flight  Woman  was  thought  worth  a  quarrel. 

Olin.  Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  Hi  tell  thee  what  I  think,  the  Plague,  War,  Fa- 
mine, 

Nay  put  in  Dice  and  Drunkennefs,  and  thofe 

You'll  grant  are  pretty  helps,  kill  not  fo  many 

(I  mean  fo  many  noble)  as  your  Loves  do, 

Rather  your  Lewdnefs ;  I  crave  your  mercy,  Women. 

Be  not  offended  if  1  anger  ye. 

( 1 1 )  you  need  not  pre/j  it ;]  i,  et  make  it  worfe. 

I'm 


The  Lovers  Progrefs  383 

I'm  fare  ye've  touch'd  me  deep,  I  came  to  be  merry, 
And  with  my  Children,  but  to  fee  one  ruin'd 
By  this  fell  accident — -are  they  all  dead? 
If  they  be,  fpeak  ? 
Cle.  What  News? 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  and  Clarinda  following  with  « 

Letter. 

Ber.  What  dead  ?  ye  pofe  me 
I  underftand  you  not. 

Cle.  My  Brother  Lidian,  Clarange,  and  their  Seconds, 
Ber.  Here's  one  of  'em,  and  fure  this  Gentleman's 
alive. 

Ale.  I  hope  fo,  fo's  your  Son,  Sir,  fo's  brave  Clarange : 
They  fought  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  fufficiently  ; 
We  were  all  hurt,  that  bred  the  general  rumour, 
But  friends  again  all,  and  like  Friends  we  parted. 

Cle.  Heard  ye  of  Lifander  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  and  mifs'd  him  narrowly ; 
He  was  one  of  th'  Combatants,  fought  with  this  Gentle- 
man, 

Second  againft  your  Brother  \  by  his  WTifclom 
(For  certainly  good  Fortune  follows  him) 
All  was  made  Peace.    Fll  tell  you  th'  reft  at  Dinner, 
For  we  are  hungry. 

Ale.  I  before  I  eat 
Muft  pay  a  Vow  I'm  fworn  to  \  my  Life,  Madam, 
Was  at  Lifander's  mercy,  I  live  by  it ; 
And  for  the  noble  Favour,  he  defir'd  me 
To  kifs  your  fair  Hand  for  him,  offering 
This  fecond  fervice  as  a  Sacrifice 
At  th'  Altar  of  your  Virtues. 

Dor.  Come,  joy  on  all  fides ; 
Heav'n  will  not  fuffer  honeft  Men  to  periili. 

Cle,  Be  proud  of  fuch  a  Friend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me,  Madam, 
It  was  a  grief  might  have  concern'd  you  near  too. 

Cle.  No  work  of  excellence  but  ftill  Uiander^—* 
Go  thy  ways  worthy. 

Olin.  We'll  be  merry  too. 

Were 
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Were  I  to  fpeak  again,  I  would  be  wifer. 

[Exe.  Manent  Clarin.  and  Califl. 

CaL  Too  much  of  this  rare  Cordial  makes  me  Sick, 
However  I  obey  you.    Clari.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  apt  time  to  move  her,  Madam.    CaL  Who's  that  ? 

Clari.  Your  Servant,  I  would  fpeak  with  your  Ladymip. 

CaL  Why  doft  thou  look  about  ? 

Clari.  I've  private  Bufinefs 
That  none  muft  hear  but  you.  Lifander  <-  ■ 

CaL  Where? 

Clari.  Nay,  he's  not  here,  but  wou'd  intreat  this  favour, 
Some  of  your  Balfam  from  your  own  Hand  given, 
For  he's  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  wou'd  cure  him. 

CaL  He  mall  have  all  my  Pray'rs  too. 

Clari.  But  conceive  me, 
It  muft  be  from  yourfelf  immediately. 
Pity  fo  brave  a  Gentleman  fhou'd  peri/h, 
He's  Superftitious,  and  he  holds  your  Hand 
Of  infinite  Power.  I'd  not  urge  this,  Madam, 
But  only  in  a  Man's  Extreams,  to  help  him, 

CaL  Let  him  come, 
Good  Wench,  'tis  that  I  wifli,  I'm  happy  in't, 
My  Husband  his  true  Friend,  my  noble  Father, 
The  fair  Olinda^  all  defire  to  fee  him  ; 
He  mall  have  many  Hands. 

Clari.  That  he  defires  not, 
Nor  Eyes,  but  yours  to  look  upon  his  Miferies, 
For  then  he  thinks  'twou'd  be  no  perfect  Cure,  Madam  \ 
He  wou'd  come  private. 

Cat.  How  can  that  be  here  ? 
I  fhail  do  wrong  unto  all  thofe  that  honour  him, 
Befides  my  Credit. 

Clari.  Dare  ye  not  truft  a  hurt  Man  ? 
Not  (train  a  Courtefie  to  fave  a  Gentleman  ? 
To  fave  his  Life,  that  has  fav'd  all  your  Family  ? 
A  Man  that  comes  like  a  poor  mortify'd  Pilgrim 
Only  to  beg  a  blefllng,  and  depart  again  ? 
He  wou'd  but  fee  you,  that  he  thinks  wou'd  cure  him. 
But  fince  you  find  fit  Reafons  to  the  contrary, 
And  that  it  cannot  ftand  with  your  clear  Honour, 

(Though 
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(Though  you  beft  know  how  well  he  has  de/erv'd  of  ye 
I'll  fend  him  word  back,  though  I  grieve  to  do  it, 
(Grieve  at  my  Soul,  for  certainly  'twill  kill  him,) 
What  your  Will  is.    Cal.  Stay,  1  will  think  upon't ; 
Where  is  he,  Wench?    Clari.  If  you  defire  to  fee  him, 
Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  fball  be  with  ye, 
And  in  that  time  that  no  Man  (hall  fufpcft  ye ; 
Your  Honour,  Madam, 's  in  your  own  free  keeping; 
Your  Care  in  me,  in  him  all  Honefty  ; 
If  ye  defire  him  not,  let  him  pafs  by  ye: 
And  all  his  Bufinefs  reckon  but  a  Dream. 

Cal.  Go  in  and  counfel  me,  I  wou'd  fain  fee  him, 
And  willingly  comfort  him. 

Clari.  'Tis  in  your  Pow'r. 
And  if  you  dare  truft  me,  you  mall  do't  fafely. 
Read  that,  and  let  that  tell  you,  how  he  honours  you. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III.    scene  1. 

Enter  Clarinda  with  a  Key,  and  Leon. 

Leon,  rr^  HIS  happy  Night  ■  [Kifes  her. 

JL      Clari.  Preferve  this  Eagernefs 
Till  we  meet  nearer,  there  is  fomething  done 
Will  give  us  Opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  Girl,  the  Plot  ? 

Clari.  You  (hall  hear  that  at  leifure. 
The  whole  Houfe  reels  with  Joy  at  the  Report 
Of  Lidian's  Safety,  and  that  Joy  increas'd 
From  their  AfTeclion  to  the  brave  Lifander^ 
In  being  made  th'  happy  Inftrument  to  compound 
The  bloody  Diff  'rence. 

Leon.  They'll  hear  fliortly  that 
Will  turn  their  Mirth  to  Mourning ;  he  was  then 
The  principal  means  to  fave  two  Lives,  but  fmce 
There  are  two  fain,  and  by  his  fingle  Hand, 
For  which  his  Life  muft  anfwer,  if  the  King, 
Whofe  Arm  is  long,  can  reach  him, 

Vol.  V,  Bb  Carl. 
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Clari.  We  have  now 
No  Jpare  time  to  hear  Stories :  take  this  Key, 
Twiil  make  your  Paffage  to  the  Banqueting- Houfe 
1'  the  Garden  free. 

Leon.  You  will  not  fail  to  come? 

Clari.  For  mine  own  fake  ne'er  doubt  it ;  now  for  Li- 
fander.  [Exit  Leon. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Cleander,  and  Servants  with  Lights. 

Dor.  To  Bed,  to  Bed,  'tis  very  late.  Cle.  To  Bed  all, 
I've  drank  a  Health  too  much. 

Dor*  You'll  deep  the  better, 
My  ufual  Phyfick  that  way. 

Cle.  Where's  your  Miftrefs  ? 

Clari.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill  and  aguifh : 
The  late  Fright  of  her  Brother  has  much  troubl'd  her; 
She  would  entreat  to  lie  alone. 

Cle.  Her  Pleafure. 

Dor.  Commend  my  Love  t'  her,  and  my  Pray'rs  for  her 
Health, 

I'll  fee  her  ere  I  go.  [Exit.  Manet  Clari. 

Clari.  All  good  reft  to  ye : 
Now  to  my  Watch  for  Lifander,  when  he's  furnifh'd, 
For  mine  own  Friend  ;  fince  I  Hand  Ccntinel, 
I  love  to  laugh  i'  th'  Evenings  too,  and  may, 
The  priv'lege  of  my  Place  will  warrant  it.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lifander  and  Lancelot. 

Lif.  You've  done  well  hitherto ;  where  are  we  now  ? 
Lan.  Not  far  from  th'  Houfe,  I  hear  by  th'  OwK 

there  are 

Many  of  your  Welch  Faulconers  about  it ; 
Here  were  a  Night  to  chufe  to  run  away  with 
Another  Man's  Wife,  and  do  the  Feat. 

Lif.  Peace,  Knave, 
The  Houfe  is  here  before's,  and  fome  may  hear  us  5 
The  Candles  are  all  out. 

Lan.  But  one  i'th'  Parlour, 
I  fee  it  fimper  hither ;  pray  come  this  way. 

Lif.  Step  to  the  Garden-door,  and  feel  and't  be  open. 

Lan; 
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Lan.  I'm  going,  Luck  deliver  me  fro'th'  Saw-pits, 
Or  I  am  buried  quick :  I  hear  a  Dog, 
No,  'tis  a  Cricket,  ha !  here's  a  Cuckold  buried, 
Take  heed  of 's  Horns,  Sir ;  here's  the  Door,  'tis  open. 

Clari.  [At  the  Door.}  Who's  there? 

Lif  A  Friend. 

Clari.  Sir !  Lifander  I 

Lif.  U 

Clari.  Y'  are  welcome,  follow  me,  and  make  no  Noife. 
Lif.  Go  to  your  Horfe,  and  keep  your  Watch  with 
care,  Sirrah, 

And  be  fure  ye  fleep  not.  [Exeunt  Lif.  and  Clari. 

Lif.  Send  me  out  the  Dairy-maid 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  waking. 
My  fellow  Horfe,  and  I,  now  muft  difcourfe 
Like  two  learn'd  Almanack-makers,  of  the  Stars, 
And  tell  what  a  plentiful  Year  'twill  prove  of  Drunkards. 
If  I'd  but  a  pottle  of  Sack,  like  a  fharp  Prickle, 
To  knock  my  Nofe  againft  when  I  am  nodding, 
I  fhould  fing  like  a  Nightingale  ;  but  I  muft 
Keep  watch  without  it  •,  I  am  apt  to  dance, 
Good  Fortune  guide  me  from  the  Fairies  Circles.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda  with  a  Taper ^  and  Lifander  with  a  Piftol9 
two  Chairs  fet  out. 

Clari.  [to  Lifander."]  Come  near ; 

[Califta  fitting  behind  a  Curtain, 
1*11  leave  ye  now,  draw  but  that  Curtain, 
And  have  your  Wifh  •,  now  Leon  I'm  for  thee. 
We  that  are  Servants  muft  make  ufe  of  ftol'n  Hours, 
And  be  glad  of  fnatch'd  Occafions.  [Exit. 

Lif.  She's  adeep, 
Fierce  Love  hath  clos'd  his  Lights,  (I  may  look  on  her,) 
Within  her  Eyes  'has  lock'd  his  Graces  up ; 
I  may  behold  and  live ;  how  fweet  me  breathes! 
The  orient  Morning  breaking  out  in  Odours 
Is  not  fo  full  of  Perfumes  as  her  Breath  is  *, 
She's  the  Abftracl  of  all  Excellence, 
And  fcorns  a  Parallel. 

Cal  Who's  there? 

B  b  2  Lif 
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Lif  Your  Servant, 
Your  mod  obedient  Slave,  ador'd  Lady, 
That  comes  but  to  behold  thofe  Eyes  again, 
And  pay  fome  Vows  I  have  to  facred  Beauty, 
And  fo  pafs  by ;  I'm  blind  as  Ignorance, 
And  know  not  where  I  wander,  how  I  liver 
Till  I  receive  from  their  bright  Influence 
Light  to  direct  me-,  for  Devotion's  fake, 
(You  are  the  Saint  I  tread  thefe  holy  Steps  to, 
And  holy  Saints  are  all  relenting  Sweetnefs;) 
Be  not  enrag'd,  nor  be  not  angry  with  me ; 
The  greateft  Attribute  of  Heav'n  is  Mercy ; 
And  'tis  the  Crown  of  Juftice,  and  the  Glory, 
Where  it  may  kill  with  Right,  to  fave  with  Pity. 

CaL  Why  do  you  kneel,  I  know  you  come  to  mock  me, 
T*  upbraid  me  with  the  Benefits  you've  given  me, 
Which  are  too  many,  and  too  mighty,  Sir, 
For  my  Return ;  and  I  confefs  'tis  Juftice, 
That  for  my  Cruelty  you  fhould  defpife  me  \ 
And  I  expect,  however  you  are  calm  now, 
(A  Foil  you  ftrive  to  fet  your  Caufe  upon,) 
It  will  break  out,  Calif  a  is  unworthy, 
Coy,  proud,  difdainful,  I  acknowledge  all, 
Colder  of  Comfort  than  the  frozen  North  is, 
And  more  a  Stranger  to  Lifander's  Worth, 
His  Youth  and  Faith,  than  it  becomes  her  Gratitude ; 
I  blufh  to  grant  it,  yet  take  this  along, 
(A  fovereign  Medicine  to  allay  Difpleafure, 
May  be  an  Argument  to  bring  me  off  too ;) 
She's  marry'd,  and  fhe's  chafte ;  how  fweet  that  founds  -,# 
How  it  perfumes  all  Air  'tis  fpoken  in ! 
O  dear  Lifander,  wou'd  you  break  this  Union  ? 

Lif.  No,  I  adore  it:  Let  me  kifs  your  Hand, 
And  feal  the  fair  Faith  of  a  Gentleman  on  it. 

CaL  You're  truly  valiant ;  would  it  not  afflict  you 
To  have  the  horrid  Name  of  Coward  touch  you  ? 
Such  is  the  Whore  to  me. 

Lif.  I  nobly  thank  ye ; 
And  may  I  be  the  fame  when  I  diflionour  ye ; 
This  I  may  do  again.  iKiJfmg  her  Hand, 

CaL 
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CaL  Ye  may,  and  worthily  ; 
Such  Comforts  Maids  may  grant  with  Modefty, 
And  neither  (12)  make  them  poor,  nor  wrong  their  Bounty ; 
Noble  Lifander,  how  fond  now  I'm  of  ye! 
I  heard  you  were  hurt. 

Lif  You  dare  not  heal  me,  Lady  ? 
I  am  hurt  here.  How  fweetly  now  flie  blufhes ! 
Excellent  Objects  kill  our  Sight,  me  blinds  me : 
The  Rofes  in  the  Pride  of  May  mew  pale  to  her. 

0  Tyrant  Cuftom,  and  O  coward  Honour ! 
How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own  Chains ! 
May  I  not  kifs  you  now  in  Superftition  ? 

For  you  appear  a  thing  that  I  wou'd  kneel  to  : 
Let  me  err  that  way.  \J^£is  her. 

CaL  Ye  fhall  err  for  once, 

1  have  a  kind  of  noble  Pity  on  you. 

Among  your  manly  Sufferings,  make  this  moft, 
To  err  no  farther  in  Delire,  for  then,  Sir, 
Ye  add  unto  the  Gratitudes  I  owe  you 
And  after  Death,  your  dear  Friend's  Soul  fhall  blefs  you; 
Lif.  I'm  wondrous  honeft. 

Cal.  I  dare  try.  [Kifes  her. 

Lif.  I've  tafted 
A  Bleffednefs  too  great  for  dull  Mortality, 
Once  more,  and  let  me  die. 

CaL  I  dare  not  murder ; 
How  will  Maids  curfe  me  if  I  kill  with  Rifles, 
And  young  Men  fly  th'  Embraces  of  fair  Virgins  j 
Come  pray  fit  down,  buc  let's  talk  temperately. 

Lif  Is  my  dear  Friend  abed  ? 

CaL  Yes,  and  afleep, 
Secure  afleep ;  'tis  Midnight  too,  Lifander, 
Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Lif  You  fee  I  am  a  Statue, 
I  cou'd  not  Hand  elfe,  as  I'd  eaten  Ice, 

(12)  —  make  her  poor,  nor  -ivrong  her  Bounty ;]  As  her  has  nothing 
to  refer  to  bat  Maids  in  the  Line  above,  we  mull  certainly  change  the 
Number,  and  write, 

 make  them  poor,  ner  wrong  their  Bounty, 

Bb  a  Or 
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Or  took  into  my  Blood  a  drowfy  Poifon, 
And  Nature's  nobleft,  brighter!:  Flame  burn  in  me ; 
Midnight  ?  and  I  ftand  quietly  to  behold  fo  ? 
The  Alarm  rung,  and  1  deep  like  a  Coward  ? 
I'm  worn  away,  my  Faith,  and  dull  Obedience 
Like  Crutches,  carry  my  decayed  Body 
Down  to  the  Grave  ;  I  have  no  Youth  within  me  \ 
Yet  happily  you  love  too. 
CaL  Love  with  Honour. 

Lif  Honour?  What's  that?  'tis  but  a  fpecious  Title 
We  fhou'd  not  prize  too  high. 
CaL  Dearer  than  Life. 

Lif  The  Value  of  it,  is  as  Time  has  made  it, 
And  Time  and  Cuftom  have  too  far  infulted: 
We  are  no  Gods,  to  b'  always  tied  to  Strictnefs 
'Tis  a  Prefumption  to  (hew  too  like  'em  ; 
March  but  an  Hour  or  two  under  Love's  Enfigns, 

We  have  Examples  of  great  Memories  

CaL  But  foul  ones  too,  that  Greatnefs  cannot  cover ; 
That  Wife  that  by  Example  fins,  fins  double, 
And  pulls  the  Curtain  open  to  her  Shame  too ; 
Methinks  t'  enjoy  you  thus— — 

Lif  'Tis  no  Joy,  Lady; 
A  longing  Bride,  if  me  ftop  here,  wou'd  cry, 
The  Bridegroom  too,  and  with  juft  Caufe,  curfe  Hymen  -0 
But  yield  a  little,  be  one  Hour  a  Woman, 
(I  do  not  fpeak  this  to  compel  you,  Lady) 
And  give  your  Will  but  Motion,  Jet  it  ftir, 
But  in  the  Tafte  of  that  weak  Fears  call  Evil, 
Try  it  to  underftand  it,  we'll  do  nothing, 
You'll  never  come  to  know  pure  good  elfe. 
CaL  Fie,  Sir. 

Lif  I've  found  a  way ;  let's  flip  into  this  Error 
As  Innocents,  that  knew  not  what  we  did  j 
As  we  were  dreaming  both  let  us  embrace  ; 
The  Sin  is  none  of  ours  then,  but  our  Fancies. 
What  have  1  faid  ?  What  Blafphemy  to  Honour  ? 
O  my  bafe  Thoughts!  Pray  ye  take  this  and  fhoot  me. 
My  villain  Thoughts !  [ Noife  within. 

CaL  1  weep  your  Mifery, 

And 
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And  wou'd  to  Heav'n  What  Noife? 

Lif  It  comes  on  louder. 
Kill  me,  and  fave  yourfelf ;  fave  your  fair  Honour, 
And  lay  the  Fault  on  me,  let  my  Life  perifh, 
My  bafe  lafcivious  Life,  fhoot  quickly,  Lady. 

Cal.  Not  for  the  World  *  retire  behind  the  Hangings, 
And  there  ftand  clofe  —  my  Husband,  clofe  Lifander. 

Enter  Cleander  with  a  T aper. 

Cle.  Deareft,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  O  my  fad  Heart ;  my  Head !  my  Head ! 

Cle.  Alas  poor  Soul!  What  do  you  out  of  your  Bed? 
You  take  cold,  my  Califta  ;  how  do  ye  ? 

Cal.  Not  fo  well,  Sir,  to  lye  by  ye:  my  Brother's 
Fright  

Cle.  I  had  a  frightful  Dream  too, 
A  very  frightful  Dream,  my  beft  Califta. 
Methought  there  came  a  Dragon  to  your  Chamber, 
A  furious  Dragon,  Wife,  I  yet  make  at  it. 
Are  all  things  well? 

Lif.  [From  behind  the  Hangings.]  Shall  I  moot  him  ? 

Cal.  No.  All's  well,  Sir. 

'Twas  but  your  Care  of  me,  your  loving  Care 
Which  always  watches. 

Cle.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  rifen  thus  out  of  his  Den, 
As  I  do  from  thefe  Hangings. 

Lif.  Dead. 

Cal.  Hold,  good  Sir. 

Cle.  And  forc'd  ye  in  his  Arms  thus. 

Cal.  'Twas  but  Fancy 
That  troubled  ye,  here's  nothing  to  difturb  me  y 
Good  Sir,  to  reft  again,  and  I'm  now  drowfy, 
And  will  to  bed ;  make  no  Noife,  deareft  Husband, 
But  let  me  fleep  ;  before  you  can  call  any  Body 
I  am  abed.  Cle.  This,  and  fweet  Reft  dwell  with  ye.  [Exit. 

Cal.  Come  out  again  ;  and  as  you  love,  Lifander^ 
Make  hafte  away,  you  fee  his  Mind  is  troubled  :  - 
D'  you  know  the  Door  ye  came  at? 

Lif  Well,  fweet  Lady. 

B  b  4  Cal 
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Cal.  And  can  ye  hit  it  readily  ? 

Lif.  1  warrant  ye 
And  mud  I  go  ?  Muft  here  end  all  my  Happicefs? 
Here  in  a  Dream,  as  if  it  had  no  Subftance  ? 

Cal.  For  this  time,  Friend,  or  here  begin  our  Ruins; 
We  are  both  miferable. 

Lif.  This  is  fome  Comfort 
In  my  Affii&ions ;  they're  fo  full  already, 
They  can  find  no  increafe. 

Cal.  Dear,  fpeak  no  more. 

Lif  You  muft  be  filent  then.  Cal.  Farewel,  Lifander, 
Thou  joy  of  Man  farewel. 

LiJ.  Farewel,  bright  Lady, 
Honour  of  Woman-kind,  a  heav'nly  Blefllng. 

Cal  Be  ever  honeft. 

Uf.  ril  be  a  Dog  elfe  ; 
The  Virtues  of  your  Mind  I'll  make  my  Library^ 
In  which  I'll  ftudy  the  celeftial  Beauty  : 
Your  Conftancy,  my  Armour  that  I'll  fight  in : 
And  on  my  Sword  your  Chaftity  fhall  fit, 
Terror  to  Rebel  Blood. 

Cal.  Once  more  farewel :  [Noife  within. 

O  chat  my  Modefty  cou'd  hold  you  ftill,  Sir, — 
Hr  comes  again. 

Lif  Heav'n  keep  my  Hand  from  Murder, 
Murder  of  him  I  love. 

Cal.  Away,  dear  Friend, 
Down  to  the  Garden-Stairs,  that  way,  Lifandery 
We  are  betray'd  elfe. 

Lif  Honour  guard  the  Innocent.         [Exit  Lifander. 

Enter  Cleander. 

Qe.  Still  up?  I  fear'd  your  Health. 

Cal.  'Has  mifs'd  him  happily 
I'm  going  now,  I've  done  my  Meditations, 
My  Heart's  almoft  at  Peace. 

Cle.  To  my  warm  Bed  then. 

Cal.  I  will,  pray  ye  lead.  [_A  Piflol  Jhot  within. 

Cle.  A  Piftol  fhot  iW  Houfe  ? 
At  thefe  Hours  ?  Sure  fome  Thief,  fome  Murderer : 

Rife 
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Rife  ho,  rife  all,  I  am  betray'd. 

Cal.  O  Fortune! 
O  giddy  thing!  'has  met  fome  Oppolition, 
And  kill'd  ;  I  am  confounded,  loll  for  ever. 

Enter  Dorilaus. 

Dor.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Cle.  Thieves,  my  noble  Father, 
Villains  and  Rogues.    Dor.  Indeed  I  heard  a  Piftol, 
Let's  fearch  about. 

Enter  Malfort,  Clarinda,  and  Servants. 

Mai.  To  Bed  again  ;  they're  gone,  Sir, 
(I  will  not  bid  you  thank  my  Valour  for't ;) 
Gone  at  the  Garden-Door,  there  were  a  Dozen, 
And  bravely  arm'd,  I  faw  'em.    Clari.  I  am  glad, 
Glad  at  the  Heart. 

Ser.  One  (hot  at  me,  and  mifs'd  me. 

Mai.  No,  'twas  at  me,  the  Bullet  flew  clofe  by  me, 
Clofe  by  my  Ear ;  another  had  a  huge  Sword, 
Flourifli'd  it  thus,  but  at  the  Point  I  met  him  ; 
But  the  Rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  Lordfhip, 
(As  fure  your  Name  is  terrible,  and  we 
Not  much  unlike  i'th'  dark )  roar'd  out  aloud, 
It  is  the  Kill-Cow  Dorilaus    and  away 
They  ran  as  they  had  flown :  Now  you  mud  love  me, 

\j4fide  to  Clarinda. 

Or  fear  me  for  my  Courage,  Wench. 

Clari.  O  Rogue! 
O  lying  Rogue!  Lifander  (tumbled,  Madam, 
At  the  Stairs  head,  and  in  the  fall  the  Shot  went  ofT; 
Was  gone  before  they  rofe. 

Cal.  I  thank  Heav'n  for't. 

Clari.  I  was  frighted  too,  it  fpoil'd  my  Game  with  Leon. 
Cle.  You  mult  fit  up-,  and  they'd  come  to  your  Chamber 
What  Pranks  would  they  have  plaid?  How  came  the 
Door  open  ? 

Mai.  I  heard  'em  when  they  forc'd  it ;  up  I  rofe, 
Took  Durindana  in  my  Hand,  and  like 
Orlando ,  iffu'd  forth. 

Clari. 
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Clan.  I  know  you're  valiant. 

Cle.  To  bed  again, 
And  be  you  henceforth  provident ;  at  Sun-rifmg 
We  muft  part  for  a  while. 

Dor.  When  you  are  abed, 
Take  leave  of  her,  there  'twill  be  worth  the  taking, 
Here  'tis  but  a  cold  Ceremony  ;  ere  long 
We'll  find  Lifander,  or  we  have  ill  Fortune. 

Cle.  Lock  all  the  Doors  faft. 

Mai.  Though  they  all  flood  open, 
My  Name  writ  on  the  Door,  they  dare  not  enter.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Clarange,  and  Friar  with  a  Letter. 

Clara.  Turn'd  Hermit  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  and  a  devout  one  too ; 
I  heard  him  preach.    Clara.  That  lefTens  my  Belief, 

For  though  I  grant  my  Lidian  a  Scholar-  

As  far  as  fits  a  Gentleman,  'hath  ftudied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he's  a  Mafter, 
Civility  of  Manners,  Courtfhip,  Arms ; 
But  never  aim'd  at,  as  I  could  perceive, 
The  deep  Points  of  Divinity. 

Friar.  That  confirms  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  (Mentation  or  Hypocrify,  ' 
The  Cankers  of  Religion  ;  his  Sermon 
So  full  of  Gravity,  and  with  fuch  Sweetnefs 
Deliver'd,  that  it  drew  the  Admiration 
Of  all  the  Hearers,  on  him  ;  his  own  Letters 
To  you,  which  witnefs  he  will  leave  the  World, 
And  theft  to  fair  Olinda,  his  late  Miftrefs, 
In  which  he  hath  with  all  the  moving  Language 
That  ever  exprefs'd  Rhetorick,  follicited 
The  Lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
BlefTed  in  her  Embraces,  may  remove 
All  fcrup'lous  Doubts. 

Clara.  It  ftrikes  a  Sadnefs  in  me, 
I  know  not  what  to  think  oft. 

Friar.  Ere  he  entred 
His  folitary  Cell,  he  penn'd  a  Ditty, 

His 
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His  long  and  laft  Farewel  to  Love,  and  Women, 
So  feelingly,  that  I  confefs,  however 
It  ftands  not  with  my  Order  to  be  taken 
With  fuch  Poetical  Raptures,  I  was  mov'd 
And  ftrangely,  with  it. 

Clara.  Have  you  th*  Copy  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  Sir : 
IV! y  Novice  too  can  fing  it,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clara.  And  it  will  come  timely, 
For  I  am  full  of  melancholy  Thoughts, 
A  gain  ft  which  I  have  heard,  with  reafon,  Mufick 
To  be  the  fpeediett  Cure,  pray  you  apply  it. 

A  SONG  by  the  Novice. 

Adieu  fond  Love,  farewel  you  wanton  Pow'rs9 

I'm  free  again  ; 
ffhou  dull  Difeafe  of  Blood  and  idle  Hours, 

Bewitching  Pain, 
Fly  to  the  Fools  that  figh  away  their  time. 
My  nobler  Love  to  Heaven  climb) 
And  there  behold  Beauty  fill  youngs 
That  Time  can  ne'er  corrupt,  nor  Death  deftroy  \ 
Immortal  Sweetnefs  by  fair  Angels  fung. 
And  honour' d  by  Eternity  and  Joy : 
There  lives  my  Love,  thither  my  Hopes  afpire  ; 
Fond  Love  declines,  this  heav'nly  Love  grows  higher. 

Friar.  How  do  y'  approve  it? 

Clara.  To  its  due  Defert. 
It  is  a  heav'nly  Hymn,  no  Ditty,  Father, 
It  pafles  through  my  Ears  unto  my  Sou), 
And  works  divinely  on  it  ->  give  me  leave 
'  A  little  to  confider-,  fhall  1  be 
Out-done  in  all  things  ?  nor  good  of  myfelf, 
Nor  by  Example?  fhall  my  loofe  Hopes  ftill, 
The  Viands  of  a  fond  Affedtion,  feed  me 
As  I  were  a  fenfual  Beaft  ?  and  fpiritual  Food 
Refus'd  by  my  fick  Palate  ?  'tis  refolv'd. 

How 
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How  far  off,  Father,  doth  this  new-made  Hermit 
Make  his  Abode  ? 

Fri.  Some  two  Days  Journey,  Son. 

Clara.  Having  reveal'd  my  fair  Intentions  to  ye, 
I  hope  your  Piety  will  not  deny  me 
Your  Aids  to  further 'em  ?    Fri.  That  were  againft 
A  good  Man's  Charity.    Clara.  My  firft  Requeft  is, 
You  wou'd  fome  time,  for  Reafons  I  will  mew  you, 
Defer  Delivery  of  Lidian's  Letters 
To  fair  Olinda. 

Fri.  Well,  Sir. 

Clara.  For  what  follows, 
You  mall  direct  me  ;  fomething  I  will  do, 
A  new-born  Zeal  and  Friendfhip  prompts  me  to.  [Ex. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Cleander,  Chamberlain,  a  Table, 
Tapers  and  Chairs. 

Cle.  We  have  fupp'd  well,  Friend  3  let  our  Beds  be  ready, 
We  muft  be  ftirring  early. 

Cham.  They  are  made,  Sir. 

Dor.  I  cannot  fleep  yet,  where's  the  jovial  Hoft 
You  told  me  of  ?  'thas  been  my  cuftom  ever 
To  parly  with  mine  Hoft. 

Cle.  He's  a  good  Fellow, 
And  fuch  a  one  I  know  you  love  to  laugh  with  ; 
Go  call  your  Mafler  up. 

Cham.  He  cannot  come,  Sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  a-bed  with's  Wife  ? 

Cham.  No  certainly. 

Dor.  Or  with  fome  other  Guefts  ? 

Cham.  Neither,  and't  like  ye. 

Cle,  Why  then  he  fhall  come  by  your  leave,  my  Friend, 
I'll  fetch  him  up  myfelf. 

Cham.  Indeed  you'll  fail,  Sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  i'th''Houfe  ? 

Cham.  No,  but  he  is  hard  by,  Sir  ; 
He's  faft  in's  Grave,  he  has  been  dead  thefe  three  Weeks. 

Dor.  Then  o'my  Conlcience  he  will  come  but  lamely, 
And  dilcourfe  worfe. 


Cle. 
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Cle.  Farewel  mine  honeft  Hoft  then, 
Mine  honeft  merry  Hoft  ;  will  you  to  Bed  yet  ? 

Dor.  No,  not  this  Hour,  I  prithee  fit  and  chat  by  me. 

Cle.  Give  us  a  Quart  of  Wine  then,  we'll  be  merry. 

Dor.  A  match,  my  Son  ;  pray  let  your  Wine  be  living, 
Or  lay  it  by  your  Mafter. 

Cham.  'T  fhall  be  quick,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Dor.  Has  not  mine  Hoft  a  Wife  ? 

Cle.  A  good  old  Woman. 

Dor.  Another  Coffin,  that  is  not  fo  handfome  ; 
Your  Hoftefles  in  Inns  fhould  be  Blith  things, 
Pretty  and  young,  to  draw  in  Paffengers  % 
She'll  ne'er 

Fill  her  Beds  well,  if  fhe  be  n't  beauteous. 

Enter  Chamberlain  with  Wine. 

Cle.  And  courteous  too. 

Dor.  I,  I,  and  a  good  Fellow, 
That  will  miftake  fometimes  a  Gentleman 
For  her  good  Man.    Well  done ;  here's  to  Lifander. 

Cle.  My  full  Love  meets  it  ;  make  fire  in  our  Lodgings, 
We'll  trouble  thee  no  farther ;  to  your  Son. 

[Exit  Chamberlain. 

Dor.  Put  in  Clarange  too  ;  off  with't,  I  thank  ye ; 
This  Wine  drinks  merrier  ftill.    O  for  mine  Hoft  now, 
Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  difpos'd, 
I  would  fo  claw  his  Pate. 

Cle.  You're  a  hard  drinker. 

Dor.  I  love  to  make  mine  Hoft  drunk,  he'll  lie  then 
The  rareft,  and  the  roundeft,  of  his  Friends, 
His  Quarrels,  and  his  Guefts,  and  they're  th'beft  Bauds 
too, 

Take  'em  in  that  Tune.  Cle.  You  know  all.  Dor.  I  did  Son, 
But  Time  and  Arms  have  worn  me  out.  Cle.  *Tis  late,  Sir,  . 
I  hear  none  ftirring.  [A  Lute  is  /truck.} 

Dor.  Hark,  what's  that,  a  Lute  ? 
'Tis  at  the  Door,  I  think. 

Cle.  The  Doors  are  (hut  faft. 


Dor. 
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Dor.  'Tis  Morning  fure,  the  Fidlers  are  got  up 
To  fright  Mens  deeps  ;  have  we  ne'er  a  Pifs-pot  ready  ? 
Cle.  Now  I  remember,  I've  heard  mine  Hoft  that* 
dead, 

Touch  a  Lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  fing  too, 
A  brave  17b ill  mean. 

Dor.  Yd  give  a  brace  of  French  Crowns 
To  fee  him  rife  and  fiddle.    Cle.  Hark,  a  Song, 
Now  as  I  live  it  is  his  Voice. 


A  SONG. 

9Tis  late  and  cold,  fiir  up  the  Fire  \ 
Sit  clofe,  and  draw  the  Table  nigher  \ 
Be  merry,  and  drink  Wine  that's  old, 
A  hearty  Med' cine  'gainfl  a  Cold. 
Tour  Beds  of  wanton  Down  the  beft, 
Where  you  Jhall  tumble  to  your  reft ; 
/  ccu'd  wijhyou  Wenches  too, 
But  I  am  dead \  and  cannot  do  ; 
Call  for  the  beft  the  Houfe  may  ring, 
Sack,  White,  and  Claret,  let  them  brings 
And  drink  apace,  while  Breath  you  have, 
Tou'll  find  but  cold  Drink  in  the  Grave  ; 
Plover,  Partridge,  for  your  Dinner, 
And  a  Capon  for  the  Sinner, 
Tou  Jhall  find  ready  when  you're  up, 
And  your  Horfe  Jhall  have  his  fup  : 

Welcome  JJjall  fly  round, 

And  I  Jhall  fmile  though  under  Ground. 

Dor.  He  fmgs  well,  the  Devil  has  a  pleafant  Pipe, 
Cle.  The  fellow  ly'd  fure. 

Enter  Hoft. 

He  is  not  dead,  he's  here  :  how  pale  he  looks ! 
Dor.  Is  this  he  ? 
Cle.  Yes. 

Hojl. 


The  Lovers  Prog  reft.  399 

Hoft.  You're  welcome,  noble  Gentlemen, 
My  brave  old  Gued  molt  welcome. 

Cle.  Lying  Knaves, 
To  tell  us  you  were  dead  ;  come  fit  down  by  us, 
We  thank  ye  for  your  Song. 

Hoft.  Wou'd't  had  been  better. 

Dor.  Speak,  are  ye  dead  ? 

Hoft.  Yes  indeed  am  I,  Gentlemen, 
I  have  been  dead  thefe  three  Weeks. 

Dor.  Then  here's  to  ye, 
To  comfort  your  cold  Body.    Cle.  What  d'you  mean  ? 
Stand  further  off.    Dor.  I  will  ftand  nearer  to  him. 
Shall  he  come  out  on's  Coffin  to  bear  us  Company, 
And  we  not  bid  him  welcome  ?    Come,  mine  Hoft, 
Mine  honed  Hod,  here's  to  ye. 

Hoft.  Sp'rits,  Sir,  drink  not. 

Cle.  Why  do  y'appear  ? 

Hoft.  To  wait  upon  ye,  Gentlemen, 
('Thas  been  my  Duty  living,  now  my  Farewel ,) 
I  fear  ye  are  not  us'd  accordingly. 

Dor.  I  cou'd  wifh  you  warmer  Company,  mine  Hod, 
Howe'er  we're  us'd. 

Hoft.  Next  to  entreat  a  Courtefy, 
And  then  I  go  to  Peace. 

Cle.  Is't  in  our  Power  ? 

Hoft.  Yes,  and  'tis  this,  to  fee  my  Body  buried 
In  holy  Ground,  for  now  I  lie  unhallow'd, 
By  the  Clerk's  Fault ;  let  my  new  Grave  be  made 
Amongd  good  Fellows,  that  have  died  before  me, 
And  merry  Hods  of  my  kind. 

Cle.  'T  (hall  be  done. 

Dor.  And  forty  Stoops  of  Wine  drank  at  thy  Funera?. 
Cle.  Do  you  know  our  Travel  : 
Hoft.  Yes,  to  feek  your  Friends, 
That  in  Afflictions  wander  now. 
Cle.  Alas! 

Hoft.  Seek  'em  no  farther,  but  be  confident 
They  mail  return  in  Peace. 
Dor.  There's  comfort  yet. 
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Cle.  Pray  ye  one  Word  more  ;  is't  in  your  Pow'r,  mine 
Hod, 

(Anfvver  me  fofdy)  fome  Hours  'fore  my  Death, 
To  give  me  warning  ? 

Hoft.  I  can't  tell  ye  truly, 
But  if  I  can,  lb  much  alive  I  lov'd  ye, 
I  will  appear  again  ;  adieu.  [Exit. 

Dor.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Cle.  I'm  troubled  ;  thefe  ftrange  Apparitions  are 
For  th'moft  part  fatal. 

Dor.  This,  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit ;  the  Light  breaks  apace,  let's  lie  down 
And  take  fome  little  Reft,  an  Hour  or  two, 
Then  do  mine  Hod's  defire,  and  fo  return  5 
I  do  believe  him. 

Cle.  So  do  I  i  to  reft,  Sir.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Califta,  and  Clarinda. 

Cat.  Clarinda ! 
Clari.  Madam. 

Cal.  Is  the  Houfe  well  order'd  ? 
The  Doors  look'd  to,  now  in  your  Matter's  Abfence  ? 
Your  Care,  and  Diligence  amongft  the  Servants  ? 

Clari.  I'm  ftirring,  Madam. 

Cal.  So  thou  art,  Clarinda, 
More  than  thou  ought'ft  I'm  fure  ;  why  doft  thou  blufli  ? 

Clari.  I  do  not  blufli. 

Cal.  Why  doft  thou  hang  thy  Head,  Wench  ? 

Clari.  Madam,  ye  are  deceiv'd,  I  look  upright, 
I  underftand  ye  not :  She  has  fpied  Leon.  \_Jfide. 
Shame  of  his  want  of  caution.    Cal.  Look  on  me  *, 
What,  blufh  again  ? 

Clari.  'Tis  more  than  I  know,  Madam  ; 
I  have  no  caufe  that  I  find  yet. 

Cal.  Examine  then. 

Clari.  Your  Ladyfliip  is  fet,  I  think,  to  fhame  me. 
Cal.  Do  not  deferve'r.    Who  lay  with  you  laft  Night? 
What  Bedfellow  had  ye  ?  None  of  the  Maids  came  near  ye. 
Clari.  Madam,  they  did. 
Cal.  'Twas  one  in  your  Coufin's  Cloaths  then, 

And 
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And  wore  a  Sword  ;  and  fure  I  keep  no  dmazons. 
Wench  do  not  lie,  'twill  but  proclaim  thee  Guilty ; 
(14)  Lies  hide  our  Sins  like  Nets;  like  Perfpe&ives, 
They  draw  Offences  nearer  ftill,  and  greater  : 
Come  tell  the  truth. 

Clar'u  You  are  the  ftrangeft  Lady 
To  have  thefe  Doubts  of  me ;  how  have  I  liv'd,  Madam  ? 
And  which  of  all  my  careful  Services 
Defer ves  thefeShames  ?  Cal.  Leave  facing/t will  notferveye: 
This  Impudence  becomes  thee  worfe  than  Lying. 
I  thought  ye  had  liv'd  well,  and  I  was  proud  oft ; 
But  you  are  pleas'd  t'abufe  my  Thoughts  ;  who  was't  ? 
Honeft  Repentance  yet  will  make  the  Fault  k  fs. 

Clarl,  Do  ye  compel  me  ?  Do  you  ftand  fo  ftricl  too  ? 
Nay,  then  have  at  ye  ;  I  mall  rub  that  Sore,  Madam, 
Since  ye  provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your  Ladyfhip  ; 
Let  me  alone. 

Cal.  I  will  know. 

Claru  For  your  own  Peace, 
The  Peace  of  your  own  Confcience,  ask  no  farther  ; 
Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cal  No,  Pll  know  all. 

Clar'u  Why,  then  Pll  tell  ye ;  'twas  a  Man  I  lay  with, 
(Never  admire,  'tis  eafy  to  be  done,  Madam, 
And  ufual  too)  a  proper  Man  I  lay  with  ; 
Why  fhou'd  you  vex  at  that  ?  Young  as  Lifander ^ 
And  able  too?  I  grudge  not  at  your  Pleafure, 
Why  fhou'd  you  ftir  at  mine  ?  I  Ileal  none  from  ye, 

Cal.  And  doft  thou  glory  in  this  Sin  ? 

Clar'u  Pm  glad  ©n't, 
To  glory  in't  is  for  a  mighty  Lady 
That  may  command. 

Claru  Why  didft  thou  name  Lifander  ? 

Clar'u  Does't  anger  ye  ?  Does  it  a  little  gall  ye  ? 
I  know  it  does  \  why  would  ye  urge  me,  Lady  ? 
Why  wou'd  ye  be  fo  curious  to  compel  me  ? 
I  nam'd  Lifander  as  my  Precedent, 

(14)  Lies  hide  our  Sins  ]  Thus  Mr.  Seward  reads,  and  thus  the 

Copy  of  1647  runs.    Vulg.  Lies  hid  our  Sins. 


Vol.  V. 


C  c 


The 
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The  rule  I  err'd  by    you  love  him,  I  know  it, 

I  grudg'd  not  at  it,  but  am  pleas'd  it  is  fo 

And  by  my  care  and  diligence  you  enjoy'd  him. 

Shall  1  for  keeping  counfel  have  no  Comfort  ? 

"Will  you  have  all  yourfeir?  Ingrofs  all  Pleafure? 

Are  ye  fo  hard-hearted  ?  Why  do  ye  biufh  now,  Madam  ? 

Cal.  My  Anger  blufhes,  not  my  Shame,  bafe  Woman. 

Clari.  I'll  make  your  Shame  biufh,  fince  you  put  meto'tj 
Who  lay  with  you  t'other  Night  ? 

Cal.  With  me?  yeMonfter. 

Clari.  Whofe  fweet  Embraces  circled  ye?  Not  your 
Husband's ; 

I  wonder  ye  dare  touch  me  in  this  point,  Madam? 
Stir  heragainft  ye  in  whofe  hand  your  Life  lies? 
More  than  your  Life,  your  Honour?  What  (mug  Amazon 
Was  that  1  brought  you  ?  that  Maid  had  ne'er  a  Petticoat, 

Cal.  She'll  half  perfuade  me  anon,  I  am  a  Beaft  too, 
And  I  miftruft  myfelf,  though  I  am  honed, 
For  giving  her  the  Helm.    Thou  know'ft,  Clarinday 
Ev'n  in  thy  Confcience,  I  was  ever  Virtuous  j 
As  far  from  Lull:  in  meeting  with  Lifander, 
As  the  pure  Wind  in  welcoming  the  Morning  ; 
In  all  the  Converfation  I  had  with  him, 
As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heav'n  * 
Did  ft  n't  thou  perfuade  me  too  ? 

Clari.  Yes,  I  had  reafon  for't, 
And  now  you  are  perfuaded  I'll  make  ufe  on't. 

Cal.  If  I  had  fin'd  thus,  and  my  Youth  entic'd  me, 
The  noblenefs  and  beauty  of  his  Perfon, 
Befide  the  mighty  Benefits  Pm  bound  to, 
Is  this  fufficient  Warrant  for  thy  Weaknefs  ? 
If  I  had  been  a  Whore,  and  crav'd  thy  Counfel 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  Fault,  and  Faithfulnefe, 
Thy  fecrefie,  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it  j 
Is  it  thy  Juftice  to  repay  me  thus  ? 
To  be  the  Mafter  Sinner  to  compel  me  ? 
And  build  thy  LulVs  fecur'ty  on  mine  Honour? 

Clari.  They  that  love  this  Sin,  love  their  Security  j 
Prevention,  Madam,  is  the  Nail  I  knock'd  at, 
And  I  have  hit  it  home,  and  fo  I'll  hold  it, 

h,  And 
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And  you  muft  pardon  me,  and  be  filent  too, 
And  fufFer  what  ye  fee,  and  fufFer  patiently  j 
I  lhall  do  worfe  elle. 

Cal.  Thou  canft  not  touch  my  Credit, 
Truth  will  not  fufFer  me  to  be  abus'd  thus. 

Clari.  Do  not  you  (tick  to  Truth,  Ihe's  feldorn  heard. 
Madam* 

A  poor  weak  Tongue  me  has,  and  that  is  hoarfe  too 
With  pleading  at  the  Bars ;  none  underftands  her, 
Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  {he  fay  for  ye? 
Muft  (he  not  fwear  he  came  at  Midnight  to  ye, 
The  Door  left  open,  and  your  Husband  cozen'd 
With  a  feign'd  Sicknefs? 

Cal.  But  by  my  Soul  I  was  honeft, 
Thou  know'ft  I  was  honeft. 

Clari.  That's  all  one  what  I  know, 
What  I  will  teftify  is  that  lhall  vex  ye; 
Truft  not  a  guilty  Rage  with  Likelihoods, 
And  on  apparent  Proof  j  take  heed  of  that,  Madam  j 
If  you  were  innocent,  as't  may  be  ye  are, 
I  do  not  know,  I  leave  it  to  your  Confcience, 
It  were  the  weakeft  and  the  pooreft  part  of  ye, 
Men  being  fo  willing  to  believe  the  worft, 
So  open-ey'd  in  this  Age  to  all  Infamy, 
To  put  your  Fame  in  this  weak  Bark  to  th'  venture,, 

CaL  What  do  I  fufFer?  O  my  precious  Honour, 
Into  what  Box  of  Evils  have  I  lock'd  thee? 
Yet  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav'd,  and  by 
My  Drudge,  my  Footftool,  one  that  fu'd  to  be  fo, 
Perilh  both  Life,  and  Honour ;  Devil  thus 
I  dare  thy  worft,  defie  thee,  fpit  at  thee, 
And  in  my  virtuous  Rage,  thus  trample  on  thee ; 
Awe  me  thy  Miftrefs,  Whore,  to  be  thy  Bawd? 
Out  of  my  Houfe,  proclaim  all  that  thou  know'ft;, 
Or  Malice  can  invent  \  fetch  Jealoufie 
From  Hell,  and  like  a  Fury  breath  it  in 
The  Bofom  of  my  Lord ;  and  to  thy  utmoft 
Blaft  my  fair  Fame,  yet  thou  (halt  feel  with  Horrof 
To  thy  fear'd  Confcience,  my  Truth  is  built 
On  fuch  a  firm  bafe,  that  if  e'er  it  can 

C  c  2  fee 
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Be  forc'd,  or  undermin'd  by  thy  bafe  Scandals, 

Heav'n  keeps  no  guard  on  Innocence.  [Exit. 

Clari.  I'm  loft, 
In  my  own  Hopes  forfaken,  and  mud  fall, 
(The  gre.ueft  Torment  to  a  guilty  Woman  J 
Without  revenge ;  'Till  lean  fafhion  it 
1  muft  fubmit,  at  lead  appear  as  if 
I  did  repent,  and  would  offend  no  farther. 
Monfieur  Beronte^  my  Lord's  Brother,  is 
Oblig'd  unto  me  for  a  private  Favour  : 
'Tis  he  muft  meditate  for  me;  but  when  Time 
And  Opportunity  bids  me  ftrike,  my  wreak 
Shall  pour  itfelf  on  her  nice  Chaftity  . 
Like  to  a  Torrent,  Deeds,  not  Words  fhall  fpeak  me. 

[Exit. 


A  C  T   VI.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Alcidon  and  Beronte,  federally. 

<dh>  \7"E  're  opportunely  met.    Ber.  Your  Countenance 
\    ExpreiTts  hafte  mixt  with  fome  fear. 

Ale.  You'll  fnare 
With  me  in  both,  as  foon  as  you  are  made 
Acquainted  with  the  Caufe  ;  (i  5)  if  you  love  Virtue, 
In  danger  not  fecure;  I  have  no  time 
For  Circumftance,  inftrucl:  me  if  Ltfandcr 
(16)  Be  in  your  Father's  Houfe  ? 

Ber.  Upon  my  Knowledge 

(15)  if  you  lo<ve  Virtue 

In  danger  not  fecure;  ]  Thus  all  the  Copies,  but  whe- 
ther right  or  wrong,  the  Reader  mull  judge:  To  me  the  Place  appears 
manifeitly  corrupt,  and  \  am  inclined  to  think  it  ought  to  run  fo, 

 if  you  love  Virtue, 

Jt?  danger  ought  to  fuccour  it. 

(16)  Be  in  your  Fathers  Houfe  i]  As  Beronte' s  Father  does  not  ap- 
pear once  thro'  the  Play,  it  may  well  be  fuppofed  he  is  not  among  the 
Living,  and  fo  we  ought  to  read  (as  Mr.  Seward  like  wife  cblerv'd) 
thus, 

Be  in  your  Crwthcr'j  Houfe 
But  this  I  lay  no  great  Strefs  on,  and  the  Reader  may  take  his  Choice. 

He 
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He  is  not  there. 

Ale.  I'm  glad  on't.    Why,  good  Sir? 
Without  Offence  I  fpeak  ir,  there's  no  Place 
In  which  he  is  more  honour'd,  or  more  fafe, 
Than  with  his  Friend  Oleander. 

Ale.  In  your  Votes 
I  grant  it  true,  but  as  it  now  (lands  with  him, 
I  can  give  reafon  to  make  Satisfaction 
For  what  I  fpeak  ;  you  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  Difference  between  Lifander 
And  Cloridon,  a  Man  in  Grace  at  Court. 

Ber.  I  do  •,  and  the  foul  Plot  of  Cloridon's  Kinfmen 
Upon  Lifander* s  Life,  for  a  Fall  given 
To  Cloridon  'fore  the  King,  as  they  encountred 
At  a  folemn  Tilting.   Ale.  It  is  now  reveng'd. 
In  brief  a  Challenge  was  brought  to  Lifander 
By  one  Chryfantes ;  and  as  far  as  Valour 
Would  give  him  Leave,  declin'd  by  bold  Lifander: 
But  Peace  refus'd,  and  Braves  on  Braves  heap'd  on  1  im, 
Alone  he  met  the  Oppofites,  ending  the  Quarrel 
With  both  their  Lives. 

Ber,  I'm  truly  forry  for't. 

Ale.  The  King  incenfed  for  his  Favourite's  Death, 
Hath  fet  a  Price  upon  Lifander's  Head, 
As  a  Reward  to  any  Man  that  brings  it 
Alive  or  dead ;  to  gain  this,  every  where 
He  is  purfu'd,  and  laid  for,  and  the  Friendmip 
Between  him  and  your  noble  Brother  known, 
HisHoufe  in  reafon  cannot  pals,  unfearcht, 
And  that's  the  principal  Caufe  that  drew  me  hither, 
To  haften  his  remove,  if  he  had  chofen 
This  Caftle  for  his  San&uary. 

Ber.  'Twas  done  nobly, 
And  you  moil:  welcome    this  Night  pray  you  take 
A  Lodging  with  us ;  and  at  my  Entreaty 
Conceal  this  from  my  Brother,  he  is  grown 
Exceeding  fad  of  late  ;  and  the  hard  Fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  fo  high  a  rate, 
Will  much  increafe  his  Melancholy. 

Ale.  I'm  tutor'd: 

C  c  3  Pray 
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Pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Ber.  To  ferve  you,  I  will  fliew  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleander  with  a  Book. 

Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  thanao  die,  but  when 
Is  moll  uncertain  :  If  io,  every  Hour 
We  mould  prepare  us  for  the  Journey,  which 
Is  not  to  be  put  off.    I  muft  fubmit 
To  the  divine  Decree,  not  argue  it, 
And  chearfully  I  welcome  it:  1  have 
Difpos'd  of  my  Eftate,  confefs'd  my  Sins, 
And  have  RemiiTion  from  my  Ghoftly  Father, 
dy)  Being  at  Peace  too  here.    The  Apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  Fancy,  Dorilaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me ;  it  made  anfwer 
To  our  Demands,  and  promis'd,  if  'twere  not 
Deny'd  to  him  by  Fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end.    I  feel  no  Symptom 
Of  Sicknefs;  yet  I  know  not  how,  a  Dulnefs 
Invadeth  me  all  over.  Ha! 

Enter  Hoft. 

Hoft.  I  come,  Sir, 
To  keep  my  Promife;  and  as  far  as  Spirits 
Are  ienfible  of  Sorrow  for  the  Living, 
I  grieve  to  be  the  MefTenger  to  tell  you, 
Ere  many  Hours  pafs,  you  muft  refolve 
To  fill  a  Grave. 

Cle.  And  feaft  the  Worms  ? 

Hoft.  E'en  lb,  Sir. 

Cle.  I  hear  it  like  a  Man.    Hoft.  It  well  becomes  you, 
There's  no  evading  it.    Cle.  Can  you  difcover 
By  whofe  Means  I  muft  die?    Hoft.  That  is  deny'd  me: 

(17)  Being  at  Peace  too  hear.— J  This  is  wrong;  whWe  C/ean//er 
fpeaks  thefe  Words,  he  lays  his  Hand  upon  his  Breafl,  to  fignify  that 
his  Confcience  was  at  eafe,  and  had  nothing  at  all  to  reproach  him 
with  ;  we  (hould  therefore  read, 

Being  at  Peace  too  here.  

Thus  too  reads  Mr.  Seward,  and  t  iis  Le&ion  is  confirrrel  by  the 
Folio  of  1647, 


But 
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But  my  Prediction  is  too  fure ;  prepare 

To  make  your  Peace  with  Heav'n,  fo  farewel,  Sir.  [Exit. 

tie.  I  fee  no  En'my  near ;  and  yet  I  tremble 
Like  a  pale  Coward ;  my  fad  Doom  pronounc'd 
By  this  aerial  Voice,  as  in  a  Glafs 
Shews  me  my  Death  in  its  moft  dreadful  Shape. 
What  Rampire  can  my  human  Frailty  raife 
Againft  th'  Affault  of  Fate  ?  I  do  begin 
To  fear  myfelf,  my  inward  Strengths  forfake  me, 
I  muft  call  out  for  help.    Within  there!  hafte 
And  break  in  to  my  Refcue. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califta,   Olinda,    Beronte,  Akidon, 
Servants,  and  Clarinda,  at  feveral  Doors. 

Dor.  Refcue?  where? 
Shew  me  your  Danger.    Cal.  I  will  interpofe 
My  Loyal  Bread  between  you  and  all  Hazard. 

Ber.  Your  Brother's  Sword  fecures  you. 

Ale.  A  true  Friend  will  die  in  your  Defence. 

Cle.  I  thank  ye, 
To  all  my  Thanks.    Encompafs'd  thus  with  Friends 
How  can  I  fear  ?  and  yet  I  do :  I'm  wounded, 
Mortally  wounded ;  nay  it  is  within, 
I  am  hurt  in  my  Mind :  One  Word— 

Dor.  A  thoufand. 

Cle.  I  (hall  not  live  to  fpeak  fo  many  to  you. 

Dor.  Why  ?  what  forbids  you  ? 

Cle.  But  e'en  now  the  Spirit 
Of  my  dead  Hoft  appear'd,  and  told  me,  that 
This  Night  I  mould  be  with  him  -9  Did  you  not  meet  it  ? 
It  went  out  at  that  Door. 

Dor.  A  vain  Chimera 
Of  your  Imagination :  Can  you  think 
Mine  Holt  wou'd  not  as  well  have  fpoke  to  me  now, 
As  he  did  in  the  Inn  ?  Thefe  waking  Dreams, 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  ftrike  a  ftrange 
Diftradlion  in  your  Family.    See  the  Tears 
Of  my  poor  Daughter,  fair  Olinda1  s  Sadnefs, 
Your  Brother's  and  your  Friends  grief,  Servants  forrovr. 
Good  Son  bear  up,  you've  many  Years  to  live 
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A  Comfort  to  us  all ;  let's  in  to  Supper ; 
Ghofts  never  walk  'till  after  Midnight,  if  # 
I  may  believe  my  Grannam.    We  will  warn 
Thefe  Thoughts  (i  8) away  with  Wine,  fpight  of  Hobgob- 
lins. 

Cle.  You  reprehend  me  juftly  ;  gentle  Madam, 
And  all  the  reft,  forgive  me  ;  I'll  endeavour 
To  be  merry  with  you.    Dor.  That's  well  faid. 

Ber.  I  have 

Procur'd  your  Pardon.  [To  Clarinda. 

Cal.  Once  more  I  receive  you 
Into  my  Service ;  but  take  fpecial  Care 
You  fall  no  further. 

Clari.  Never,  Madam.  Sir, 
When  you  fhall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  it,  [Afide. 
I  will  make  good  what  I  have  faid.    Ber.  .'Till  when, 
Upon  your  Life  be  filent.    Dor.  We  will  have 
A  Health  unto  Lifander. 

Cle.  His  Name,  Sir, 
Somewhat  revives  me   but  his  Sight  wou'd  cure  me. 
However  let's  to  Supper. 

Olin.  Would  Clarange 
And  Lidian  were  here  too,  as  they  fhou'd  be, 
If  Wifhes  cou'd  prevail. 

Cal.  They  are  fruitlefs,  Madam.  {Exit. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  Tf  that  Report  fpeak  Truth,  Clarinda  is 
Difcharg'd  her  Lady's  Service,  and  what  Burden 
1  then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent  •, 
The  Crop  file  reapt  from  her  Attendance  was 
Her  befl  Revenue,  and  my  principal  Means 
Clarinda'*  Bounty,  though  1  laboured  hard  for't, 
A  younger  Brother's  Fortune.  Mud  I  now 
Have  fow'r  Sawce,  after  fweet  Meats?  and  be  driven 
To  levy  half  a  Crown  a  Week,  befides . 
Clouts,  Sope,  and  Candles,  for  my  Heir  apparent, 


 a<way  <witb  Wine,  in  /tight  of  J  So  Vulg.  The 

Text  is  from  the  Copy  of  1647. 
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If  flic  prove,  as  (he  fwears  ftie  is,  with  Child  ; 
Such  as  live  this  way,  find  like  me,  though  wenching 
Hath  a  fair  Face,  there's  a  Dragon  in  the  Tail  oft, 
That  flings  to  th'  quick.    I  mult  skulk  here,  "untill 
I  am  refolv'd  :  How  my  Heart  pants  between 
My  Hopes^nd  Fears !  She's  come ;  are  we  P  th5  Port  ? 
If  not,  let's  fink  together. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clan.  Things  go  better 
Than  you  deferve ;  you  carry  things  fo  openly, 
I  muft  bear  ev'ry  way;  I  am  once  more 
In  my  Lady's  Grace.    Leon.  And  I  in  yours. 

Clari.  It  may  be  •, 
But  I  have  fworn  unto  my  Lady  never 
To  fin  again. 

Leon.  To  be  furpriz'd  the  fin 

Is  m  itfelf  excufable  ;  to  be  taken 
Is  a  Crime,  as  th'  Poet  writes. 

Clari.  You  know  my  Weaknefs, 
And  that  makes  you  fo  confident.    YouVe  got 
A  fair  Sword  ;  was  it  not  Lifander's? 

Leon.  Yes,  Wench, 
And  I  grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it : 
It  hath  been  th'  Death  of  two.    With  this  Lifander 
Slew  Cloridon,  and  Chryfantbes.    I  took  it  up, 
Broken  i'  th'  Handle,  but  that  is  reform'd, 
And  now  in  my  PorTefiion  ;  the  late  Mafter 
Dares  never  come  to  challenge  it:  This  Sword, 
And  all  the  Weapons  that  I  have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  Service :  Shall  we  bill  ? 
I'm  very  gamefome. 

Clari.  I  muft  firft  difpofe  of 
The  Fool  Malfort ;  he  has  fmoak'd  you,  and  is  not, 
But  by  fome  new  Device,  to  be  kept  from  me  5 
I  have  it  here  fliall  fit  him :  You  know  where 
You  muft  expect  me,  with  all  pofllble  filence 
Get  thither. 

Leon.  You  will  follow  ? 

Clari.  Will  I  live  ? 
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She  that  is  forfeited  to  Luft  muft  die, 

That  humour  being  un-fed ;  begone,  here  comes Leon, 

My  Champion  in  Armour. 

Enter  Malfort  in  Armour. 

Mai.  What  Adventure 
Pm  bound  upon  I  know  not,  but  it  is 
My  Miftrefs'  Pleafure  that  I  mould  appear  thus. 
I  may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others, 
But  as  I  am,  Pm  fure  my  Shadow  frights  me ; 
The  claming  of  my  Armour  in  my  Ears, 
Sounds  like  a  Pafling-bell  $  and  my  Buckler  puts  mc 
In  mind  of  a  Bier ;  this  my  Broad-fword,  a  Pick-axe 
To  dig  my  Grave  :  O  Love!  abominable  Love! 
What  Monfters  iffue  from  thy  difmal  Den, 
Clarinda's  Placket  (19)  which  I  muft  encounter, 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Claru  Here's  a  Knight-Errant,  Monfieur  Malfort 

Mai.  Stand,  ftand, 
Or  I'll  fall  for  ye.    Claru    Know  ye  not  my  Voice? 

Mai.  Yes,  'twas  at  that  I  trembTd. 
But  were  my  falfe  Friend  Leon  here— 

Claru  'Tis  he. 

Mai.  Where?  where? 

Chri.  He  is  not  come  yet.' 

Mai.  'Tis  well  for  him, 
I  am  fo  full  of  Wrath. 

Claru  Or  fear  This  Leon9 

Howe'er  my  Kinfman,  hath  abus'd  you  grofly, 
And  this  Night  vows  to  take  me  hence  perforce^ 
And  marry  met'  another:  'Twas  for  this, 
Prefuming  on  your  Love,  I  did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  Armour  on,  that  with  more  Safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Mai.  And  PJ1  do  it  bravely. 

Cla.  You  muft  ftand  here  to  beat  him  off,  and  fuffer 
No  human  thing  to  pals  you,  though  't  appear 

(19)      ■!  ■■what  /  muft  encounter,]  The  Text  is  from  the  firlt 

Folio. 
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In  my  Lord's  fhape,  or  Lady's :  Be  not  cozen'd 

With  a  difguife.    Mai.  I  have  been  fool'd  already, 

But  now  I'm  wife.    Clari.  You  muft  fwear  not  to  ftlr 

hence. 

Mai.  Upon  thefe  Lips.  , 

Clari.  Nor  move  until  I  call  you. 

Mai.  I'll  grow  here  rather. 

Clari.  This  Night's  Task  well  ended, 
I  am  yours  to  Morrow.  Keep  fure  guard.     [Exit  Clari. 

Mai.  Adieu; 
My  Honey-comb,  how  fweet  thou  art,  did  not 
ANeft  of  Hornets  keep  it ;  what  Impofllbilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake?  I  know  myfelf 
A  natural  Coward,  and  fhould  Leon  come, 
Though  this  were  Cannon  proof,  I  lhould  deliver 
The  Wench  before  he  ask'd  her.    I  hear  fome  footing ; 
*Tis  he;  where  fhall  I  hide  myfelf?  that  is 
My  beft  Defence. 

Enter  Cleander. 

Cle.  I  cannot  fleep,  ftrange  Vifions 
Make  this  poor  Life,  I  fear'd  of  late  to  lofe, 
A  Toy  that  I  grow  weary  of. 

Mai.  'Tis  Leon. 

Cle.  What's  that? 

Mai.  If  you  are  come,  Sir,  for  Clarinda^ 
I'm  glad  I  have  her  for  you ;  I  refign 
My  Intereft,  you'll  find  her  in  her  Chamber, 
I  did  flay  up  to  tell  you  fo.    Cle.  Clarinda 
And  Leon !  There  is  fomething  more  in  this 
Than  I  can  ftay  to  ask.  [Exit* 

Mai.  What  a  cold  pickle, 
And  that  none  of  the  fweeteft,  do  I  fine] 
My  poor  fclf  in ! 

Cle.  [Speaks  within.']  Yield,  Villain. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon  runnings  Cleander  following* 

Clari.  'Tis  my  Lord, 
Shift  for  yourfelf.  Leon.  His  Life.  Shall  firft  make  anfwer 


For 
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For  this  Intrufion.  [Kills  Clcander. 

Mai.  I  am  going  away, 
I'm  gone  already  [  Falls  in  a  Swoon. 

Cle.  Heav'n  take  Mercy  on 
My  Soul ;  too  true  prefaging  Hoft. 

Clari,  He's  dead, 
And  this  Wretch  little  better :  Do  you  ftare 
Upon  your  Handy-work?    Leon.  I  am  amaz'd. 

Clari.  Get  o'er  the  Garden  Wall,  fiy  for  your  Life, 
But  leave  your  Sword  behind ;  enquire  not  why: 
I'll  fafhion  fomething  out  of  it,  though  I  perifli, 
Shall  make  way  for  Revenge. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  the  Fruits 
OfLuft,  Clarinda. 

Clari.  Hence,  repenting  Milk-fop.  [Exit  Leon. 

Now  'tis  too  late.    Lifander's  Sword,  ay,  that, 

[Puts  the  Sword  in  Malfort'j  Hand. 
That  is  the  Bafe  I'll  build  on.    So,  I'll  raife 
TheHoufe.    Help!  Murder,  a  mod  horrid  Murder. 
Mor.fieur  Beronte,  noble  Dorilaus  y 
All  buried  in  deep  ?  Ay  me,  a  Murder ! 
A  mod  unheard  of  Murder ! 

Enter  Dorilaus  as  from  Bed. 

Dor.  More  Lights,  Knaves ; 
Beronte,  Alcidon\  more  Lights. 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  and  Servants  with  Lights. 

Clari.  By  this 
I  fee  too  much.    Dor.  My  Son  Oleander  bathing 
fn  his  own  Gore.    The  Devil  to  tell  Truth  i'  th' 
Shape  of  an  Hoft !    Ber.  My  Brother  ? 

Mai.  I  have  been 
F  th'  other  World,  in  Hell  I  think,  thefe  Devils 
With  Fire-brands  in  their  Paws  fent  to  torment  me, 
(Though  I  ne'er  did  the  Deed,)  for  my  lewd  purpofe 
To  be  a  Whore-mafter.    Dor.  Who's  that  ?    Ale.  'Tis 
one  in 

Armour.    A  bloody  Sword  in 's  Hand, 

Dor.  Sans  qut&ion 

The 
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The  Murderer.    Mai.  Who  I  ?  you  do  me  wrong, 
I  never  had  the  Heart  to  kill  a  ChickeD  ; 
Nor  do  I  know  this  Sword. 

Ale.  I  do,  too  well. 

Ber.  I've  feen  Lifander  wear  it. 

Clari.  This  confirms 
What  Yefter-night  I  whifper'd  :  Let  it  work, 
The  Circumftance  may  make  it  good.    Mai.  My  Lord? 
And  I  his  Murderer? 

Ber.  Drag  the  Villain  hence. 
The  Rack  ffiall  force  a  free  Confefllon  from  him. 

Mai.  I  am  ftruck  dumb ;  you  need  not  ftop  my  Mouth. 

Ber.  Away  with  him.  \Exit  with  Mai. 

Enter  Califta  and  Olinda. 

Cat.  Where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Dor.  All  that 
Remains  of  him  lies  there:  Look  on  this  Object, 
And  then  turn  Marble. 

Cal.  I  am  fo  already, 
Made  fit  to  be  his  Monument:  But  wherefore 
Do  you,  that  have  both  Life  and  Motion  left  you, 
Stand  fad  Spectators  of  his  Death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  Murderer  ?    Ber.  That  lies  in  you : 
You  muft,  and  fhall  produce  him.  Dor.  She,  Beronte? 

Ber.  None  elfe. 

Dor.  Thou  ly'ft,  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  Head, 
Or  write  it  on  thy  Heart. 

Ale.  Forbear,  there  is 
Too  much  Blood  flied  already. 

Ber.  Let  not  Choler 
Stifle  your  Judgment :  Many  an  honed  Father 
Hath  got  a  wicked  Daughter.    If  I  prove  not 
With  evident  Proofs,  her  Hand  was  in  the  Blood 
Of  my  dear  Brother,  too  good  a 'Husband  for  her, 
Give  your  Revenge  the  Reins,  and  fpur  it  forward. 

Dor.  If  any  Circumftance  but  fhew  her  guilty, 
I'll  ftrike  the  firft  Stroke  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me 

Ask  a  queftion  calml  y.Do  you  know  this  Sword? 

Have 
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Have  you  not  feen  Lifander  often  wear  it  ? 

Dor.  The  fame  with  which  he  refcued  me.  CaL  I  do9 
What  Inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty  ? 

Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  Houfe  to  Night  ? 

CaL  No,  on  my  Soul. 

Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore 
In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign'd  a  Sicknefs, 
To  keep  your  Husband  abfcnt  ?    CaL  Never,  Sir, 
To  a  diftioneft  End.    Ber.  Was  not  this  Woman 
Your  Inftrument?  Her  Silence  does  confefs  it. 
Here  lies  Oleander  dead,  and  here  the  Sword 
Of  falfe  Lifander,  too  long  cover'd  with 
A  Mafque  of  feemlng  Truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 
The  Proof  ye  can  al ledge  ?    Lifander  guilty, 
Or  my  poor  Daughter  an  Adultcrefs  ? 
Suppofe  that  {he  had  chang'd  Difcourfe  with  one 
To  whom  fhe  ow'd  much  more  ?    CaL  Thou  haft  thy 
ends, 

Wicked  Clarinda.  [She  falls. 

Olin.  Help,  the  Lady  finks, 
Malice  hath  kill'd  her.  Dor.  I  wou'd  have  her  live, 
Since  I  dare  fwear  /he's  innocent :  'Tis  no  Time 
Or  Place  to  argue  now ;  this  Caufe  muft  be 
Decided  by  the  Judge ;  and  though  a  Father, 
I  will  deliver  her  into  the  Hands 
Of  Juftice :  If  fhe  prove  true  Gold  when  try'd, 
She's  mine ;  if  not,  with  Curfes  I'll  difclaim  her: 
Take  up  your  part  of  Sorrow,  mine  mall  be 
Ready  to  anfwer  with  her  Life  the  Fact 
That  fhe  is  charg'd  with.    Ber.  Sir,  I  look  upon  you 
As  on  a  Father.    Dor.  With  the  Eyes  of  Sorrow 
(20)  I  fee  you  as  a  Brother :  Let  your  WitnefTes 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  'Tis  my  care. 

(20)  I fee  you  as  a  Brother :  ■  ]  f,  e.  As  a  Partaker  in  Sorrow, 
if  the  Place  is  right :  Otherwife  to  make  an  Antithejlst  it  ought  to  be, 

I  fee  you  as  a  Son. 
Berontt  having  before  led  the  way  by  faying, 
/  look  upon  you,  as  a  Father. 

Ah. 
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rAk.  I  am  for  Lydian. 
This  Accident  no  doubt  will  draw  him  from 
His  Hermit's  Life. 

Clari.  Things  yet  go  right ;  perfift,  Sir, 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Li/..  Are  th'  Horfes  dead  ? 

Lan.  Out-right.    If  you  ride  at  this  rate, 
You  muft  refolve  to  kill  your  two  a  day, 
And  that's  a  large  proportion. 

Lif.  Will  you  pleafe 
At  any  Price,  and  fpeedily,  to  get  frefli  ones. 
You  know  my  Danger,  and  the  Penalty 
That  follows  it,  fhou'd  I  be  apprehended : 
Your  Duty  in  obeying  my  Commands, 
Will  in  a  better  Language  fpeak  your  Service, 
Than  your  unneceflary  and  untimely  Care 
Of  my  Expence.    Lan.  Pm  gone,  Sir. 

Lif.  In  this  Thicket 
I  will  expect  you.    Here  yet  I  have  leifure 
To  call  myfelf  unto  a  ftri£fc  Account 
For  my  pafs'd  Life,  how  vainly  fpent :  I  wou'd 
I  flood  no  farther  guiky :  But  I  have 
A  heavier  reckoning  to  make.    This  Hand, 
Of  late  as  white  as  Innocence,  and  unfpotted, 
Now  wears  a  purple  Colour,  dy'd  in  Gore  5 
My  Soul  of  the  fame  Tinfture  5  .purblind  Paflion, 
With  flatt'ring  Hopes,  wou'd  keep  me  from  Defpair, 
Pleading  I  was  provok'd  to't ;  but  my  Reafon 
Breaking  fuch  thin  and  weak  Defences,  tells  me 
I've  done  a  double  Murder  ;  and  for  what  ? 
Was  it  in  fervice  of  the  King  ?  His  Edicts 
Command  the  contrary  :  Or  for  my  Country  ? 
Her  Genius^  like  a  mourning  Mother,  anfwers 
In  Cloridon  and  Chryfanthes  fhe  hath  loft 
Two  hopeful  Sons,  that  might  have  done  their  Parts, 
To  guard  her  from  Invafion.    For  what  Caufe  then  ? 
To  keep  th'  Opinion  of  my  Valour  upright 
I'  th'  popular  Breath  ?  a  fandy  Ground  to  build  on  ; 
Bought  with  the  King's  Difpleafurej  as  the  breach 
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Of  Heav'ns  Decrees,  the  lofs  of  my  true  Comforts, 
In  Parents,  Kinfmen,  Friends  ;  as  the  Fruitiop 
Of  all  that  I  was  born  to,  and  that  fits 
Like  to  a  Hill  of  Lead  here,  in  my  Exile, 
(Never  to  be  repeal'd,  if  I  efcape  fo) 
I  have  cut  off  all  Hopes  ever  to  look  on 

Enter  Lidian,  like  a  Hermite. 

Divine  Califta,  from  her  fight  and  converfe 
For  ever  banim'd. 

Lid.  I  ftiou*d  know  this  Voice. 
His  naming  too  my  Sifter,  whom  Lifander 
Honour'd,  but  in  a  noble  Way,  aflures  mc 
That  it  can  be  no  other :  I  ftand  bound 
To  comfort  any  Man  I  find  diftrefs'd ; 
But  to  aid  him  that  fav'd  my  Life,  Religion 
And  Thankfulnefs,  commands;  and  it  may  he 
High  Providence  for  this  good  end  hath  brought*him 
Into  my  folitary  Walk.  Lifander! 
Noble  Lifander!    Lif  Whatfoe'er  thou  art, 
That  honourable  Attribute  thou  giv'ft  me, 
I  can  pretend  no  right  to.    Come  not  near  me, 
I  am  infectious,  the  Sanctity 
Of  thy  Profeffion  (for  thou  appear'ft 
A  Rev'rend  Hermite)  if  thou  fly  not  from  me, 
As  from  the  Plague  or  Leprofy,  can't  keep  thee 
From  being  polluted. 

Lid.  With  good  Counfel,  Sir, 
And  holy  Prayers  to  boot,  I  may  cure  you, 
Though  both  ways  fo  infected.    You  look  wildly, 
(Peace  to  your  Confcience,)  Sir,  and  flare  upon  me, 
As  if  you  never  faw  me :  Hath  my  Habit 
Alter'd  my  Face  fo  much,  that  yet  you  know  not 
Your  Servant  Lidian  ? 

Lif.  I  am  amaz'd  :— 
So  Young,  and  fo  Religious?    Lid.  I  purpofe, 
Heav'n  make  me  thankful  for't,  to  leave  the  World 
I've  made  fome  trial  of  my  Strengths  in  this 
My  folitary  Life;  and  yet  I  find  not 
A  Faintnefs  to  go  on.    Lif  Above  belief; 
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Do  you  inhabit  here?    Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice,  Sir; 

I  live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly, 

Becaufe  I  find  enough  to  feed  my  Fortunes  ; 

Indeed  too  much :  Thefe  wild  Fields  are  my  Gardens, 

The  Cryftal  Rivers  they  afford  their  Waters, 

And  grudge  not  their  fweet  Streams  to  quench  Afflictions ; 

The  hollow  Rocks  their  Beds,  which  though  they're  hard, 

(The  Emblems  of  a  doting  Lover's  Fortune) 

Yet  they  are  quiet;  and  the  weary  Slumbers 

The  Eyes  catch  there,  fofter  than  Beds  of  Down,  Friend; 

The  Birds  my  Bell  to  call  me  to  Devotions ; 

My  Book  the  Story  of  my  wandring  Life, 

In  which  I  find  more  Hours  due  to  Repentance 

Than  Time  hath  told  me  yet. 

Lif.  Anfwer  me  truly. 

Lid.  I  will  do  that  without  a  Conjuration. 

Lif.  I'th'  depth  of  Meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda  ? 

Lid.  I  endeavour 
To  raze  her  from  my  Mem'ry,  as  I  wifli 
You  wou'd  do  the  whole  Sex;  for  know,  Lifander, 
The  greateft  Curfe  brave  Man  can  labour  under, 
Is  the  ftrong  Witch-craft  of  a  Woman's  Eyes ; 
Where  I  find  Men  I  preach  this  Doctrine  to  'em : 
As  you're  a  Scholar,  Knowledge  make  your  Miftrels, 
(21)  The  hidden  Beauties  of  the  Heav'ns  your  Study  j 
There  mail  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  Faith, 
And  for  your  Eye  inimitable  Objects : 
As  your're  a  profefs'd  Soldier,  court  your  Honour, 
Though  me  be  (tern,  fhe's  honeft,  a  brave  Miftrefs  ; 
The  greater  Danger  you  oppofe  to  win  her, 
She  fhews  the  fweeter,  and  rewards  the  nobler  5 
Womens  beft  loves  to  hers  mere  Shadows  be, 
For  after  Death  (he  weds  your  Memory. 
Thefe  are  my  Contemplations. 

Lif.  Heav'nly  ones ; 
And  in  a  young  Man  more  remarkable. 
But  wherefore  do  I  envy,  and  not  tread  in 


(21)  Th?  hidden  Beauties  -  .»     ]  Hidden  i.  e.  unobferv'd  before.' 

Vol,  V.  D  d  This 
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This  bleffed  Trad?  Here's  in  the  Heart  no  falfliood 
To  a  vow'd  Friend,  no  Quarrels  feconded 
With  Challenges,  which  anfwer'd  in  defence 
Of  the  word  Reputation,  Murder  follows. 
A  Man  may  here  repent  his  Sins,  and  though 
His  Hand  like  mine  be  ftain'd  in  Blood,  it  may  be 
With  Penitence  and  true  Contrition  wafh'd  off; 
You've  prov'd  it,  Lidtan?    Lid.  And  you'll  find  it  true, 
]f  you  perfevere.     Lif  Here  then  ends  my  Flight, 
And  here  the  Fury  of  the  King  fhall  find  me 
Prepai'd  for  Heav'n,  if  I  am  mark'd  to  die 
For  that  I  truly  grieve  for. 

Enter  Friar,  and  Clarange  in  Friars  Habit. 

Fri.  Keep  yourfelf 
ConceaPd,  I  am  inftructed.    Clari.  How  the  fight 
Of  my  dear  Friend  confirms  me! 

Lif.  What  are  thefe? 

Lid.  Two  reverend  Friars,  one  I  know. 

Fri.  To  you 
This  Journey  is  devoted. 

Lid.  Welcome  Father. 

Fri.  I  know  your  Refolution's  fo  well  grounded, 
And  your  adieu  unto  the  World's  fo  conftanr, 
That  though  I  am  the  unwilling  Meffenger 
Of  a  ftrange  accident  to  try  your  Temper, 
It  cannot  fhake  you.    You  had  once  a  Friend, 
A  noble  Friend,  Clarange. 

Lid.  And  have  (till, 
I  hope    good  Father.    Fri.  Your  falfe  Hopes  deceive 

you, 
He's  Dead. 

Lif.  Clarange  Dead  ? 

Fri.  I  buried  him. 
Some  faid  he  died  of  Melancholy,  fome  of  Love, 
And  of  that  Fondnefs  periih'd. 

Lid.  O  Clarange. 

Clara.  Haft  thou  fo  much  brave  Nature,  noble  Lidian, 
So  tenderly  to  love  thy  Rival's  Memory  ? 
The  bold  Lifander  weeps  too.    Fri.  I  expected 

That 
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That  you  would  bear  this  better. 

Lid.  I'm  a  Man,  Sir, 
And  my  great  lols  weigh'd  duly  ► 

Fri.  His  Jaft  Words  were, 
After  Confefiion,  live  long,  dear  Lidian^ 
Foiled  of  all  thy  Wifhes.    And  of  me 
He  did  defire,  bathing  my  Hand  with  Tears, 
That  with  my  beft  Care,  I  fhould  feek  and  rind  you, 
And  from  his  dying  Mouth  prevail  fo  with  you, 
That  you  a  while  fhould  leave  your  Hermits  ftri&nefs, 
And  on  his  Monument  pay  a  Tear,  or  two, 
To  witnefs  how  you  lov'd  him.    Lid.  O  my  Heart! 
To  witnefs  how  I  lov'd  him  ?  Wou'd  he  had  not 
Led  me  unto  his  Grave,  but  facrific'd 
His  Sorrows  unto  mine:  He  was  my  Friend, 
My  noble  Friend,  I  will  bewail  his  Allies, 
His  Fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  born  together, 
And  I  will  weep  'em  both :  I  will  kneel  by  him, 
And  on  his  hallow'd  Earth  do  my  lad  Duties. 
I'll  gather  all  the  pride  of  Spring  to  deck  him ; 
Wood- bines  (hall  grow  upon  his  honour'd  Grave, 
And,  as  they  profper,  clafp  to  fhew  our  Friendfhip, 
And  when  they  wither  I'll  die  too. 

Cla.  Who  wou'd  not 
Defire  to  die,  to  be  bewail'd  thus  nobly  ? 

Fri.  There  is  a  Legacy  he  hath  bequeath'd  you ; 
But  of  what  value  I  mud  not  difcover, 
Until  thofe  Rites  and  pious  Ceremonies 
Are  duly  tender'd.    Lid.  I'm  too  full  of  Sorrow 
To  be  inquifitive.    Lif.  To  think  of  his, 
i  do  forget  mine  own  Woes. 

Enter  Alcidon. 

Ale.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 
Thou'ft  done  thy  bufmeis ;  ha?  Who  have  we  here? 
Lifander^  Lidian?  and  two  Rev'rend  Friars? 
What  a  ft  range  "Scene  of  Sorrow  is  expreft 
In  different  Poftures,  in  their  Looks  and  Station ! 
A  common  Painter  eying  thefe,  to  help 

D  d  2  His 
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His  dull  Invention,  (22)  might  draw  to  the  Life 

The  living  Sons  of  Priam,  as  they  flood 

On  the  pale  Walls  of  'Troy,  when  HecJor  fell 

Under  Achilles9  Spear.    I  come  too  late, 

My  Horfe,  though  good  and  ftrong,  mov'd  likeaTortoiffi: 

111  News  had  Wings,  and  hath  got  here  before  me. 

All  Pythagoreans  ?  Not  a  Word  ? 

Lid.  O  Alcidon!  -  ■ 
Deep  Rivers  with  foft  murmurs,  glide  along 
The  (hallow  roar.    Clar angel    Lif.  Cloridon! 
Chryfanthes !  Spare  my  Grief,  and  apprehend 
What  I  fliould  fpeak 

Ale.  Their  Fates  I  have  long  fince 
For  your  fake  mourn'd  ;  Clarange's  Death,  for  fo 
Your  filence  doth  confirm,  till  now  I  heard  not : 
Are  thefe  the  Bounds  that  are  prefcrib'd  unto 
The  fwelling  Seas  of  Sorrow  ? 

Lif.  (22)  The  Bounds,  Alcidon? 
Can  all  the  Winds  of  Mifchief  from  all  Quarters, 
(Euphrates ,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po9 
Paying  at  once  their  Tribute  to  this  Ocean,) 

Make 

(22)   might  draw  to  the  Life 

The  lining  Sons  of  Priam,  as  they  flood 

On  the  pale  Walls  of  Troy  ]  A  Writer  lefs  acquainted 

with  the  ClaJJich,  or  lefs  heated  with  poetick  Fire  than  our  Poet  here, 
would  not  have  dar'd  to  exprefs  himfelf  in  this  bold  manner :  His 
groveling  Mufe  would  only  have  aimed  at  Corre&nefs,  without  foar- 
ing  to  Sublimity,  and  what  is  noble  in  the  prefent  Line  would  have 
been  melted  down  into  good  Stnfe,  tho*  very  bad  Poetry  thus. 

— — — —  as  they  flood 

Pale  on  the  Walls  o/Troy  

The  giving  of  Life  to  inanimate  Subftances,  with  the  farther  Addition 
of  Paffionf,  is  peculiar  to  Poetry,  and  when  well  exprelled  (as  here) 
excites  in  the  Soul  of  any  Perfon  capable  of  relifhing  it  an  inex- 
prefiible  Pleafure. 

(23)  The  Bounds,  Alcidon  ? 

Can  all  the  Winds  of  Mifchief  from  all  Quarters, 

Euphrates,  Ganges,  &c.  ]  The  whole  Metaphor,  before  an  l 

after  Winds,  in  this  Place,  moft  evidently  requires  a  Word,  that  figni- 
fieth  Waters ;  but  the  Expreflion  from  all  Quarters  being  only 
attended  to  by  the  Tranfcriber,  he  probably  put  Winds  inltead  of 
Wanes,  or  Floods ;  the  latter  is  the  belt  Word,  and  I  believe  the  true 
one.  Mr.  Seward. 

Mr. 
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Make  it  fwell  higher  ?  I'm  a  Murderer, 
Banifli'd,  profcrib'd  j  is  there  aught  elfe  that  can 
Be  added  to  it  ? 

Lid.  I  have  loft  a  Friend, 
Priz'd  dearer  than  my  Being,  and  he  dead, 
My  Mifery  at  th*  height,  contemn  the  worft 
Of  Fortune's  Malice. 

Ale.  How  our  human  Weaknefs, 
Grown  defperate  from  fmall  Difafters,  makes  us 
Imagine  them  a  Period  to  our  Sorrows, 
When  the  firft  Syllable  of  greater  Woes 
Is  not  yet  written.    Lid.  How  ? 

Lif.  Speak  it  at  large, 
Since  Grief  muft  break  my  Heart,  I  am  ambitious 
It  fhould  be  exquifite. 

Ale.  It  muft  be  told, 
Yet  e'er  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  fureft  Armour  anvil'd  in  the  Shop 
Of  pafiive  Fortitude  •,  the  good  Oleander* 
Your  Friend,  is  murder 'd. 

Lif.  'Tis  a  terrible  Pang, 
And  yet  it  will  not  do ;  I  live  yet ;  ad  not 
The  Tort'rer's  Part:  If  that  there  be  a  Blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  difpatch  me. 

Ale.  Your  Sword,  dy'd  in  his  Heart's  Blood,  was  found 
near  him  5 

Mr.  Seward's,  Note  on  this  Paflage  is  very  ingenious,  but  I  am  not 
certain  that  'tis  true:  For  by  reading  thus,  t.  e.  Floods  for  Winds, 
inftead  of  carrying  on  the  Metaphor  you  deftroy  it,  or  rather  by- 
reading  Waves  or  Floods  for  Winds  you  do  indeed  preferve  one  Figure, 
but  deltroy  another  ;  for  if  we  conftder  the  Paflage  nicely  it  will  ap- 
pear, that  both  Winds  and  Waters  were  defignedly  mentioned  by 
the  Poet,  in  order  to  fwell  his  Sea  of  Sorrow  higher:  The  Senfe  of 
the  Place  in  my  Opinion  is  this :  Can  all  the  Winds  of  Mifchief  blow- 
ing from  all  Quarters,  can  even  the  Waters  of  ihe  greateft  Rivers,  viz. 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  &c.  that  difembogue  themielves  from  ail  Parts 
of  the  World  into  this  Ocean  of  Sorrow,  make  it  fwell  higher?  By 
asking  thefe  Queftions  he  plainly  implies  they  could  not ;  I  have 
therefore  not  altered  the  Text,  but  only  put, 

Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po, 
Paying  at  once  their  Tribute  to  this  Ocean, 
in  a  Pareiituea>,  and  it  makes  the  whole  eafy. 

D  d  3  Your 
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Your  private  Conference  at  midnight  urg'd 

With  fair  Califta    which  by  her,  whofe  pure  Truth 

Would  never  learn  to  tell  a  Lye,  being  granted, 

She  by  enrag'd  Beronte  is  accus'd 

Of  Murder  and  Adultery,  and  you 

(However  I  dare  fvvear  it  falfe)  concluded 

Her  principal  Agent. 

Lid.  Wave  upon  Wave  rolls  o'er  mea 
My  Sifter  ?  My  dear  Sifter  ? 

Clara.  Hold,  great  Heart. 

Tru  Tear  ope'  his  Doublet, 

Lif.  Is  this  Wound  too  narrow 
For  my  Life  to  get  out  at  ?  Bring  me  to 
A  Cannon  loaded,  and  fbme  pitying  Friend 
Give  Fire  unto  it,  while  I  nail  my  Breaft 
Unto  his  thundring  Mouth,  that  in  the  Inftant 
I  may  be  piece-meal  torn,  and  blown  fo  far, 
As  not  one  Joint  of  my  difmembred  Limbs 
May  ever  be,  by  fearch  of  Man,  found  out. 
Cleander!  Yet  why  name  I  him  ?  However 
His  fall  deferv'd  an  Earth-quake,  if  compar'd 
With  what  true  Honour  in  Califta  fuffers, 
Is  of  no  moment.    My  good  Angel  keep  me 
From  Blafphemy,  and  ftrike  me  dumb,  before, 
In  th'  agony  of  my  Spirit,  I  do  accufe 
The  Pow'rs  above,  for  their  unjuft  Permiffion 
Of  Virtue,  innocent  Virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  lead  vitious  Mark.    Clara.  I  never  faw 
A  Man  fo  far  tranfported.    Ale.  Give  it  way, 
'Tis  now  no  time  to  ftop  it. 

Enter  Lancelot. 

Lan.  Sir,  I've  bought 
Frefh  Horfes ;  and  as  you  refpect  your  Life 
Speedily  back  'em    th'  Archers  of  the  King's  Guard 
Are  every  where  in  quefl;  of  you. 

Lif.  My  Life  i 
Periili  all  fuch  with  thee  that  wilh  it  longer: 

[Strikes  Lancelot. 

Let  it  but  clear  Califta**  Innocence, 

And 
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And  Nejlor's  Age  to  mine  was  Youth  ;  Til  fly 
To  meet  the  Rage  of  my  incenfed  King, 
And  wi(h  his  Favourite's  Ghoft  appear'd  in  Flames, 
To  urge  him  to  Revenge  ;  let  all  the  Tortures 
That  Tyranny  e'er  found  out  circle  me, 
Provided  Juftice  fet  Califta  free. 

Ale.  I'll  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Lifander,  Alcidon,  and  Lancelot. 

Lid.  I'm  rooted  here.    Fri.  Remember 
Your  dear  Friend's  laft  Requeft,  your  Sifter's  Dangers, 
With  th'  Aids  that  you  may  lend  her, 

Ltd.  Pray  you  fupport  me, 
My  Legs  deny  their  Office. 

Clara.  I  grow  ftill 
Farther  engag'd  unto  his  matchlefs  Virtues, 
And  I  am  dead  indeed,  until  I  pay 
The  Debt  I  owe  him  in  a  noble  way.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Ser  vants. 

D^.npHOU  haft  him  fafe? 

Serv.  As  faft  as  Locks  can  make  him  : 
He  mult  break  through  three  Doors,  and  cut  the  Throats 
Often  tall  Fellows,  if  that  he  efcape  us : 
Befides,  as  far  as  I  can  apprehend, 
He  hath  (24)  no  fuch  Intention,  for  his  Looks, 
Are  full  of  Penitence. 

Dor.  Truft  not  a  Knave's  Looks 
They  are  like  a  Whore's  Oaths. 
How  does  my  poor  Daughter 
Brook  her  Reftraint  ? 

Serv.  With  fuch  a  Refolution 
As  well  becomes  your  Lordfhip's  Child.     [Knock  within. 

Bor.  Who's  that? 


(24)   no  fuch  Invention  ]  Mr.  Seward  concurr'd  with  me 

in  the  prefent  Alteration. 

D  d  4  Enter 
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Enter  Lemure. 

Serv.  Monfieur  Lemure. 

Dor.  This  is  a  fpecial  Favour, 
And  may  ftand  an  Example  in  the  Court 
For  Courtefie  :  It  is  the  Client's  Duty 
To  wait  upon  his  Patron  *,  you  prevent  me, 
That  am  your  humble  Suitor. 

Lem.  My  near  Place 
About  the  King,  though  it  fwell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  Worth  and  Age,  which  may 
Challenge  much  more  Refpeft  ;  and  I  am  forry 
That  my  Endeavours  for  you,  have  not  met  with 
The  good  Succefs  I  wifrVd  ;  I  mov'd  the  King 
With  my  beft  Advantage,  both  of  Time  and  Place, 
I'  thT  Favour  of  your  Daughter.    Dor.  How  d'  you  find 
His  Majefty  affe&ed  ?    Lem.  Not  to  be 
Sway'd  from  the  Rigour  of  the  Law  ;  yet  fo  far 
The  rarity  o'th'  Cauie  hath  won  upon  him, 
That  he  refolves  to  have  in  his  own  Perfon 
The  hearing  of\\  her  Trial  will  be  noble. 
And  to  my  utmoft  Strength,  where  I  may  ferve  her, 
My  Aids  mall  not  be  wanting. 

Dor.  I'm  your  Servant. 

Lem.  One  Word  more:  If  you  love  Lifander's  Life, 
Advife  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  the  Way  ;  if  he  be  apprehended, 
This  City  cannot  ranfom  him  •,  fo  good  morrow.  \JLxit. 

Dor.  All  Happinefs  attend  you ;  go  thy  ways, 
Thou  haft  a  clear  and  noble  Soul.    For  thy  fake 
111  hold  that  Man  mine  En'my,  who  dares  mutter 
The  Court  is  not  the  Sphere  where  Virtue  moves, 
Humanity  and  Nobleneis  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Two  Gentlemen  (but  what  they  are  I  know  not, 
Their  Faces  are  ib  rnufRed)  prefs  tc  fee  you, 
And  will  not  be  deny'd.    Dor.  What  e'er  they  are, 
1  am  too  old  to  fear.    Serv.  They  need  noUfher, 
They  make  their  own  way. 

Enter 
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Enter  Li  fancier  and  Alcidon. 

Dor.  Take  you  yours.    Lifanderl       {Exit  Servant. 
My  Joy  to  fee  you,  and  my  Sorrow  for 
The  Danger  you  are  in,  contend  fo  here, 
(Though  different  Pafllons,  nay  oppos'd  in  Nature,; 
I  know  not  which  to  entertain.    Lif.  Your  hate 
Should  win  the  Victory  from  both  ;  with  Juftice 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a  Homicide, 
A  Man  whofe  Life  is  forfeited  to  th'  Law, 
But  if,  howe'er  I  ftand  accus'd,  in  Thought 
I  finn'd  againft  Cleander's  Life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  the  Dimonour  of  your  Daughter, 
May  all  the  MiPries  that  can  fall  on  Man 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me.    Dor.  To  me 
This  Proteftation's  ufelefs ;  I  embrace  you, 
As  the  Preferver  of  my  Life,  the  Man 
To  whom  my  Son  owes  his,  with  Life,  his  Honour  : 
And  howfoever  your  Affection 
To  my  unhappy  Daughter,  though  it  were, 
(For  I  have  fitted  her,)  in  a  noble  way, 
Hath  printed  fome  Taint  on  her  Fame,  and  brought 
Her  Life  in  Queftion    yet  I  would  not  purchafe 
The  wiftYd  Recovery  of  her  Reputation, 
With  ftrong  Affurance  of  her  Innocence 
Before  the  King  her  Judge,  wjth  certain  Lofs 
Of  my  Lifander,  for  (25)  whofe  Life,  if  found, 
There's  no  Redemption  5  my  excefs  of  Love, 
(Though  to  enjoy  you  one  ffiort  Day,  would  lengthen 
My  Life  a  Dozen  Years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  Knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  King  and  Heav'n,  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  hence  with  all  poffible  Speed,  and  leave 
Caltfta  to  her  Fortune.'   Lif.  O  blefs'd  Saints, 
Foriake  her  in  Affliction  ?  can  you 
Be  fo  unnatural  to  your  own  Blood, 
To  one  fo  well  deferving,  as  to  value 
My  Safety  before  hers  ?  Shall  Innocence 

(25)  for  whole  life,  if  found,}  Whcfe  is  the  right  Reading, 

the  other  a  rmnifeil  Error  of  the  Prefs) 

In 


426  The  Lovers  Progrejs. 

In  her  be  branded,  and  my  Guilt  efcape 

Unpunifti'd  ?  Does  me  fuffer  lb  much  for  me, 

For  me  unworthy,  and  fhall  I  decline, 

Eating  the  bitter  Bread  of  Banifliment, 

The  courfe  of  Juftice  to  draw  out  a  Life  ? 

A  Life?  I  ftile  it  falfe,  a  living  Death, 

Which,  being  uncompell'd  laid  dowm,  will  clear  her, 

And  write  her  Name  anew  in  the  fair  Legend 

Of  the  beft  Women.    Seek  not  to  difliiade  me. 

I  will  not,  like  a  carelefs  Poet,  fpoil 

The  laft  Act  of  my  Play,  'till  now  applauded, 

By  giving  th'  World  juft  Caufe  to  fay  I  fear'd 

Death,  more  than  lofs  of  Honour.    Dor.  But  fuppofc 

Heav'n  hath  defign'd  fome  other  faving  means 

For  her  Deliv'rance  ?    Lif.  Other  Means  ?  That  is 

A  Mifchief  above  all  I  have  groan'd  under : 

Shall  any  other  pay  my  Debt,  while  I 

Write  myfelf  Bankrupt  ?  Or  Califta  owe 

The  lead  Beholdingnefs  for  that  which  fhe, 

On  all  the  Bonds  of  Gratitude  I've  feal'd  to, 

May  challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tender'd  ? 

Avert  it  Mercy  !  I'll  go  to  my  Grave, 

Without  the  Curfes  of  my  Creditors ; 

I'll  vindicate  her  fair  Name,  and  fo  cancel 

My  Obligation  to  her  ;  to  the  King,  . 

To  whom  I  (land  accountable  for  the  lofs 

Of  two  of  his  lov'd  Subjects  Lives,  I'll  offer 

Mine  own  in  Satisfaction  \  to  Heav'n 

Til  pay  my  true  Repentance    to  the  Times 

Prefent,  and  future,  I'll  be  regiftred 

A  memorable  Precedent  t'admonifh 

Others,  however  valiant,  not  to  truft 

To  their  Abilities  to  dare  and  do ; 

And  much  lefs  for  the  airy  Words  of  Honour, 

And  falfe  ftamp'd  Reputation,  to  fhake  off 

The  Chains  of  their  Religion,  and  Allegiance, 

The  principal  Means  (26)  appointed  to  prefer 

Societies  and  Kingdoms.  [E,\iL 

(26)   appointed  to  prefer 

Societies,  Sec. — ]  As  this  Reading  is  common  to  all  the 

Copies, 
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Dor.  Let's  not  leave  him  j 
His  Mind's  much  troubled. 

Ale.  Were  your  Daughter  free, 
(Since  from  her  Dangers  his  Diftra&ion  rifes,) 
His  Caufe  is  not  fo  defp'rate  for  the  Slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Chryfanlhes,  but  it  may 
Find  Paflage  to  the  Mercy  of  the  King, 
The  Motives  urg'd  in  his  Defence,  that  fore'd  him 
To  aft  that  bloody  Scene. 

Dor.  Heav'n  can  fend  Aids, 
When  they  are  lead  expected ;  let  us  walk, 
The  Hour  of  Trial  draws  near. 

Ale,  May  it  end  well.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Olinda,  and  Lidian. 

Olin.  That  for  my  Love  you  fhould  turn  Hermit,  Lidian% 
As  much  amazes  me,  as  your  Report 
Clarange's  dead.    Lid.  He  is  fo,  and  all  Comforts 
My  Youth  can  hope  for,  Madam,  with  him  buried ; 
Nor  had  I  ever  left  my  Cell,  but  that 
He  did  injoin  me  at  his  Death  to  fhed 
Some  Tears  of  Friendfhip  on  his  Monument, 
And  thofe  laft  Rites  perform'd,  he  did  bequeath  you, 
As  the  beft  Legacy  a  Friend  cou'd  give, 
Or  I  indeed  could  wifh,  to  my  Embraces. 

Olin.  'Tis  (till  more  ftrange,  is  there  no  foul  PJay  in  it? 
I  muft  confefs  I  am  not  forry,  Sir, 
For  your  fair  Fortune    yet  'tis  fit  I  grieve 
The  moft  untimely  Death  of  fuch  a  Gentleman  ; 
He  was  my  worthy  Servant.    Lid.  And  for  this 
Acknowledgment,  if  I  cou'd  prize  you  at 
A  higher  Rate  I  fhou'd ;  he  was  my  Friend, 
My  deareft  Friend. 

Olin.  But  how  fhou'd  I  b*  afiur'd,  Sir, 
(For  flow  Belief  is  the  beft  Friend  of  Truth) 
Of  this  Gentleman's  Death  ?  If  I  fnou'd  credit  it, 

Copies,  and  is  certainly  Senfe,  I  have  not  venturM  to  difplace  it ;  but 
probably  (Mr.  Seward  likewite  fo  conjecturing)  we  ought  to  read, 

 appointed  to  prefer ve 

Societies,  &c. 

And 
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And  afterward  it  fall  out  contrary, 

How  am  I  fliam'd  ?  How  is  your  Virtue  tainted  ? 

Lid.  There  is  a  Friar  that  came  along  with  me, 
His  Bufinefs  to  deliver  you  a  Letter 
From  dead  Clarange :  You  (hall  hear  his  Teftimony. 
Father,  my  reverend  Father    look  upon  him, 
Such  holy  Men  are  Authors  of  no  Fables. 

Enter  Clarange  (with  a  Letter  writ  out)  and  Friar. 

Olin.  They  mould  not  be,  their  Lives  and  their  Opinions, 
Like  brighteft  purefl:  Flames,  ihou'd  ftill  burn  upwards. 
To  me,  Sir  ?  [Delivers  the  Letter. 

Clara.  If  you  are  the  fair  Olinda- 

Fri.  I  do  not  like  thefe  crofs  Points. 

Clara.  Give  me  leave, 
Fm  neareft  to  myfelf.   What  I  have  plotted 
Shall  be  purfu'd :  You  muft  not  over-rule  me. 

Olin.  D*  you  put  the  firft  Hand  to  your  own  Undoing? 
Play  to  betray  your  Game?  Mark  but  this  Letter. 
Lady,  I  am  come  to  claim  your  noble  Promife,  [Reads. 
If  you  be  Miftrefs  of  your  Word,  ye* re  mine* 
I'm  laft  return  d:  Tour  Riddle  is  dijfohfd, 
And  I  attend  your  Faith.    Your  humble  Servant*  Clarange. 
Is  this  the  Friar  that  faw  him  dead  f 

Lid.  'Tis  he. 
Clarange,  on  my  Life!  I  am  defeated: 
Such  reverend  Habits  juggle  ?  My  true  Sorrow 
For  a  falfe  Friend,  not  worth  a  Tear,  derided  ? 

Fri.  You  have  abus'd  my  Truft.    Olin.  It  is  not  well, 
Nor  like  a  Gentleman.    Clara.  All  Stratagems 
In  Love,  and  that's  the  fharpeft  War,  are  lawful. 
By  your  Example  I  did  change  my  Habit, 
Caught  you  in  your  own  Toil,  and  triumph  in  ir, 
And  what  by  Policy's  got,  I  will  maintain 
With  Valour ;  no  Lifander  fhall  come  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  off.    Lid.  His  honour'd  Name, 
Pronounc'd  by  fuch  a  treacherous  Tongue,  is  tainted. 
Maintain  thy  Treafon  with  thy  Sword?  With  what 
Contempt  I  hear  k%  in  a  Wildernefs 
I  durft  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 

In 
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In  my  retired  Hours,  (not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  Shape  was,)  I  have  learn'd 
When  Juftice  may  determine,  fuch  a  Caufe, 
And  of  fuch  Weight  as  this  fair  Lady  is, 
Muft  not  be  put  to  Fortune.    I  appeal 
Unto  the  King,  and  he  whofe  Wifdom  knows 
To  do  his  Subjects  right  in  their  Eftates, 
As  gracioufly  with  Judgment  will  determine 
In  Points  of  Honour. 

Olin.  I'll  fteer  th'  fame  Courfe  with  you. 

Clara,  I'll  (land  the  Trial. 

Fri.  What  have  you  done  ?  Or  what 
Intend  you? 

Clara.  Ask  not ;  I'll  come  off  with  Honour. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Beronte,  Clarinda,  Malfort,  a  Bar  fet  forth \  Officers. 

Ber.  Be  conftant  in  your  Proofs :  Should  you  (hrink 
back  now, 
Your  Life  muft  anfwer  it,  nor  am  I  fafe, 
My  Honour  being  engag'd  to  make  that  good 
Which  you  affirm. 

Clari.  I'm  confident,  fo  dearly 
I  honour'd  my  dead  Lord,  that  no  refpecl, 
Or  of  my  Lady's  Bounties  (which  were  great  ones 
I  muft  confefs)  nor  of  her  former  Life, 
For  while  that  fhe  was  chafte,  indeed  I  k>v'd  her, 
Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  Afliftance 

Unto  your  juft  Revenge  -mine  own  I  mean.  [Afide. 

If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all's  fecure: 
Lifander  dares  not  come  in  ;  modeft  Blufhes 
Parted  with  me  long  fince,  and  Impudence 
Arm'd  with  my  Hate,  unto  her  Innocence 
Shall  be  the  Weapon  1  will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  Rack 
Being  prefented  to  you,  you'll  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet. 

Mai.  Conceal  ?  1  know  nothing 
But  that  I  fhaJl  be  hang'd,  and  that  I  look  for  j 
It  is  my  Dcftiny,  I  ever  had 
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A  hanging  Look  ;  and  a  wife  Woman  told  me, 

Though  I  had  not  the  Heart  to  do  a  Deed 

Worthy  the  Halter,  in  my  Youth  or  Age, 

I  fhou'd  take  a  turn  with  a  wry  Mouth,  and  now 

*Tis  come  about :  I  have  penned  mine  own  Ballad 

Before  my  Condemnation,  in  fear 

Some  Rhimer  mould  prevent  me.   Here's  my  Lady; 

Wou'd  I  were  in  Heav'n,  or  a  thoufand  Miles  hence, 

That  I  might  not  blufli  to  look  on  her. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califta,  and  Olinda. 
Dor.  You 

Behold  this  Preparation,  and  the  Enemies 
Who  are  to  fight  againft  your  Life  ;  yet  if 
You  bring  no  Witnefs  here,  that  may  convince  ye 
Of  breach  of  Faith  to  your  Lord's  Bed,  and  hold  up 
Unfpotted  Hands  before  the  King,  this  Trial 
You  are  to  undergo,  will  but  refine, 
And  not  confume  your  Honour. 

Cah  How  confirm'd 
I  am  here,  whatfoever  Fate  falls  on  me, 
You  mall  have  ample  Teftimony  ;  till  the  Death 
Of  my  dear  Lord,  to  whofe  fad  Memory 
I  pay  a  mourning  Widow's  Tears,  I  liv'd 
Too  happy  in  my  Holyday  Trim  of  Glory, 
And  (27)  courted  with  Felicity  •,  that  drew  on  me, 
With  other  helps  of  Nature,  as  of  Fortune, 
The  Envy,  not  the  Love,  of  mod  that  knew  me  ; 
This  made  me  to  prefume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud,  but  I  am  humbled  ;  and  if  now 
I  do  make  it  apparent,  I  can  bear 
Adverfity  with  fuch  a  conftant  Patience 
As  will  let  off  my  Innocence,  I  hope,  Sir, 
In  your  declining  Age,  when  I  mould  live 
A  Comfort  to  you,  you  (hall  have  no  Caufe, 

(27)  — courted  with  Felicity ; — ]  The  whole  Senfe  of  ihe  Paffage 
calls  manifestly  for  a  Change  of, 

■  courted  ivitb  Felicity \      ■  ■ 

Into 

•  fported  with  Felicity. 

How- 
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Howe'er  I  (land  accus'd,  to  hold  your  Honour 
Ship-wreck'd  in  fuch  a  Daughter.    Olin.  O  bed  Friend* 
My  Honour's  at  the  ftake  too,  for—  Dor.  Be  filent: 
The  King. 

Enter  King,  Lemure,  and  Attendants. 

Lem.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  look  upon 
The  Prif 'ner,  and  the  many  Services 
Her  Father  hath  done  for  you—  • 

King.  We  muft  look  on 
TheCaufe,  and  not  the  Perfons.    Yet  beholding, 
With  an  impartial  Eye,  th'  excelling  Beauties 
Of  this  fair  Lady,  (which  we  did  believe 
Upon  Report,  but  till  now  never  faw  'em,) 
It  moves  a  ftrange  kind  of  Companion  in  me : 
Let  us  furvey  you  nearer ;  fhe's  a  Book 
To  be  with  care  perus'd ;  and  'tis  my  wonder, 
If  fuch  mifhapen  Guefts,  as  Luft  and  Murder, 
At  any  Price  mould  ever  find  a  Lodging 
In  fuch  a  beauteous  Inn  !  Miftake  us  not, 
Though  we  admire  the  outward  Structure,  if 
The  Rooms  be  foul  within,  expect  no  Favour, 
I  were  no  Man,  if  I  cou'd  look  on  Beauty 
Diftrefs'd,  without  fome  Pity  ;  but  no  King, 
If  any  fuperficial  Glofs  of  Feature 
Coud  work  me  to  decline  the  Cotirfe  of  Juftice, 
But  to  the  Caufe,  Cleander's  Death,  what  Proofs 
Can  you  produce  againft  her  ?    Ber.  Royal  Sir  ? 
Touching  that  Point,  my  Brother's  Death,  we  build 
On  Suppofitions— -  King.  Suppofitions?  how? 
Is  fuch  a  Lady,  Sir,  to  be  condemn'd 
On  Suppofitions? 

Ber.  They're  well-grounded,  Sir ; 
And  if  we  make  it  evident  fhe's  guilty 
Of  the  firft  Crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adultery; 
That  being  the  Parent,  it  may  find  belief, 
That  Murder  was  the  Iflue. 

King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  fo    but  that  it  may  be,  muft  not 
Infer  a  neceMary  Confequence 

To 
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To  caft  away  a  Lady's  Life.    What  Witntfles 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  Principal,  this  Woman, 
For  many  Years  her  Servant ;  fhe  hath  taken 
Her  Oath  in  Court.  Come  forward.    King.  By  my  Crown, 
A  lying  Face.    Clari.  I  fwore,  Sir,  for  the  King : 
And  if  you  are  the  Party,  as  I  do 
Believe  you  are,  for  you  have  a  good  Face, 
However  mine  appears,  fwearing  for  you,  Sir, 
I  ought  to  have  my  Oath  pafs.    King.  Impudent  too  ? 
Well,  what  have  you  fworn  ?    Clari.  That  this  Lady  was 
A  goodly  tempting  Lady,  as  me  is : 
How  thinks  your  Majefty  ?  And  I  her  Servant 
Her  Officer  as  one  would  fay,  and  trufted 
With  her  clofeft  Chamber- fervice ;  that  Lifander 
Was  a  fine-timber'd  Gentleman,  and  active, 
That  he  could  do  fine  Gambols 
To  make  a  Lady  merry ;  that  this  Pair, 
A  very  loving  Couple,  mutually 
Affected  one  another:  So  much  for  them,  Sir. 
That  I,  a  fimple  Waiting-woman,  having  taken 
My  bodily  Oath,  the  firft  Night  of  Admittance 
Into  her  Ladyfliip's  Service,  on  her  Slippers, 
(That  was  the  Book)  to  ferve  her  Will  in  all  things, 
And  to  know  no  Religion  but  her  Pleafure, 
flTis  not  yet  out  of  fafhion  with  fome  Ladies ; 
That  I,  as  th'  Premifes  (hew,  being  commanded 
To  do  my  Function,  in  Conveyance  of 
Lifander  to  her  Chamber,  (my  Lord  abfent 
On  a  pretended  Sicknefs)  did  the  Feat, 
(It  cannot  be  deny'd)  and  at  dead  Midnight 
Left  'em  together:  What  they  did,  fome  here 
Can  eafily  imagine.    I  have  faid,  Sir. 

Dor.  The  Devil's  Oratrix.    King.  Then  you  confefs 
You  were  her  Bawd  ? 

Clari.  That's  coarfe;  her  Agent,  Sir. 

King.  (28)  So  goody  Agent  ?  And  you  think  there  is 

(28)  So  goody  Agent?  ]  I  can't  forbear  thinking  but  our  Au- 
thor wrote  one  Letter  more  here,  and  gave  it, 
So  goodly  Agent.  ■  * 

No 
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No  Punifhment  due  for  your  Agent(hip? 

CkrL  Let  her  fuffer  firft, 
Being  my  better,  for  Adultery, 
And  1*11  endure  the  Mulct  impos'd  on  Bawds* 
Call  it  by  the  word  Name, 

Cal.  Live  I  to  hear  this  ? 

King.  Take  her  afide.  Your  Anfwer  to  this,  Lady? 

Cal.  Heav'n  grant  me  Patience :  To  be  thus  confronted, 
(O  pardon,  Royal  Sir^  a  Woman's  Paflion) 
By  one,  and  this  the  worft  of  my  Misfortunes, 
That  was  my  Slave,  but  never  to  fuch  ends,  Sir, 
Wou'd  give  a  Statue  Motion  into  Fury : 
Let  my  pafs'd  Life,  my  Actions,  nay  Intentions* 
Be  by  my  grand  Accufer  juftly  cenfur'd, 
(For  her  1  fcorn  to  anfwer)  and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  Truth 

In  that  fhe  urges,  then  I  will  confefs  J 

A  guilty  Caufe  ;  the  Peoples  Voice,  which  is 

The  Voice  of  Truth,  my  Husband's  Tendernefs 

In  his  Affection  to  me,  that,  no  Dotage, 

But  a  Reward  of  Humblenefs,  the  Friendfhip 

Echo'd  through  France  between  him  and  Lifander, 

All  make  againft  her;  for  him,  in  his  Abfence, 

(Whatever  Imputation  it  draw  on  me) 

I  muft  take  leave  to  fpeak :  'Tis  true,  he  lov'd  me, 

But  not  in  fuch  a  wanton  way,  his  Reafon 

Mafter'd  his  Paflions :  I  grant  I  had 

At  Midnight  Conf 'rence  with  him    but  if  he 

Ever  receiv'd  a  farther  Favour  from  me, 

Than  what  a  Sifter  might  give  to  a  Brother, 

May  I  fink  quick :  And  thus  much,  did  he  know 

The  Shame  I  fuffer  for  him,  with  the  lofs 

Of  his  Life  for  appearing,  on  my  Soul 

He  would  maintain. 

inter  Lifander,  and  Alcidon, 

Lif.  And  will,  thou  clear  Example 
Of  Women s  Purenefs. 

King.  Though  we  hold  her  fuch, 
Thou  haft  exprefs'd  thyfelf  a  defp'rate  Fool, 

Vol.  V.  Ee  To 


4.35  Covers  Progrefs. 

To  thruft  thy  Head  into  the  Lion's  Jaws, 
The  Juftice  of  thy  King. 

Lif.  I  came  prepaid  for't, 
And  offer  up  a  guilty  Life  to  clear 
Her  Innocence ;  the  Oath  Ihe  took,  I  fwear  to ; 
And  for  Oleander's  Death,  to  purge  myfelf 
From  any  Colour  Malice  can  paint  on  me, 
Or  that  ihe  had  a  Hand  in't,  I  can  prove 
That  fatal  Night  when  he  in's  own  Houfe  fell, 
And  many  Days  before,  I  was  diftant  from  it 
A  long  Day's  Journey. 

Clari.  I  am  caught.  \Afide. 

Ber.  If  fo, 

How  came  your  Sword  into  this  Steward's  Hands  ? 
Stand  forth. 

Mai.  I  have  heard  nothing  (29)  that  you  fpake ; 
I  know  I  muft  die,  and  what  kind  of  Death 
Pray  you  refolve  me,  I  fhall  go  away  elfe 
In  a  Qualm ;  I'm  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon,  Servants  and  Guard. 

King.  Carry  him  off, 
His  Fear  will  kill  him.  [Exit  with  Mai. 

Dor.  Sir,  'twas  my  Ambition, 
My  Daughter's  Reputation  being  wounded 
I'th'  general  Opinion,  to  have  it 
Cur'd  by  a  publick  Trial,  I  had  elfe 
Forborn  your  Majefty's  Trouble :  I'll  bring  forth 
Oleander's  Murderer ;  in  a  Wood  I  heard  him, 
As  1  rode  fadly  by,  unto  himfelf 
With  fome  Compunction,  though  this  Devil  had  none, 
Lament  what  he  had  done,  curling  her  Luft, 
That  drew  him  to  that  bloody  Fad. 

Leon.  To  leflen 
The  foulnefs  of  it,  for  which  I  know  juftly 
I  am  to  fuffer    and  with  my  laft  Breath 
To  free  thefe  Innocents,  I  do  confefs  all ; 

(29)  — —  that  you  fpeak;]  The  change  of  Tenfe  is  here  certainly 
neceffary,  and  the  Copy  of  1647  confirms  it  j 
1        that  yos  fpake. 

This 
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This  wicked  Woman's  only  guilty  with  me. 

Clari.  Is't  come  to  this  ?  thou  puling  Rogue,  die  thou 
With  Pray'rs  in  thy  Mouth ;  PI  I  curfe.the  Laws 
By  which  I  fuffer-,  all  I  grieve  for  is 
That  I  die  unreveng'd. 

Leon.  But  one  Word  more,  Sir, 
And  I  have  done  ;  I  was  by  Accident  where 
Lifander  met  with  Cloridon  and  Chryfanthes, 
Was  an  Ear  Witnefs  when  he  fought  for  Peace, 
Nay,  begg'd  it  upon  colder  Terms  than  can 
Almoft  find  Credit,  his  paft  Deeds  confider'd ; 
But  they,  deaf  to  his  Reafons,  fev'rally 
A  (faulted  him,  but  fuch  was  his  good  Fortune, 
That  both  fell  under  its  upon  my  Death 
I  take  it  uncompelPd,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  Ends  j  and  he  againft 
His  Will,  the  Inftrument.    Ale.  This  J  will  fwear  tOD, 
For  I  was  not  far  off.    Dor.  They  have  aliedg'd 
As  much  to  wake  your  fleeping  Mercy,  Sir, 
As  all  the  Advocates  of  France  can  plead 
In  his  Defence. 

King.  The  criminal  Judge  fhall  fentence 

Thefe  to  their  Merits  with  mine  own  Hand,  Lady, 

I  take  you  from  the  Bar,  and  do  myfelf 

Pronounce  you  innocent.  \_Exeunt  with  Leon,  and  Claris 

All.  Long  live  the  King. 

King.  And  to  confirm  you  (land  high  in  our  Favour, 
And  as  fome  Recompence  for  what  you  have 
With  too  much  Rigour  in  your  Trial  fuffer'd ; 
Ask  what  you  pleafe,  becoming  me  to  grant, 
And  be  poffeft  oft. 

Cal.  Sir,  I  dare  not  doubt 
Your  Royal  Promife,  in  a  King  it  is 
A  ftrong  AfTurance,  that  embpldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  Knees  to  make  my  Boon 
Lifander1 's  Pardon.    Dor.  My  good  Genius 
Did  prompt  her  to  it.    Lem.  At  your  Feet  thus  proftrate, 
I  fecond  her  Petition.    Ale.  Never  King 
Pour'd  forth  his  Mercy  on  a  worthier  Subject. 

Ber.  To  witnefs  my  Repentance,  for  the  Wrong 

E  e  2  In 
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In  my  unjuft  Sufpicion  I  did  both, 
I  join  in  the  fame  Suit. 

Lif.  The  Life  you  give, 
Still  ready,  Sir,  to'  lay  down  for  your  Service, 
Shall  be  againft  your  Enemies  employ'd, 
Not  hazarded  in  Brawls. 

AIL  Mercy,  dread  Sir. 

King.  So  many  prefling  me,  and  with  fuch  Reafons 
Moving  Companion,  I  hope  it  will  not 
Be  cenfur'd  Levity  in  me,  though  I  borrow 
In  this  from  Juftice,  to  relieve  my  Mercy  y 
I  grant  his  Pardon  at  your  Interceflion, 
But  ftill  on  this  Condition  ;  you  Lifander9 
In  expiation  of  your  Guilt,  fhall  build 
A  Monument  for  my  Cloridon  and  Cryfanthes ; 
And  never  henceforth  draw  a  Sword,  but  when 
By  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  Flower-de-Luce ;  and  after  one  Year's  Sorrow 
For  your  dear  Friend  Oleander's  wretched  Fate, 
Marry  CaKJla. 

Enter  Lidian. 

Lif.  On  your  facred  Hand, 
I  vow  to  do  it  ferioufly. 

Lid.  Great  Sir,  ftay, 
Leave  not  your  Seat  of  Juftice,  'till  you  have 
Giv'n  Sentence  in  a  Caufe  as  much  important 
As  this  you  have  determined. 

King.  Lidian  ? 

Enter  Clarange  and  Friar. 

Lid.  He,  Sir, 
Your  humbleft  Subject :  I  accufe  Clarange 
Of  Falftiood  in  true  Friendfhip  at  the  height ; 
We  both  were  Suitors  to  this  Lady,  both 
Injoin'd  one  Penance. 

Clara.  Trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unneceflary  Repetition, 
Of  what  the  Court's  familiar  with  already, 

King.  Clarange? 

Dor, 
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Dor.  With  a  fhaven  Crown  ? 
Olin.  Moft  ftrange. 

Clara.  Look  on  thy  Rival,  your  late  Servant,  Madam, 
But  now  devoted  to  a  better  Miftrefs, 
The  Church,  whofe  Orders  I  have  took  upon  me : 
I  here  deliver  up  my  Intereft  to  her, 
And  what  was  got  with  Cunning  as  you  thought, 
I  (imply  thus  furrender :  Heretofore 
You  did  outftrip  me  in  the  Race  of  Friendfhip, 
I  am  your  Equal  now. 

Dor.  A  Suit  foon  ended. 

Clara.  And  joining  thus  your  Hands,  I  know  both 
willing, 

I  may  do  in  the  Church  my  Friar's  Office 
In  marrying  you. 

Lid.  The  Victory  is  yours,  Sir. 

King.  It  is  a  glorious  one,  and  well  fets  off 
Our  Scene  of  Mercy  5  to  the  Dead  we  tender 
Our  Sorrow,  to  the  Living  ample  Wifhes 
Of  future  Happinefs.    'Tis  a  King's  Duty 
To  prove  himfelf  a  Father  to  his  Subjects; 
And  I  fhall  hold  it,  if  this  well  fucceed, 
A  meritorious  and  praife-worthy  Deed.  [Exeunt, 


E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E, 

STILL  doubtful,  and  perplex* d  too,  whether  be 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  Hiftory, 
The  Poet  fits  within ;  ftnce  he  rnuft  know  it, 
He  with  Refpecl,  de fires  that  you  would  fhew  it 
By  fome  accujlom'd  Sign  ;  //  from  our  Attion 
Or  his  Endeavours,  you  meet  Satisfaftion, 
With  ours  he  hath  his  Ends  *,  we  hope  the  beft^ 
To  make  that  Certainty  in  you  doth  reft. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

CURIO. 

1 G  N I O  R  Alphonfo^  ye're  too  rugged  to  her, 
Believe't,  too  full  of  Harfhnefs, 
Alph.  Yes  it  feems  fo. 
Seb.  A  Father  of  fo  fweet  a  Child,  fo  happy, 
(Fie  Sir,)  fo  excellent  in  all  Endowments, 
In  bleffednefs  of  Beauty,  fuch  a  Mirror. 
Alph.  She  is  a  Fool,  away. 
Seb.  Can  ye  be  angry  ? 
Can  any  Wind  blow  rough,  upon  a  BlofTom 
So  fair  and  tender  ?  Can  a  Father's  Nature, 
A  noble  Father's  too  ? 

Alph.  All  this  is  but  prating  :  • 
Let  her  be  rul'd  ;  let  her  obferve  my  Humour  ; 
"With  my  Eyes  let  her  fee;  with  my  Ears  liften ; 
I  am  her  Father :  I  begot  her,  bred  her, 

And  I  will  make  her  

Cur.  No  doubt  ye  may  compel  her, 
But  what  a  mifchievous,  unhappy  Fortune 
May  wait  upon  this  Will  of  yours  ;  as  commonly 
Such  Forcings  ever  end,  in  Hates  and  Ruins. 

Alph* 
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Alpb.  Is't  not  a  Man  I  wifli  her  to?  A  ftrong  Man? 
What  can  (he  have?  What  wou'd  (he  have  ?  A  Gentleman  ? 
A  young  Man  ?  and  an  able  Man  ?  a  rich  Man  ? 
A  handfome  Man  ?  a  valiant  Man  ?  d* you  mark  me  ? 
None  of  your  piec'd-Compa-nions,  your  pin'd  Gallants, 
That  fly  to  Fitters,  with  ev'ry  Flaw  of  Weather: 
None  of  your  impt  Bravadoes :  What  can  (he  ask  more  ? 
Is't  not  a  metal'd  Man  fit  for  a  Woman  ? 
A  ftrong  chin'd  Man  ?  FU  not  be  fool'd,  nor  flurted. 

Seb.  I  grant  ye  Roderigo  is  all  thefe, 
And  a  brave  Gentleman  :  Muft  it  therefore  follow 
Upon  Neceflity  (he  muft  doat  on  him  ? 
Will  ye  allow  no  Liberty  in  chufing? 

Cur.  Alas!  (he's  tender  yet. 

Alpb.  Enough,  enough,  enough,  Sir  ; 
She's  malleable,  (he'll  endure  the  Hammer ; 
And  why  not  that  ftrong  Workman  that  ftrikes  deepeft  ? 
Let  me  know  that :  fhe's  fifteen,  with  the  vantage, 
And  if  (he  be  not  ready  now  for  Marriage—— 

Seb.  Yoq  know  he  is  a  banifti'd  Man,  an  Outlaw, 
And  how  he  lives ;  his  Nature  rough,  and  bloody 
By  cuftomary  Rapines :  now,  her  fweet  Humour, 
That  is  as  eafy  as  a  Calm,  and  peaceful ; 
All  her  Affe&ions,  like  the  Dews  on  Roies ; 
Fair  as  the  Flowers  themfelves;  as  fweet*and  gentle: 
How  would  you  have  thefe  meet  ? 

Alph.  A-bed,  a-bed,  Sir: 
Let  her  be  the  faireft  Rofe,  and  the  fweeteft, 
Yet  I  know  this  fair  Rofe  muft  have  her  Prickles : 
1  grant  ye  Roderigo  is  an  Outlaw, 
An  eafy  Compofuion  calls  him  in  again  ; 
He  is  a  valiant  Man,  and  he's  a  rich  Man, 
And  loves  the  Fool ;  a  little  rough  by  Cuftom: 
She'll  like  him  ten  times  better.    She'll  doat  upon  him, 
flf  e'er  they  come  to  grappling,)  run  mad  for  him  ; 
But  there's  another  in  the  Wind,  fom*Caftrel 
That  hovers  over  her,  (i)  and  dares  her  daily, 
Some  flickring  Slave. 

( i)   ■  and  dares  her  daily,]  i.  e.  makes  her  afraid. 

Cur. 


The  Pilgrim.  443 

Cur.  I  dare  not  think  fo  poorly. 
Alpb.  Something  there  is,  and  muft  be    but  I  fliall 
fcent  it 
And  hunt  it  narrowly. 

Seb.  I  never  faw  her  yet 
Make  offer  at  the  lead  glance  of  Affection, 
But  ftill  fo  modeft,  wife. 

Alpb,  They're  wife  to  gull  us. 
There  was  a  Fellow,  old  Fernando's  Son, 
I  muft  confefs  handfome,  but  my  Enemy, 
And  the  whole  Family,  I  hate  young  Ptdro  : 
That  Fellow  I  have  feen  her  gaze  upon, 
And  turn,  and  gaze  again,  and  make  fuch  offers 
As  if  fhe'd  (hoot  her  Eyes  like  Meteors  at  him : 
But  that  Caufe  ftands  removed. 

Cur.  You  need  not  doubt  him, 
For  long  fince,  as  'twas  thought  on  a  griev'd  Confcience, 
He  left  his  Father,  and  his  Friends ;  (2)  more  pity : 
For  Truth  reports  he  was  a  noble  Gentleman. 

Alpb.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  he  was  a  Beggar; 
And  there  I'll  leave  him. 

Seb.  Th'  more  the  Court  muft:  anfwer ; 
But  certainly  I  think,  though  fhe  might  favour  him, 
And  love  his  Goodnefs,  as  he  was  an  honeft  Man, 
She  never  with  loofe  Eyes  ftuck  on  his  Perfon. 

Alpb.  She  is  fo  full  of  Confcience  too,  and  Charity, 
And  outward  Holinefs,  flie  will  undo  me  : 
Relieves  more  Beggars,  than  an  Hofpital ; 
And  all  poor  Rogues,  that  can  but  fay  their  Prayers, 
And  tune  their  Pipes  fio  Lamentations. 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta. 

She  thinks  (he's  bound  to  dance  to.  Good- morrow  to  you, 
And  that's  as  ye  deferve  too ;  you  know  my  Mind, 
And  ftudy  to  obferve  it,  do  it  cheerfully, 
And  readily,  and  home. 

Alin.  I  ihall  obeyje. 
But,  noble  Sir. 

(2)  ■  ■    ■  ■  1  ■  more  pip .  ]  Thefe  Words  feemingly  would 

tome  better  fxwmSfhrto's  Moutfi,  than  his  that  fpeaks  'em. 

Alpb. 
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Alpb.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  Flatteries, 
And  your  fine  Phrafes. 

Cur.  Pray  ye  be  gentle  to  her. 

Alpb.  I  know  'em;  and  know  your  Feats ;  if  you  will 
find  me 

Noble  and  loving,  feek  me  in  your  Duty, 

You  know  Pm  too  indulgent  >— 

Seb.  Alas,  poor  Lady. 

Alpb.  To  your  Devotions ;  I  take  no  good  thing  from 
you. 

Come,  Gentlemen,  leave  pitying,  and  moaning  of  her, 
And  praifing  of  her  Virtues,  and  her  Whim-whams ; 
It  makes  her  proud,  and  fturdy. 

Seb.  Cur.  Good  Hours  wait  on  ye .  [Exeunt. 

Alin.  I  thank  ye,  Gentlemen :  I  want  fuch  Comforts. 
I  would  thank  you  too,  Father,  but  your  Cruelty 
Hath  almoft  made  me  fenfelefs  of  my  Duty  ; 
Yetftill  1  muft  know:  Would  I  had  known  nothing. 
What  Poor  attend  my  Charity  to  Day,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  Of  all  forts,  Madam ;  your  open-handed  Bounty 
Makes  'em  flock  every  Hour :  Some  worth  your  Pity, 
But  others  that  have  made  a  trade  of  Begging. 

Alin.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  I  muft  give  it; 
It  takes  away  the  holy  ufe  of  Charity 
T'  examine  Wants. 

Jul.  I  would  you  would  be  merry  : 
A  chearful-giving  Hand,  as  I  think,  Madam, 
Requires  a  Heart  as  chearful. 

Alin.  Alas,  Juletta> 
What  is  there  to  be  merry  at  ?  What  Joy  now, 
Unlefs  we  fool  our  own  Afflictions, 
And  make  them  (hew  ridiculous  ? 

Jul.  Sure,  Madam, 
You  could  not  feem  thus  ferious,  if  you  were  married, 
Thus  fad,  and  full  of  Thoughts. 

Alin.  Married  ?  To  whom,  Wench  ? 
Thou  think'ft  if  there  be  a  young  handfome  Fellow, 
As  thofe  are  plentiful,  our  Cares  are  quenched  then. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  think  a  lufty  handfome  Fellow, 
If  he  be  kind  and  loving,  and  a  right  one, 

Is 
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Is  ev'n  as  good  a  Pill  to  purge  this  Melancholy, 
As  ever  Galen  gave  ;  I'm  lure  more  natural, 
And  merrier  for  the  Heart,  than  Wine  and  Saffron : 
Madam,  a  wanton  Youth  is  fuch  a  Cataplafm. 

Alin.  Who's  been  thy  Tutor,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  Ev'n  my  own  Thoughts,  Lady  : 
For  though  I  be  bar'd  th'  liberty  of  Talking, 
Yet  I  can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the  Mark,  Madam, 
'Faith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

Alin.  Who  will  have  me? 
Who  will  be  troubled  with  a  tettifli  Girl? 
(It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  Vice  expenceful) 
Who  can  allure  himfelf,  I  mall  live  honeft? 

Jul.  Let  ev'ry  Man  take  his  Fortune. 

Alin.  And  o'  my  Confcience, 
If  once  I  grow  to  breeding,  a  whole  Kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  Stock. 

Jul.  The  more  the  merrier  : 
'Tis  brave  to  be  a  Mother  of  new  Nations. 

Alin.  Why,  I  mould  bury  a  hundred  Husbands. 

Jul.  'Tis  no  matter  : 
As  long  as  ye  leave  fufficient  Men  to  ftock  ye. 

Alin.  Is  this  thy  Mirth?  Arethefe  the  Joys  of  Marriage? 
Away  light-headed  Fool}  are  thefe  Contentments  ? 
If  I  could  find  a  Man. 

Jul.  You  may  a  thoufand. 

Alin.  Meer  Men  I  know  I  may :  And  there  a  Woman 
Has  liberty,  (at  leaft  fhe'll  venture  for  it,) 
To  be  a  Monfter,  and  become  the  Time  too ; 
But  to  enjoy  a  Man,  from  whofe  Example 
As  from  a  Compafs,  we  may  fteer  our  Fortunes, 
Our  Actions,  and  our  Age    and  fafe  arrive  at 
A  Memory  that  mail  become  our  Ames, 
Such  things  are  few,  and  far  to  feek  ;  to  find  one 
That  can  but  rightly  manage  th'  wild  Bead,  Woman, 
And  fweetly  govern  with  her.  But  no  more  of  this,  Wench, 
'Tis  not  for  thy  Difcourfe  :  Let's  in,  and  fee 
What  poor  Afflicted  wait  our  Charity.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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scene  ir. 

Enter  a  Porter four  Beggars,  Pedro,  and  a  Pilgrim. 

Por.  Stand  off,  and  keep  your  Ranks :  Twenty  Foot 

further : 

There  loufe  yourfelves  with  Reafon  and  Difcretion. 
The  Sun  mines  warm :  The  farther  dill  the  better, 
Your  Beads  will  bolt  anon,  and  then  'tis  dangerous. 

1  Beg.  Heav'n  blefs  our  Miftrefs. 
Por.  Does  the  Crack  go  that  way  ? 

'Twill  be  o'th'  other  fide  anon. 

2  Beg.  Pray  ye,  Friend. 

Por.  Your  Friend?  And  why  your  Friend?  Why, 
good  man  Turncoat, 
What  doft  thou  fee  within  me,  or  without  me, 
Or  what  Itch  doft  thou  know  upon  me,  tell  me, 
That  I  mould  be  thy  Friend  ?  What  do  I  look  like, 
Any  of  thy  Acquaintance  hung  in  Gibbets  ? 
Haft  thou  any  Friends,  Kindred  or  Alliance, 
Or  any  higher  Ambition,  than  an  Alms-basket? 

2  Beg.  I'd  be  your  Worfhip's  Friend. 
Por.  So  ye  (hall,  Sirrah, 

When  I  quarter  the  fame  Loufe  with  ye. 

3  Beg.  'Tis  twelve  o*  Clock. 

Por.  'Tis ever  fo  with  thee,  when  thou'ft  done  fcratching, 
For  that  provokes  thy  Stomach  to  ring  Noon ; 
O  th'  infinite  Seas  of  Porridge  thou  haft  fwallow'd  ! 
And  yet  thou  look'ft  as  if  they  had  been  but  Glifters ; 
Thou  feedft  abundance,  thou  hadft  need  of  Suftenancej 
Alms  do  you  call  it  to  relieve  thefe  Rafcals  ? 
Nothing  but  a  gen'ral  Rot  of  Sheep  can  fatisfy  'em. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

Alph.  Did  not  I  tell  you,  how  (he  would  undo  me  ? 
What  Marts  of  Rogues,  and  Beggars  ? 

Seb.  It  is  Charity  : 
Methinks  you  are  bound  to  Jove  her  for  

Jlph.  Yes  I  warrant  ye, 
If  Men  could  fail  to  Heav'n  in  Porridge  Pots, 

With 
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With  Mafts  of  Beef  and  Mutton,  what  a  Voyage  fhould 

1  make  ? 
What  are  all  thefe  ? 

1  Beg.  Poor  People,  an't  like  your  Worfliip. 

2  Beg.  Wretched  poor  People. 

3  Beg.  Very  hungry  People. 
Alph.  And  very  Loufy. 

4  Beg.  Yes,  forfooth,  fo,  fb. 

Por.  I'll  undertake  five  hundred  Head  about  'em, 
And  that's  no  needy  Grafier* 
Alph.  What  are  you  ? 

Pil.  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder  at  your  Charity, 
Yet  People  poor  enough  to  beg  a  Bleffing. 

Cur.  Ufe  them  with  favour,  Sir,  their  Shews  are  reverend. 
It  feems  ye're  holy  Pilgrims  ? 

Pil,  Ye  guefs  right,  Sir, 
And  bound  far  off,  to  offer  our  Devotions. 

Alph.  What  make  ye  this  way?  We  keep  no  Relicks  here, 
Nor  holy  Shrines. 

Pil.  The  holieft  we  e'er  heard  of ; 
Ye  keep  a  living  Monument  of  Goodnefs, 
A  Daughter  of  that  pious  Excellence, 
The  very  (3)  Shrines  of  Saints  fink  at  her  Virtues, 
And  fwear  they  cannot  hold  pace  with  her  Pieties. 
We  come  to  fee  this  Lady :  Not  with  prophane  Eyes, 
Nor  wanton  Bloods,  to  doat  upon  her  Beauties, 
But  through  our  tedious  ways  to  beg  her  Bleffmgs 

Alph.  This  is  a  new  way  of  Begging,  and  a  neat  one, 
And  this  cries  Money  for  Reward    good  ftore  too  : 
Thefe  Commendations  beg  not  with  Bag,  and  Bottle. 
Well,  well,  the  fainting  of  this  Woman,  Gentlemen, 
I  know  what  it  mud  come  to  ;  thefe  Women- Saints 
Are  plaguy  heavy  Saints,  they  out-weigh  a  He-fainc 
Three  thoufand  thick  •,  I  know,  I  feel. 

Seb.  Ye're  more  afraid  than  hurt,  Sir. 
Alph.  Have  you  your  Commendations  ready  too  ? 
He  bows,  and  nods. 

(3)   Shrives  of  Saints  fink  at—  •]  The  Poet  probably  de- 

fivned  to  fay  /brink. 

Cur. 
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Cur.  A  handfome  well-built  Perfon. 

Alph.  What  Country -craver  are- you?  Nothing  but 
Motion  ? 
A  Puppet-Pilgrim  ? 

PH.  He's  a  Stranger,  Sir  ; 
This  four  Days  I  have  travel'd  in  his  Company, 
But  little  of  his  Bufinefs,  or  his  Language, 
As  yet  I've  underftood. 

Seb.  Both  young  and  handfome, 
Only  the  Sun  has  been  too  faucy  with  him. 

Alph.  Would  ye  have  Money,  Sir,  or  Meat?  What  kind 
of  Bleffing 

Does  your  Devotion  look  for?  Still  more  ducking? 

Be  there  any  Saints,  that  underftand  by  Signs  only  ? 

More  Motion  yet  ?  This  is  the  prettied:  Pilgrim, 

The  pink  of  Pilgrims  j  I'll  be  for  ye,  Sir ; 

Do  ye  difcourfe  with  Signs?  Ye're  heartly  welcome, 

A  poor  Viaticum  ;  very  good  Gold,  Sir  ; 

But  holy  Men  affeft  a  better  Treafure. 

I  kept  it  for  your  Goodnefs,  but  neverthelefs 

Since  it  can  prove  but  burdenfome  t'  your  Holinefs, 

And  you  affect  light  Prayer,  fit  for  Carriage, 

I'll  put  this  up  again. 

Cur.  Ye're  too  unreverent.  [too, 

Alph.  Ye  talk  too  broad;  muft  I  give  way,  and  Wealth 
To  every  Toy,  that  carries  a  grave  feeming  ? 
Muft  my  good  Angels  wait  on  him  ?  If  the  proud  Hilding 
Would  yield  but  to  my  Will,  and  know  her  Duty, 
I  know  what  I  would  luffer. 

Seb.  Good  Sir,  be  patient, 
The  Wrongs  ye  do  thefe  Men  may  light  on  you, 
Too  heavy  too  ;  and  then  you'll  wifli  you'd  laid  lefs : 
A  comely  and  fweet  Ufage  becomes  Strangers. 

Alph.  We  mall  have  half  the  Kingdom  Strangers  Ihortly, 
An  this  fond  Prodigality  be  fuffer'd  ; 
But  I  muft  be  an  Als:  See  'em  relieved,  Sirrah ; 
If  I  were  young  again,  I  would  fooner  get  Bear-whelps, 
And  fafer  too,  than  any  of  thefe  She-faints. 
But  I  will  break  her. 

Cur.  Such  a  Face  for  certain. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  Methinks  I've  feen  it  too :  But  we  are  cozen'd  -9 
But  fair  befal  thee,  Pilgrim,  thou  Jook'ft  lovely.  [£#//. 

For.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  Porridge  Regiment? 
Captain  Poor's  Quarter,  will  ye  move  ? 

Enter  Aliada,  and  Juletta. 

Alin.  Ye  dull  Knave, 
Are  not  thefe  Wretches  ferved  yet  ? 
Beg.  'Blefs  my  Miftrefs. 

Alin.  Do  you  make  Sport,  Sir,  with  their  Miferies? 
Ye  drowfy  Rogue. 

For.  They  are  too  high  fed,  Madam, 
Their  Stomachs  are  afleep  yet. 

A  tin.  Serve  'em  plentifully, 
Or  TJ1  ferve  you  out  next ;  e'en  out  o'  Doors,  Sirrah ; 
And  ferve  'em  quickly  too. 

Beg.  Heav'n  blefs  the  Lady. 

Alin.  Blefs  the  good  End  I  mean  it  for. 

Jul.  I  would  I  knew  it: 
If  it  be  for  any  Man's  fake,  I'll  cry  Amen  too. 
Well  Madam,  ye've  e'en  as  pretty  a  (4)  Port  of  Pen- 
fioners  

Alin.  Vain-glory  would  feek  more,  and  handfomer. 
But  I  appeal  to  Virtue  what  my  end  is ;     \JLxe.  Beggars \ 
What  Men  are  thefe? 

Jul.  It  feems  they're  holy  Pilgrims: 
That  handfome  Youth  mould  fuffer  fuch  a  Penance, 
Would  I  were  e'en  the  Saint  they  make  their  Vows  to, 
How  eas'ly  I  would  grant. 

Fil.  Heav'ns  Grace  in-wheel  ye, 
And  all  good  Thoughts,  and  Prayers  dwell  about  ye, 
Abundance  be  your  Friend,  and  holy  Gharity 
Be  ever  at  your  Hand,  to  crown  ye  Glorious. 

(4)   Port  of  Penftoners  ]  The  Senfe  of  the  Place  is  plain, 

cho'  the  manner  of  Expreflion  is  difficult.  In  Cafes  of  Criticifm,  of 
fuch  a  nature  as  this  before  us,  we  may  oftner  fay  with  certainty,  this 
or  that  is  wrong,  than  what  we  wou'd  fubititute  in  its  room  is  right. 
So  here,  tho*  I  think  I  may  juftly  condemn  Port,  yet  whether  Sorf;<x 
Cohort,  or  neither,  is  the  true  Lection,  mull  be  left  to  the  Judgment  of 
ihe  candid  and  ingenious  Reader. 

Vol.  V.  Ff  Alin. 
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Alin.  I  thank  ye,  Sir •,  Peace  guide  your  Travels  too, 
And  what  you  wilh  for  mod,  end  all  your  Troubles ; 
Remember  me  by  this ;  and  in  your  Prayers, 
When  your  ftrong  Heart  melts,   mediate  my  poor 
Fortunes. 

Pil.  All  my  Devotions  wait  upon  your  Service. 
Alin.  Are  y' of  this  Country,  Sir? 
Pil.  Yes,  worthieft  Lady, 
But  far  off  bred:  My  Fortunes  farther  from  me. 
Alin.  Gentle,  I  dare  believe. 
Pil.  I  have  liv'd  freer. 

Alin.  I'm  no  Inquifitor,  that  were  too  curious: 
Whatever  Vow  or  Penance  pulls  ye  on,  Sir  ; 
Confcience,  or  Love,  or  ftubborn  Difobedience, 
The  Saint  ye  kneel  to,  hear,  and  eafe  your  Travels. 

Pil.  Yours  ne'er  begin :  And  thus  I  feal  my  Prayers. 

\_Exit. 

Alin.  How  conftantly  this  Man  looks  ?  How  he  fighs! 
Some  great  Affliction  hatches  his  Devotions. 
Right  holy  Sir ;  how  young,  and  fweet  he  fuffers! 

Jul.  Would  I  might  fuffer  with  him. 

Alin.  He  turns  from  us : 
Alas,  he  weeps  too :  Something  preffes  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not.    Sir,  be  comforted, 
Ye  come  for  that,  and  take  it :  If'r.  be  want,  Sir, 
To  me  y 'appear  fo  worthy  of  relieving, 
I  am  your  Steward  :  Speak,  and  take.  He's  dumb  flill : 
Now  as  I  have  a  faith  this  Man  fo  ftirs  me, 
His  Modefty  makes  me  afraid  I  have  trefpafs'd. 

Jul.  Would  he  would  ftir  me  too:  I  like  his  Shape  well. 

Alin.  May  be  he'd  fpeak  alone    go  off,  Julettay 
( Afflicted  Hearts  fear  their  own  Motions^ 
Be  not  far  off. 

Jul.  Would  I  were  nearer  to  him, 
A  young  fmug  handfome  Holinefs  has  no  Fellow.  [Exit. 

Alin.  Why  do  you  grieve?  Do  you  find  your  Penance 
fharp  ? 

Or  are  the  Vows  ye've  made  too  mighty  for  ye? 
Does  not  the  World  allure  ye  to  look  back, 
And  forrow  for  the  fweet  time  ye  have  loft  ? 

Ye 're 
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Ye're  young,  and  fair    be  not  deluded,  Sir ; 
A  manly  made  up  Heart  contemns  thefe  Shadows, 
And  yours  appears  no  lefs ;  (5)  Griefs  for  your  Fears, 
For  Hours  ill-fpent,  for  Wrongs  done  rafh  and  rudely, 
For  foul  Contempts,  for  Faiths  ill  violated, 
Become  Tears  well ;  I  dare  not  task  your  Goodnefsj 
*  And  then  a  Sorrow  (hews  in  his  true  Glory, 
When  the  whole  Heart  is  excellently  lorry. 
I  pray  ye  be  comforted. 

Ped.  I  am,  dear  Lady, 
And  fuch  a  Comfort  ye  have  caft  upon  me, 
That  though  1  ftruggle  with  mine  own  Calamities 
Too  mighty,  and  too  many  for  my  Manage; 
And  though,  like  angry  Waves,  they  curl'd  upon  me, 
Contending  proudly  who  Ihould  firft  devour  me, 

(5)         ,  ,,.  Griefs  for  your  Fears, 

For  Hours  ill-fpent ,  for  Wrongs  done  rafh  and  rudely  t 
For  foul  Contempts,  for  Faiths  ill  'violated, 
Become  Fears  well;  ]  Fears  in  the  Jaft  Line  is  undoubtedly- 
Corrupt,  and  Tears  evidently  the  true  Word.  But  Fears  alfo  in  the 
firft  Line  looks  very  fufpicioufly :  Sins  is  the  propereft  Word  ;  and  I 
have  often  found  the  late  Editions  make  as  great  Changes  in  Words  as 
from  Sins  to  Fears,  and  the  firft  Editor  or  Transcriber  might  do  the 
fame  :  But  as  there  is  a  Word  often  ufed  by  our  Author,  which  chang- 
ing only  an  r  to  a  /,  gives  Propriety  to  the  Text  that  feems  moft  pro* 
bable:  I  conjecture  therefore, 

  Griefs  for  your  FeatS, 

i.  e.  Anions,  as  in  The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen, 

  give  me  Words, 

Such  as  you've  fhevo'd  me  feat.  Mr.  Seward. 

Mr.  Seward's  Conjecture,  however  ingenious,  I  cannot  entirely  agree 
to ;  the  Reafons  are  not  many,  nor  difficult  to  be  conceiv'd. 

My  good  Friend  by  reading  Feats,  was  not  aware  of  making  the 
Poet  guilty  of  Tautology,  feeing  Wrongs  done  rafb  and  rudely,  mud 
be  fome  of  thefe  very  Feats  he  is  here  contending  for.  Befides  this, 
by  admitting  Feats  into  the  Text  we  mall  ftill  be  at  a  lofs  for  fome- 
thing  eafy  and  natural  to  precede  and  introduce  Hours,  to  which  the 
Participle  /pent  may  be  common,  and  with  which  both  the  Subftan- 
tives  may  agree :  The  Correction  I  would  offer  has  both  thefe  lalt 
mention' d  Qualities,  and  'tis  this, 

■  Griefs  for  your  Years, 

For  Hours  ill-fpent,  &c. 
L  e.  The  grieving  for  the  ill-fpending,  not  only  of  the  larger  but  leffer 
Portions  of  your  Life  pad,  becomes,  clsTr. 

F  f  1  Yet 
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(6)  Yet  I  would  ftem  their  Danger. 

Alin.  He  fpeaks  nobly ; 
What  do  ye  want  ? 

Fed.  All  that  can  make  me  happy, 
I  want  myfelf. 

Alin.  Yourfelf?  Who  robb'd  ye,  Pilgrim? 
Why  does  he  look  fo  constantly  upon  me  ?  [Afide.* 
I  want  myfelf.    Indeed,  you  holy  Wanderers 
Are  faid  to  feek  much  •,  but  to  feek  yourfelves» 

Fed.  I  feek  myfelf  and  am  but  myfelf  s  Shadow  % 
Have  loft  myfelf  and  now  am  not  fo  noble, 

Alin.  1  feek  myfelf ;  fomething  I  yet  remember 
That  bears  that  Motto :  'Tis  not  he,  he's  younger, 
And  far  more  tender:  For  that  felf-fake,  Pilgrim, 
Be  who  it  will,  take  this.  [Offers  him  Money. 

Fed.  Your  Hand  I  dare  take, 
(That  be  far  from  me,)  Lady,  thus  I  kifs  it, 
And  thus  I  blefs  it  too  ;  be  conftant,  fair,  fill: 
Be  good,  and  live  to  be  a  great  Example.  [Exit. 

Alien.  One  Word  more,  Pilgrim.    H'as  amaz'd  me 
ftrangely : 

Be  conftant,fair,ftill\  'tis  the  Pofy  here: 

And  here  without,  Be  good:  He  wept  to  fee  me. 

Juletta. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Madam. 

Alin.  Take  this  Key,  and  fetch  me 
The  Marygold  Jewel  that  lies  in  my  little  Cabinet ; 
I  think  'tis  that :  What  Eyes  had  I  to  mifs  him  ? 

[Exit  Juletta. 
O'  me,  what  Thoughts  ?  He  had  no  Beard  then,  and 
As  1  remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy. 

(6)  Yet  1  would  Jiem  their  Danger.]  TW  Danger  is  Senfe  here, 
jcfpccially  if  we  read  the  Danger,  yet  Anger  carries  on  the  Metaphor 
fo  much  more  poetically,  that  J  have  little  doubt  of  its  being  the  true 
Word ;  and  what  almoil  makes  it  certain  is,  that  the  old  Edition  has 
put  the  D  quite  diilant  from  the  reft  of  the  Word,  D  anger;  the 
Setter  of  thv;  Prefs,  taking  it  firil  for  Danger,  begun  with  a  D,  then 
feeing  his  Miftake,  put  anger  by  itfelf,  but  forgot  to  take  away  the  D. 

Mr.  SeiuarJ. 

if 
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If  this  be  he,  he  has  a  manly  Face  yet, 
A  goodly  Shape. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Here,  Madam. 

Alin.  Let  me  fee  it : 
'Tis  fo,  too  true :  It  muft  be  he,  or  nothing ; 
He  fpake  the  Words  juft  as  they  (land  Engraved  here; 
/  feek  my >felj \  and  am  but  my  [elf's  Shadow ; 
Alas  poor  Man  :  Didft  thou  not  meet  him,  Juletta  ? 
The  Pilgrim,  Wench? 

Jul.  He  went  by  long  ago,  Madam. 

Alin.  I  forgot  to  give  him  fomething. 

Jul.  'Twas  ill  done,  Lady: 
For,  o'  my  Troth,  he  is  the  hanfom'ft  Man 
1  faw  this  many  a  Day  ;  would  he'd  all  my  Wealth, 
And  me  to  boot:  What  ails  (he  to  grow  fullen  ? 

Alin.  Come,  I  forgot;  but  I  will  recompence  it. 

[ExeunK 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  Seberto,  Juletta,  Porter  and 
Servants. 

Alph.f^S  A  N  (he  flip  through  a  Cat-hole?  tell  me  that  \ 

Refolve  me ;  can  Ihe  fly  i'  th'  Air  ?  Is  flie 
A  thing  invifible  ?  Gone,  and  none  know  it  ? 
Seb.  Ye  amaze  your  Servants. 

Alpb.  Some  pelting  Rogue  has  watch'd  her  Hour  of 
itching, 

And  claw'd  her,  claw'd  her ;  do  you  mark  me,  claw'd  her ; 
Some  that  I  fofler  up. 

Cur.  They  are  all  here,  Sir. 

Alpb.  Let'em  be  where  they  will,  they're  arrant  Rafcals, 
And  by  this  Hand  I'll  hang  'em  all. 

Seb.  Deal  calmly  ; 
You  will  not  give  'cm  time  to  anfwer  ye. 

F  f  3  Alpb. 
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Alph.  1*11  choak  'em,  famifh  'em:  What  fay  you, 
Wagtail? 

You  knew  her  Mind,  you  were  of  Council  with  her 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 

Cur.  Ask  with  Difcretion. 

Alph.  Difcretion  ?  hang  Difcretion,  hang  ye  all  : 
Let  me  know  where  Ihe  is, 

Jul.  Would  you  know  o'  me,  Sir  ? 

Alph.  O*  thee,  Sir  •,  ay,  o'  thee,  Sir :  What  art  thou,  Sir  ? 

Jul.  Her  Woman,  Sir,  and't  like  your  Worfhip,  Sir. 

Alph.  (7)  Her  Baud,  her  Fiddle-ftick, 
Her  Lady-fairy,  to  oil  th'  Doors  o'  Nights, 
That  they  may  open  with  Difcretion, 
Her  Gin,  her  Nut-crack. 

Jul  'Tis  very  well,  Sir. 

Alph.  Thoulieft  \  'tis  damnable  ill,  'tis  mod  abominable : 
Will  ye  confefs,  Thing  i 

Jul.  Say  I  were  guilty,  Sir, 
I  would  be  hang'd  before  I  would  confefs ; 
Is  this  a  World  to  confefs  in  ? 

Cur.  Deal  directly. 
P  Jul.  Yes,  if  my  Matter  lie  direft  before  me.; 
But  when  I'm  forc'd  and  feretted. 

Alph.  Tell  me  th»  Truth, 
And  as  I  live  I'll  give  thee  a  new  Petticoat. 

Jul.  And  you  would  give  me  ten  I  would  not  tell  ye  ? 
Truths  bear  a  greater  Price  than  you're  aware  of. 

Seb.  Deal  modeftly. 

Jul.  I  do  not  pluck  my  Cloaths  up. 

Alph.  What  fay  you,  Sirrah  ?  you  ?  or  you  ?  are  ye 
dumb  all  ? 

Por.  I  faw  her  laft  Night,  and't  fliall  like  your  Worfhip, 
When  I  ferv'd  in  her  Livery. 
Alph.  What's  that,  Sirrah  ? 
Por.  Her  Chamber-pot,  and't  pleafe  ye, 
Seb.  A  new  Livery. 

(7)  Her  Band,  her  Ftddle-fiick^  Thus,  in  fpite  of  Senfe,  read  all 
the  Copies :  The  miftake  of  n  for  «  was  very  eafy,  and  we  may  be  fure 
£ould  have  its  rife  from  no  other  Place,  but  that  of  the  Prefs.  The 
Text  is  from  the  Conjecture  of  ail  three. 

Alph. 
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Alph.  Where  lay  me  ?  who  lay  with  her  ? 

Por.  In  truth,  not  J,  Sir ; 
I  lay  with  my  Fellow- Frederick,  in  the  Flea-chamber, 
And't  like  your  Worfhip,  we  are  almoft  worried. 

Jul.  1  left  her  by  herfelf,  in  her  own  Clofet, 
And  there  I  thought  fh'ad  flept. 

Alph.  Why  lay  you  from  her? 

Jul.  It  was  her  Will  I  mould  ?  fhe  is  my  Miftrefs, 
And  my  part  is  Obedience. 

Alph.  Were  all  th'  Doors  lock'd  ? 

Por  All  mine 

Ser  And  mine :  She  could  not  get  out  thofe  ways 
Uniefs  fhe  leapt  the  Walls,  and  thofe  are  higher 
Than  any  Woman's  Courage  dare  afpire  at. 

Alph  Come,  you  muft  know. 

Cur.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain. 

Jul.  If  I  did  know,  and  her  Truft  lay  upon  me, 
Not  all  your  Angers,  nor  your  Flatteries 
Should  make  me  fpeak  ;  but  having  no  more  Intereft 
Than  I  may  well  deliver  to  the  Air, 
I'll  tell  ye  what  I  know,  and  tell  it  liberally  : 
1  think  (he's  gone,  becaufe  we  cannot  find  her  j 
I  think  fhe's  weary  of  your  Tyranny, 
And  therefore  gone  :  May  be  fhe  is  in  Love : 
May  be  in  Love  where  you  mow  no  great  liking, 
And  therefore  gone :  May  be  fome  point  of  Confcience, 
Or  vow'd  Devotion. 

Alph.  Thefe  are  nothing,  Minion  ; 
You  that  can  aim  at  thefe,  muft  know  the  Truth  too. 

Jul.  Any  more  Truth  than  this,  if  1  know,  hang  me, 
Or  where  to  fearch  for't ;  if  I  make  a  Lie 
(8)  To  gain  your  Love,  and  envy  my  bed  Miftrefs, 
Pin  me  againft  a  Wall,  with  my  Heels  upwards. 

(8)  To  gain  your  Love,  and  envy  my  beji  Mijirefs,']  Envy  here  is 
moft  probably  corrupt ;  it  may  indeed  be  made  Senfe  wi  h  the  Context, 
but  injure  feems  much  more  likely  to  be  the  true  Reading. 


The  bare  tranfpofing  of  the  latter  part  of  the  Line  will  make  the 
Senfe  very  clear  : 


Mr.  Seward. 


Alph* 
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Alph.  Out  of  my  Doors. 

Jul.  That's  all  my  poor  Petition  ; 
For  if  your  Houfe  were  Gold,  and  (he  not  in  it, 
Sir,  I  fliould  count  it  but  a  Cage  to  whittle  in. 

Alph.  Whore,  if  fhe  be  above  ground,  I  will  have  her. 

Jul.  I'd  live  in  a  Cole-pit,  then,  were  I  your  Daughter. 

Seb.  Certain  fhe  does  not  know,  Sir. 

Alph.  Hang  her,  hang  her, 
She  knows  too  much :  Search  all  the  Houfe,  all  Corners, 
And  where  'tis  poilible  flie  may  go  out.      \Exeunt  Serv. 
If  I  do  find  your  Tricks. 

JuL  Reward  me  for  'em. 
Or  if  I  had  fuch  Tricks  you  could  difcover, 
So  weak,  and  flightly  woven,  you  might  look  through, 
All  the  young  Girls  fliould  hoot  me  out  o'th'  Parifh. 
You  are  my  Matter,  but  ye  own  an  Anger 
Becomes  a  School-boy,  that  hath  loft  his  Apples; 
Will  ye  force  things  into  our  Knowledges? 

Alph.  Come  hither,  Juletta ;  thou  didft  love  me. 

Jul.  And  do  ftill: 
You  are  my  Lady's  Father,  and  I  reverence  ye. 

Alph.  Thou  would  ft  have  pleas'd  my  Humour. 

Jul.  Any  good  way, 
That  carried  not  Sufpicion  in't,  or  Flattery, 
Or  fail  of  Truft. 

Alph.  Come,  come,  thou  wouldft  have— 
Jul.  Stay,  Sir. 

Alph.  And  thou  haft  felt  my  Bounty  for't,  and  {halt  do. 
Doft  thou  want  Cloaths  or  Money  ? 
Jul.  Both. 

Alph.  Shalt  have  both. 

Jul.  But  not  this  way ;  I  had  rather  be  an  Adamite* 
And  bring  Fig-leaves  into  fafhion  again. 
If  you  were  young,  Sir, 
Handfome,  and  fitted  to  a  Woman's  Appetite, 
And  I  a  giddy-headed  Girl,  that  car'd  for  nothing, 
Much  might  be  done  5  then  you  might  fumble  with  me, 
And  think  to  grope  out  Matters  of  fome  moment, 
Which  now  you  will  put  too  Ihort  for; 
For  what  you  have  feen  hitherto, 

And 
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And  known  by  me,  has  been  but  honefl  Service, 
Which  I  dare  pin  i'th'  Market-place  to  anfwer ; 
And  let  the  World,  the  Flefh  and  Devil  examine  it, 
And  come  you  in  too,  I  dare  ftand  your  flri&eft. 
And  fo  much  good  may  do  you  with  your  Dreams 
Of  Courtefy. 

Alpb.  This  is  moft  monftrous. 

Enter  Porter  and  Servants. 

Seh.  Sure  (he  does  not  know,  Sir  ; 
She  durft  not  be  fo  confident,  and  guilty. 

Alpb.  How  now,  what  News?  (9)  what  Hopes  and  Steps 
difcovered  ? 

Speak  any  thing  that's  good,  that  tends  to  th*  matter; 
Do  you  (land  (taring  (till  r* 

1  Ser.  We  are  no  Gods,  Sir, 

To  fay  (he's  here,  or  there,  and  what  fhe  is  doing ; 
But  we  have  fearch'd. 

Por.  I  am  fure  (he  is  not  i'th*  Cellar; 
For  look  you,  Sir,  if  (he  had  been  l'th'  Cellar— 

Alpb.  I'm  fure  thou  haft  been  there. 

Por.  As  I  carried  the  matter, 
For  I  fearch'd  every  Piece  of  Wine  ;  yes  fure,  Sir, 
And  every  (10)  little  Tierce  that  could  but  teftify : 
And  I  drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out. 

Alpb.  Away  with  him, 
Fling  him  i'th'  Hay-mow,  let  him  lye  a  mellowing; 
He  (links  of  Muskadel  like  an  Englijb  Cbriftmas  : 
Are  thefe  your  Cares  ?  your  Services  ? 

2  Ser.  Pray  y'  hear,  Sir, 

We've  found  where  fhe  went  out  5  her  very  Footing. 

Alpb.  Where  ?  where  ?  go  on. 

Cur.  Obferve  then  with  more  Stayednefs. 

2  Ser.  Searching  the  Garden,  at  the  little  Poftern 
That  opens  to  the  Park,  we  firft  difcovered  it. 

(9)   what  Hopes  and  Steps  difcovered?]  As  plaufihle  as  this 

Reading  appears,  I  can't  help  imagining  our  Author  wrote, 

  what  Hops  and  Steps,  Sec. 

(10)  —  little  Terefs— ]  A  manifeft  Corruption  for  fierce,  u  e.  A 
third  part  of  a  Pipe  of  Wine. 

Alpb. 
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Alph.  A  little  Foot  ? 

1  Ser.  It  muft  be  hers,  or  none,  Sir. 
Alph.  How  far  beyond  that  ? 

2  Serv.  To  the  Park  it  leads  us, 

But  there  the  Ground  being  hard,  we  could  not  mark  it. 

Alph.  She  always  kept  that  Key   I  was  a  Coxcomb, 
A  Fool,  an  Afs,  to  give  a  Girl  that  Liberty  : 
Saddle  my  Horfes,  Rogues!  ye  drunken  Varlets, 
Your  precious  Diligence  lies  in  Pint-pots, 
Your  Brains  in  Buts  •,  my  Horfes,  ye  Pin-buttocks 
You'll  bear  me  company  ? 

Seb.  We  dare  not  leave  ye, 
Unlefs  we  found  a  quieter  Soul  within  ye. 

Cur.  If  we  may  do  the  Lady  any  Service, 
Sweet,  gentle  Soul. 

Alph.  I  fay  again,  my  Horfes : 
Are  ye  fo  hot  ?  have  ye  your  private  Pilgrimages  ?  J 
Muft  ye  be  Jumping-J^w  ?  I'll  wander  with  ye, 
I'll  jump  ye,  and  I'll  joggle  ye :  My  Horfes ! 
And  keep  me  this  young  Lirry-poop  within  Doors. 
I  will  difcover,  Dame. 

Jul  'Ti*  fit  you  mould,  Sir, 
If  ye  knew  what :  Well  Love,  if  thou  beeft  with  her, 
Or  what  Power  elfe  that  arms  her  Refolution, 
Conduct  her  fair,  and  keep  her  from  this  Madman, 
Direct  her  to  her  Wiflies,  dwell  about  her,  * 
That  no  difhonourable  End  o'er-take  her, 
Danger,  or  Want  •,  and  let  me  try  my  Fortune: 

Alph.  You  know  the  Place  we  meet  in  ? 

Seb.  We  mall  hit  it. 

Alph.  And  as  ye're  honeft  Gentlemen,  endeavour. 
Cur.  We'll  fearch  the  bed  we  can ;  if  (he  light  in  our 
Hands. 

Alph.  Tie  her  to  th'  Horfe-Tail. 

Seb.  We  know  how  to  ufe  her, 
But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  State. 

Alph.  Make  hafte  there : 
And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  th'  Houfe.  If  you  ftir  out, 
Damfel, 

Or  fet  o'  foot  any  new  Motion  this  way, 

When 
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When  I  come  home,  (which  fliall  be  fuddenly) 
You  know  my  Mind  if  you  do  play  the  Rafcal 
I  have  my  Eyes  and  Ears  in  fundry  Places, 
If  ye  do  praunce— — 

Jul.  I  (hall  do  that  that's  fit,  Sir, 
And  fit  to  crofs  your  Fooleries    I'll  fail  elfe. 
And  fo  I'll  to  my  Chamber.  [Exit. 

Alph.  To  your  Prayers, 
And  leave  your  ftubborn  Tricks:  She  is  not  far  yet, 
She  cannot  be;  and  we  dividing  fuddenly— 

Cur.  Keep  her  from  thy  Hands,  I  befcech.  [rffide. 

Alph.  Our  Horfes! 
Come,  chearfully.  I'll  teach  her  to  run  gadding.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  four  Outlaws. 

1  Outl.  Captain,  you  are  not  merry. 
Rod.  We  get  nothing, 

We  have  no  Sport ;  whoring  and  drinking  fpoils  us, 
We  keep  no  Guards. 

2  Outl.  There  come  no  Paflengers, 
Merchants,  nor  Gentlemen,  nor  whofoever, 
But  we  have  Tribute. 

Rod.  And  whilft  we  fpend  that  idly, 
We  let  thofe  pafs  that  carry  the  beft  Purchafe. 
I'll  have  all  fearch'd  and  brought  in ;  Rogues  and  Beggars, 
Have  got  the  Trick  now  to  become  Bank-mafters. 
I'll  have  none  'fcape  $  only  my  Friends,  and  Neighbours, 
That  may  deliver  to  the  King  my  Innocence; 
Thofe  I  would  have  regarded ;  it  is  Policy. 
But  other  wife  nor  Gravities,  nor  Shadows, 
Appear  they  how  they  will,  that  may  have  Purfes, 
For  they  mall  pay. 

3  Outl.  Ye  fpeak  now  like  a  Captain. 
And  if  we  fpare,  flea  us,  and  coin  our  CafTocks ; 
Will  ye  look  blith? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  Preparation 
The  King  intends  againft  us  yet? 

4  Outl 
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4  Outl  Not  a  Word,  Sir. 
Good  Man,  he's  troubled  with  Matter  of  more  tnomtu:, 
Hummings  of  higher  Nature  vex  his  Brains,  Sir  5 
Do  not  we  fee  his  Garrifons  ? 

Rod.  Who're  out  now? 

4  Outl.  Good  Fellows,  Sir,  that  if  there  be  any  Purchafe 

ftirring 

Will  ftrike  it  dead  ;  Jaques  and  Lopes  >  Lads 

That  know  their  Quarters,  as  they  know  their  Knapfacksj 

And  will  not  off. 

Rod.  Where  is  the  Boy  ye  brought  me? 
A  pretty  Lad,  and  of  a  quick  Capacity, 
And  bred  up  neatly. 

t  Outl.  He's  within  at  Meat,  Sir, 
The  Knave  is  hungry  ;  yet  he  feafons  all 
He  eats  or  drinks  with  many  Tears  and  Sighings. 
The  faddeft  Appetite  I  ever  look'd  on  ! 
(11)  The  Boy  is  young,  'tis  Fear  and  want  of  Company 
He  knows  and  loves ;  ufe  him  not  rough,  nor  harfhly, 
He  will  be  quickly  bold.     Rod.  1*11  entertain  him  : 
I  want  a  pretty  Boy  to  wait  upon  me, 
And  when  I'm  fad  or  fleepy,  to  prate  to  me ; 
Befides  there's  fomething  in  his  Face  I  like  well : 
And  ftill  the  more  1  look,  more  like ;  let  him  want  nothing, 
And  ufe  him  gently,  all. 

2  Outl.  Here's  a  fmall  Box,  Sir, 
We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev'd  to  part  with, 
May  be  fome  Wealth. 

Rod.  Alas,  fame  little  Money 
The  poor  Knave  carried  to  defray  his  Lodgings, 
I'll  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it : 
•Twere  Sin  to  open  fuch  a  petty  Purchafe. 

(11)  The.  Boy  is  young,  ]  In  the  Folio  Editions  the  ift  Outlaw  is 

made  to  fpeak  from 

He's  'within  at  Meaty  Sir, 

to, 

And  ufe  him  gently \  all. 
That  of  171 1  has  given  part  of  it  to  Roderigo,  as  it  (lands  at  prefenr, 
but  happly  (as  Mr.  Seward  too  obferved  with  me)  the  Captain's  Speech 
begins  two  Lines  above,  with, 
'The  Boy  is  young,  &c. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lopes  and  Jaques,  with  Pedro. 

How  now,  who's  this  ?  what  have  you  brought  mc,  Soldiers  ? 

Lop.  We  know  not  well  what?  a  (12)  ftrange  Having 
Fellow, 
Sullen  enough  I  am  fure. 

Rod.  Where  took  ye  him  ? 

Jaq.  Upon  the  Skirt  o'th'  Wood,  viewing,  and  gaping, 
And  lometime  (landing  ftill,  as  if  he'd  meant 
To  view  the  beft  Accefies  to  our  Quarters  ; 
Money  he  has  enough,  and  when  we  threatned  him, 
He  fmird,  and  yielded    but  not  one  Word  utter'd. 

Lop.  His  Habit  fays  he's  holy ;  if  his  Heart 
Keep  that  Proportion  too,  'tis  beft  ye  free  him ; 
We'll  keep  his  Wallet  here  •,  I'm  fure  'tis  heavy. 

Rod.  Pilgrim ;  come  hither,  Sir :  Are  you  a  Pilgrim  ? 
A  Piece  of  pretty  Holinefs ;  d'  you  fhrink,  Sir  ? 
A  fmug  young  Saint.  What  Country  were  you  born  in  ? 
Ye  have  a  Spanijh  Face :  In  a  dumb  Province  ? 
And  had  your  Mother  too  this  excellent  Virtue  ? 
No  Tongue,  d*  you  fay  ?  Sure  me  was  a  matchlefs  Woman? 
What  a  fine  Family  is  this  Man  fprung  from! 
Certain  he  was  begotten  in  a  Calm, 
When  all  was  hufht:  The  Midwife  was  dumb  Midnight  j 
Are  ye  feal'd  up  ?  Or  do  you  fcorn  to  anfvver  ? 
Ye're  in  my  Hands,  and  I  have  Med'cines  for  ye 
Can  make  ye  fpeak :  Pull  off  his  Bonnet,  Soldiers  ; 
Ye  have  a  fpeaking  Face. 

Lop.  Pm  fure  a  handfome  : 
This  Pilgrim  cannot  want  She-faints  to  pray  to. 

Rod.  Stand  nearer,  ha  ? 

Fed.  Come,  do  your  word  ;  Pm  ready. 

(12)  —  Jlrange  (laving  Fellow,]  Mr*  Seward  as  well  agree* 

with  me  in  the  explaining  /laving,  i.  e.  having  a  Pilgrim's  Staff  in  his 
Hands,  as  in  adding  farther,  that  if  the  Reader  is  ftill  diffatisned  with 
the  Place,  he  may  fuppofe  the  Poet  to  have  wrote, 

 a  Jlrange  ttaring  Fellow, 

And  there  may  be  fome  Rcafon  for  it  from  Jaquesh  Speech  a  little 
lower,  where,  fpeaking  of  this  new  Captive,  he  fays,  they  took  him 

XJpn  the  Skirt  o'th"  Wood,  viewing,  and  gaping,  6V. 


Rod. 
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Rod.  Is  your  Tongue  found  ?  Go  off,  and  Jet  me  talk 
with  him  ; 
And  keep  your  Watches  round. 

AIL  We're  ready,  Captain.  [Exeunt  Outlaws. 

Rod.  So    now  what  are  ye  ? 

Ted.  Am  I  ? 
My  Habit  Ihews  me  what  I  am. 

Rod.  (13)  Thou  art 
A  defp'rate  Fool,  and  fo  thy  Fate  fhall  tell  thee ; 
What  Devil  brought  thee  hither  ?  for  I  know  thee. 

Ped.  I  know  thou  doft ;  and  fmce  it  is  my  Fortune 
To  light  into  thy  Fingers,  I  mud  think  too 
The  moft  malicious  of  all  Devils  brought  me, 
Yet  fome  Men  fay  thou'rt  noble. 

Rod.  Not  to  thee, 
That  were  a  Benefit  to  mock  the  Giver : 
Thy  Father  hates  my  Friends,  and  Family, 
And  thou  haft  been  the  Heir  of  all  his  Malice. 
Can  two  fuch  Storms  meet  then,  and  part  with  Kiffing? 

Ped.  You  have  the  mightier  Hand. 

Rod.  And  fo  Pll  ufe  it. 
Ped.  I  cannot  hinder  ye  ;  lefs  can  I  beg 
Submiflive  at  his  Knees  that  knows  not  Honour ; 
That  bears  the  Stamp  of  Man,  and  not,  his  Nature  ; 
Ye  may  do  what  ye  pleafe. 
Rod.  I  will  do  all. 

Ped.  And  when  you've  done  all,  which  is  my  poor  Ruin, 
(For  farther  your  bafe  Malice  cannot  venture) 
Dishonour's  felf  will  cry  you  out  a  Coward. 
Hadft  thou  been  brave,  and  noble,  and  an  Enemy, 
Thou  wouldft  have  fought  me  whilft  I  carried  Arms, 
Whilft  my  good  Sword  was  my  Profeffion, 
And  then  have  cried  out,  Pedro,  I  defy  thee ; 
Then  ftuck  Alpbonfo's  Quarrel  on  the  Point, 
The  mercenary  Anger  thou  ferv'ft  under 

(13)  Thy  Heart, 

A  defperate  Fool,  ]  This  Paffage  furely  ought  to  run  fo, 

Thou  art 

A  deffrate  Fool,  &C. 
In  this  Mr.  Seward  likewife  concurred. 

To 
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To  get  his  Daughter.  Then  thou  fhould'ft  have  brav'd  me, 
And  arm'd  with  all  thy  (14;  Family's  Hate,  upon  me 
Done  fomething,  worthy  feat :  Now  poor  and  bafely 
Thou  fet'ft  Toils  ro  betray  me;  and  like  the  Peafant, 
That  dares  not  meet  the  Lion  in  the  Face, 
Dig'ft  crafty  Pit-falls;  Thou  fham'ft  th'  Spanijfh  Honour: 
Thou'ft  neither  point  of  Man,  not  Conlcience  in  thee. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  you're  brave ;  ye  plead  now  in  a  Sanctuary  \ 
You  think  your  Pilgrim's  Bulwark  can  deiend  ye ; 
You  will  not  find  it  fo. 

Ped.  I  look  not  for't. 
The  more  unhallow'd  Soul  haft  thou  to  offer  it. 

Rod.  When  you  were  braveft,  Sir,  and  your  Sword 
fharpeft, 

I  durft  affront  ye,  when  the  Court  Sun  gilded  ye, 
And  every  Cry  was  the  young  hopeful  Pedro, 
Alonfo's  fprightly  Son  ;  then  durft  I  meet  ye, 
When  you  were  Mafter  of  this  Fame,  and  Fafhion, 
And  all  your  Glories  in  the  full  Meridian, 
The  King's  Proof-favour  buckled  on  your  Body  ; 
Had  we  then  come  to  Competition, 
Which  I  have  often  fought—— 
Ped.  And  I  defired  too. 

Rod.  You  lhould  have  feen  this  Sword,  howe'er  you 
flight  it, 

And  felt  it  too  •,  {harper  than  Sorrow  felt  it, 

In  Execution  quicker  than  thy  Scorns  ; 

Thou  fhould'ft  have  feen  all  this,  and  fhrunk  to  fee  it. 

Then  like  a  Gentleman  I  would  have  us'd  thee, 

And  given  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thy  Being, 

Then  with  a  Soldier's  Arm  Pd  honour'd  thee; 

But  fince  thou  fteal'ft  upon  me  like  a  Spy, 

(14)    Family's  Hate  upon  me, 

Done  fomething  worthy  feat: — ]  A  Comma  or  two  here  will 
put  all  to  Right,  thus, 

■        Family* s  Hate,  upon  me 
Done  fomething,  worthy  Feat : 
But  Mr.  Seward  thinks  that  fomething  farther  is  requifite,  and  to  make 
the  whole  run  more  naturally,  we  ought  to  read  thus, 

■  '  ■  upon  me 

Have  done  fome  worthy  Feat.  ■  ■ 
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And  Thief-like  think'ft  that  holy  Cafe  mall  carry  thee 

Through  all  my  Purpofes,  and  fo  betray  me, 

(15)  Bafe  as  you  aft,  thy  End  be,  and  I  forget  thee. 

Fed.  What  poor  Evafions  thou  build'ft  on,  t'abufe  me? 
The  goodnefs  of  a  Man  ne'er  taught  thefe  Principle*. 
I  come  a  Spy  ?  Durft  any  noble  Spirit 
Put  on  this  Habit,  to  become  a  Traitor  ? 
Ev'n  in  an  Enemy  (hew  me  this  Antipathy 
Where  there  is  Chriftian  Faith,  and  this  not  reverenced : 
I  come  a  Spy  ?  No,  Roderigo,  no  j 
A  Hater  of  thy  Perfon,  a  Maligner? 
So  far  from  that,  I  brought  no  Malice  with  me, 
But  rather  when  I  meet  thee,  ( 1 6)  Tears  to  foften  thee ; 
When  I  put  on  this  Habit,  I  put  off 
All  Fires,  all  Angers,  all  thofe  (tarts  of  Youth 
That  ( 1 7)  clapt  too  rank  a  Biafs  to  my  Being, 
And  drew  me  from  the  right  Mark  all  mould  aim  at; 
Inftead  of  ftubborn  Steel,  I  put  on  Prayers ; 
For  ram  and  hafty  Heats,  a  fweet  Repentance  : 
Long  weary  Steps,  and  Vows,  for  my  Vain-glories. 
O  Roderigo  t 

Rod.  If  thy  Tongue  could  fave  thee, 
Or  Prating  be  thy  Bail,  thou  haft  a  rare  Benefit. 
Soldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a  Halter  with  ye ; 
I'll  forgive  your  holy  Ha,bit,  Sir,  but  I'll  hang  you. 

(15)  Bafe  as  you  a3,  thy  End  he,  ]  The  Copies  here  vary. 

Thofe  of  1647  and  1711  read  as  in  the  Text  j  that  of  1679  g>vcs  £he 
Paffage  thus, 

Bafe  as  the  A3,  &c. 
But,  as  I  think,  none  of  'em  right.    I  conje&ur'd  once  that  the  Line 
fhould  run  fo, 

Bafe  as  your  A3,  &c. 
But  finding  afterward,  upon  Examination,  that  the  was  the  reading  of 
the  2d  Folio,  I  am  now  inclined  to  think  the  Place  mould  run  thus, 

Bafe  as  this  A3,  &c. 
i .  e.  his  coming  upon  him  [Roderigo)  as  he  thought,  in  the  Habit  of 
a  Pilgrim,  to  fpy  out  his  Place  of  Concealment,  SLrcngth,  &c.  in  order 
to  difcovcr  all  he  knew  to  the  Governor. 

(16)    Tears  fo  foften  thee;]  This  Reading  is  peculiar  to  the 

Copy  of  1711. 

(!7)  —  clapt  too  rank  a  Biafs—]  i,  e.  ftrong,  great,  Ufc. 
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Enter  Outlaws,  Lopes,  and  Jaques. 

1  OutL  Wherefore  this  Halter,  Captain? 
Rod.  For  this  Traitor. 
Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

1  OutL  D'  you  want  a  Band,  Sir?  This  is  a  courfe 
wearing, 

'Twill  fit  but  fcurvily  upon  this  Collar; 
But  Patience  is  as  good  as  a  French  Pickadel. 

Lop.  What's  his  Fault,  Captain  ? 

Rod.  'Tismy  Will  he  perilh, 
And  that's  his  Fault. 

Ped.  A  Captain  of  good  Government. 
Come,  Soldiers,  come,  ye're  roughly  bred,  and  bloody  5 
Shew  your  Obedience,  and  the  Joy  ye  take 
In  executing  impious  Commands  ; 
Ye  have  a  Captain  feals  your  liberal  Pardons, 
Be  no  more  Chriftians,  put  Religion  by, 
'Twill  make  ye  Cowards ;  feel  no  Tendernefs, 
Nor  let  a  thing  call'd  Confcience  trouble  ye ; 
Alas,  'twill  breed  Delay.    Bear  no  Refpedfc 
To  what  I  feem  ;  were  I  a  Saint  indeed, 
Why  fhould  that  dagger  ye  ?  You  know  not  Holinefs ; 
To  be  excellent  in  Evil,  is  your  Goodnefs  5 
And  be  fo,  'twill  become  ye ;  have  no  Hearts, 
For  fear  you  mould  repent;  that  will  be  dangerous  5 
For  if  there  be  a  knocking  there,  a  pricking, 
And  that  Pulfe  beat  back  to  your  Confiderations, 
How  ye  have  laid  a  ftiff  Hand  on  Religion 

Rod.  Trufs  him,  I  fay. 

Ped.  And  violated  Faith—  

Rod.  Hear  him  not  prate. 

Ped.  Why,  what  a  thing  will  this  be? 
What  ftrange  Confufion  then  will  breed  among  ye  ? 

Rod.  Will  none  of  yc  obey? 

Ped.  What  Devils  vex  ye? 
The  Fears  ye  live  in,  and  the  hourly  Dangers 
Will  be  Delights  to  thefe :  Thofe  have  their  Ends, 
But  thefe  out-live  all  Time,  and  all  Repentance: 
And  if  it  creep  into  your  Confcience  once, 

Vol.V.  Gg  Be 
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Be  fure  ye  lock  that  clofe. 
Rod.  Why  (land  ye  gazing? 

Red.  Farewel  Sleep,  Peace,  all  that  are  human  Comforts, 
Better  ye  had  been  Trees,  or  Stones,  and  happier  -9 
For  thofe  die  here,  and  feek  no  further  Being, 
Nor  Hopes,  nor  Punifliments. 

Rod.  Rots  take  ye,  Rafcals. 

Jaq.  What  would  you  have  us  do  ? 

Rod.  Difpatch  the  Prater. 

Jaq.  And  have  religious  Blood  hang  on  our  Confciences? 
We're  bad  enough  already  :  Sins  enough 
To  make  our  Graves  ev'n  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  Man  love  me  ? 

Lop.  Although  I  be  a  Thief,  I  am  no  Hangman; 
They're  two  Mens  Trades,  and  let  another  Execute. 
Lay  violent  Hands  on  holy  Things  ? 

Rod.  Bafe  Cowards, 
Put  to  your  Powers,  ye  Rafcals,  I  command  ye. 
For  holy,  or  unholy,  if  I  fay  it, 
I'll  have  it  done. 

1  Outl.  If  I  do't,  let  me  ftarve  for't. 

2  Outl.  Or  I. 

3  Outl.  Or  I :  We  will  obey  things  handfome, 
And  bad  enough,  and  over-do  Obedience, 

But  to  be  made  fuch  Inftruments  of  Mifchief— 

Jaq.  I've  done  as  many  Villanies  as  another, 
And  with  as  little  Reluctation  ; 
Let  me  come  clear  of  thefe,  and  wipe  that  Score  off.- 
Put  me  upon  a  felt  and  known  Perdition  ■    ■  ■ 

Rod.  Have  ye  confpir'd,  ye  Slaves  ? 

Red.  (18)  How  vildly  this  mows, 
In  one  that  would  command  another's  Temper, 
And  bear  no  bound  in's  own. 

Rod.  Am  I  thus  jaded  ? 

Ped.  Is  it  my  Life  thou  long'ft  for,  Roderigo? 
And  can  no  Sacrifice  appeafe  thy  Malice, 
But  my  Blood  fpilt?  Do  it  thyfelf,  difpatch  it-, 
And  as  thou  tak'ft  the  whole  Revenge  unto  thee, 

(18)  Ho-w  wildly  this  flows,]  The  Folio  of  1647  gives  the  Text. 

Take 
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Take  the  whole  Sin  upon  thee,  and  be  mighty, 
Mighty  in  Evil,  as  thou  art  in  Anger: 
And  let  not  thefe  poor  Wretches  houl  for  thy  fake. 
Thofe  things  that  in  thine  own  Glafs  feem  moft  monftrous, 
Would'ft  thou  abufe  their  weak  Sights  with,  for  amiable  ? 
Is  it,  thou  think'ft  to  fear  me  with  thy  Terrors, 
And  into  weak  Condition  draw  my  Virtue? 
If  I  were  now  to  Jearn  to  die,  I'd  fue  to  thee ; 
Or  did  I  fear  Death,  then  I'd  make  thee  Glorious  5 
But  knowing  what,  and  how  far  I  can  fuffer, 
And  all  my  whole  Life  being  but  Death's  Preface, 
My  Sleep  but  at  next  Door— — 

Rod.  Are  ye  fo  valiant  ? 
I'll  make  ye  feel •,  I'll  make  ye  know,  and  feel  too  j 
And  Rafcals,  you  fhall  tremble.    Keep  him  here, 
And  keep  him  fafe  too  ;  if  he  'fcape  your  Guards  - 

Ped.  Fear  not,  I  will  not. 

Rod.  As  I  live,  ye  die  for't ; 
I  will  not  be  thus  baffled*  [Exit. 

Jaq.  What  a  Devil  have  ye  done,  Pilgrim  ?  Or  what 
Mifchief 

Have  you  confpir'd,  that  he  mould  rage  and  rave  thus  ? 
Have  you  kill'd  his  Father,  or  his  Mother  ? 
Or  ftrangled  any  of  his  Kindred  r* 

Lop.  Has  he  np  Sifters  ?  Have  you  not  been  bouncing 
About  their  Belly-pieces  r* 

Jaq.  Why  mould  that  be  dangerous, 
Or  any  way  defer ve  Death  ?  Is't  not  Natural  ? 
Bar  us  the  Chriftian  Liberty  of  Women, 
And  build  us  up  with  Brick,  take  'way  our  Free-ftone. 

1  Outl.  Becaufe  thou'rt  holier  than  he,  upon  my  Con- 
fcience 

He  does  not  envy  thee :  That's  not  his  Quarrel ; 

For,  look  you,  that  might  be  compounded  without  Prayers,' 

Lop.  Nor  that  thou  feem'ft  an  honefter  Man ;  for  here 
We  have  no  trading  with  fuch  Tinfel-ftufF; 
To  be  an  excellent  Thief,  is  all  we  aim  at. 
Wilt  thou  take  a  Spit  and  Stride,  and  fee  if  thou  canft 
out-run  us? 

Ped.  I  fcorn  to  lhift  his  Fury  ;  keep  your  Obedience 5 
G  g  2  For 
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For  though  your  Government  admit  no  Precedent, 

Keep  yourfelves  careful  in't. 

Jaq.  Thou  wilt  be  hang'd  then. 

Pea.  I  cannot  die  with  fewer  Faults  upon  me. 

2  Outl.  'Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  (hoot  him :  For  the  Devil's 
in  him 
If  he  hang  him  himfelf: 

Lop.  H'as  too  proud  a  Nature ; 
He  will  compel  fome  one.     Jaq.  I'm  confident. 

Lop.  And  fo  are  all,  I  think.    Ped.  Be  not  molefted, 
If  I  muft  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you ; 
It  ftirs  not  me :  'Tis  the  end  I  was  born  for. 
Only  this  honeft  Office  I  defire  ye, 
If  there  be  Courtefy  in  Men  of  your  Breed, 
To  fee  me  buried  ;  not  to  let  his  Fury 
Expofe  my  Body  to  the  open  Violence 
Of  Beafts,  and  Fowls ;  fo  far  I  urge  Humanity. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Alinda. 

Jaq.  He  (han't  deny  us  that ;  we'll  fee  ye  under  Ground- 
And  give  ye  a  Volley  of  as  good  Cups  of  Sack, 
For  that's  our  Difcipline  

Lop.  He  comes  again, 
As  high  in  rage  as  ever  ;  the  Boy  with  him. 

1  Outl.  Will  he  compel  the  Child? 

Lop.  He's  bent  to  do  it, 
And  muft  have  fome  Body. 

Rod.  If  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  it ; 
Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  fay  thou  flialt  do  it : 
Stare  not,  nor  ftagger,  Sirrah  ;  if  ye  deny  me— 
Do  you  fee  this,  Rogue  ? 

Alin.  What  would  ye  have  me  do,  Sir  ? 
Heav'n's  goodnefs  blefs  me. 

Rod.  Do  ?  why  hang  a  Rafcal, 
That  would  hang  me. 

Alin.  I  am  a  Boy,  and  weak,  Sir. 

Rod.  Thou'rt  ftrong  enough  to  tie  him  to  a  Bough, 
And  turn  him  off;  come,  thou  flialt  be  my  Jewel, 
And  I'll  allow  thee  Horfe,  and  all  thy  Pleafures, 
And  twenty  gallant  Things;  Pll  teach  thee  Arms  too; 

Make 
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Make  thee  mine  Heir. 

Alin.  Let  me  inherit  Death  firft. 

Rod.  Make  me  not  angry,  Sirrah. 

Alin.  Which  is  the  Man,  Sir  ? 
Pll  pluck  up  the  beft  Heart  I  can,  yet— 

Rod.  Fear  not, 
It  is  my  Will :  That  in  the  Pilgrim's  Coat  there, 
That  Devil  in  the  Saint's  Skin. 

Alin.  Guard  me,  Goodnefs. 

Rod.  Difpatch  him  prefently. 

Ped.  1  wait  your  worft,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Will  the  Boy  do  it  ?  Is  the  Rogue  fo  confident  ? 
So  young,  fo  deep  in  Blood  ? 

Lop.  He  fliakes,  and  trembles. 

Ped.  Doft  thou  feek  more  Coals  ftill  to  fear  thy  Con^ 
fcience, 

Work  facred  Innocence,  to  be  a  Devil  ? 

Do  it  thyfelf  for  fhame,  thou  beft  becom'ft  it. 

Rod.  Sirrah,  I  fcorn  my  Finger  fhould  be  *hTd  with 


And  yet  PI]  have  it  done  ;  this  Child  fliall  ftrangle  thee  ; 
A  crying  Girl,  if  fhe  were  here,  fhould  mafter  thee. 
Alin.  How  fhould  I  fave  him  ?  How  myfelf  from  Vio- 


Ped.  Leave  your  Tongue- valour,  and  difpatch  your 
Hate,  Sir, 

The  Patience  of  my  Death,  lhall  more  torment  thee, 
(Thou  painted  Honour,  thou  bafe  Man  made  backward,) 
Than  all  my  Life  has  fear'd  thee. 
Rod.  Gag  him,  Sirrah. 

Jaq.  The  Boy  looks  chearfully  now;  fure  he  will  do  it. 
Lop.  He'll  maul  him  elfe. 
Alin.  Are  ye  prepar'd  to  die,  Sir  ? 
Ped.  Yes,  Boy,  and  ready  ;  prithee  to  thy  Bufinefs.  j 
Alin.  Why  are  ye  then  fo  angry?  So  perplex'd,  Sir  ? 
Patience  wins  Heav'n,  and  not  the  heat  of  Paffion. 
Why  do  you  rail  ? 

Lop.  The  Boy's  a  pretty  Prieft. 

Ped.  I  thank  ye,  gentle  Child,  you  teach  me  truly. 

Alin.  You  feem  to  fear  too. 


thee  ; 


lence  ? 


[Afide. 
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Ped.  Thou  fecft  more  than  I  feel,  Boy* 

Alin.  You  tremble  fure. 

Ped.  No  fure,  Boy,  'tis  thy  Tendernefs ; 
prithee  make  hafte,  and  let  that  Gulph  be  fatisfied. 

Alin.  Are  ye  fo  willing  to  go  to't? 

Ped.  Mod  willing: 
I  would  not  borrow  from  his  Courtefy 
One  Hour  of  Life,  to  gain  an  Age  of  Glory. 

Alin.  And  is  your  Reckoning  ftraight,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  As  ftraight  as  Truth,  Boy  5 
I  cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a  Wedding. 

Alin,  Then  to  your  Prayers,  I'll  difpatch  ye  prefently. 
Now  guide  my  Tongue,  thou  BlelTednefs.  [Afide. 

Rod.  A  good  Boy. 

Alin.  But  hark  ye,  Sir,  one  Word ;  and  pray  ye  re* 
folve  me. 
Let  me  fpeak  privately. 

Rod.  What  would'ft  thou  have,  Child  ? 

Alin.  Shall  this  Man  die? 

Rod.  Why  doft  thou  make  that  Queftion  ? 

Alin.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry ;  if  he  muft,  I'll  do  it. 
But  muft  he  now  ? 

Rod.  What  elfe?  Who  dare  reprieve  him? 

Alin.  Pray  ye  think  again  ;  and  as  your  Injuries 
Are  great,  and  full,  you  iuffer  from  this  Fellow, 
Do  not  ye  purpofe  fo  to  fuit  your  Vengeance  ? 

Rod.  I  do,  and  muft. 

Alin.  You  cannot  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cannot  ? 

Alin.  No,  cannot;  be  not  vex'd,  you'll  find  it: 
I  have  confider'd,  and  I  know  it  certain, 
Ye  fuffer  below  him :  lofe  all  your  Angers. 

Rod.  Why,  my  beft  Boy  ? 

Alin.  I  love  and  tender  ye, 
I  would  not  tell  ye  elfe.    Is  that  Revenge, 
To  flight  your  Caufe,  and  Saint  your  Enemy? 
Clap  the  Dove's  Wings  of  downy  Peace  unto  him, 
And  let  him  foar  to  Heav'n,  whiift  you  are  fighing  ? 
Is  this  Revenge  ? 

Rod.  I'd  have  him  die, 

Alin. 
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Alin.  Prepar'd  thus  ? 
The  Bleffing  of  a  Father  never  reach'd  it : 
His  Contemplation  now  fcorns  ye,  contemns  ye, 
And  all  the  Tortures  ye  can  ufe.    Let  him  die  thus, 
And  thefe  that  know  and  love  Revenge  will  laugh  at  ye: 
Here  lies  the  Honour  of  a  well-bred  Anger, 
To  make  his  Enemy  (hake  and  tremble  under  himj 
Doubt,  nay,  almoft  defpair,  and  then  confound  him. 
This  Man  ye  rock  afleep,  and  all  your  Rages 
Are  Requiems  to  his  parting  Soul,  meer  Anthems. 

Rod.  Indeed  he's  ftrongly  built. 

Alin.  You  cannot  fhake  him  ; 
And  the  more  Weight  ye  put  on  his  Foundation, 
Now  as  he  ftands,  ye  fix  him  (till  the  ftronger ; 
If  ye  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap  upon  him 
Friendships  and  Benefits  beyond  Example, 
Hope  him  a  Star  in  Heaven,  and  there  would  ftick  him. 
Now  take  his  Life. 

Rod.  Pd  rather  take  mine  own,  Boy. 

Alin.  Til  eafe  him  prefently. 

Rod.  Stay,  be  not  hafty. 

Alin.  Blefs  my  Tongue  ftill. 

Lop.  What  has  the  Boy  done  to  him  ? 
How  dull  and  ftill  he  looks. 

Alin.  You  are  a  wife  Man, 
And  long  have  buckled  with  the  World's  Extremities, 
A  valiant  Man,  and  no  doubt  know  both  Fortunes, 
And  would  ye  work  your  Mafter-piece  thus  madly, 
(19)  Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  that  will  pity  ye. 
When  the  World  knows  ye've  prey'd  upon  a  poor  Pilgrim  ? 

Rod. 

(19)  Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  that  will pity  ye, 

When  the  World  knows  ye  have  preyd  on  a  poor  Pilgrim  ?]  I 
believe  a  Tranfpofition  here  and  falfe  Feints  have  rencired  this  all 
Darkncfs  and  Obfcurity  ;  what  confirms  the  Sufpicion  is,  that  the  Md 
Folio,  the  firft  Edition  of  this  Play,  has  a  large  Space  between  kno-ixs 
andjr  in  the  fecond  Line  :  I  read  therefore, 

Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour  ?  when  the  World  knows 
YeJ<ve  preyed  on  a  poor  Pilgrim,  they  will  pity  ye.    Mr.  Seward. 
I  would  not  defraud  the  Reader  of  Mr.  Seward's  ingenious  Note,  i  o* 
I  can't  allow  of  fo  bold  a  Proceeding  againft  the  Text,  which  I  think 
may  be  fct  right  with  lefs  Trouble  fo, 

G  §  4   *  thus 
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Rod.  The  Boy  has  ftagger'd  me:  What  would'ft  thou 

have  me  ? 

A&n.  Have  ye?  D'  you  not  feel,  Sir?  Does  't  not 
iiir  ye  ? 

D'.you  ask  a  Child?  I'd  have  ye  do  mod  bravely, 
Becaule  I  moft  affect  ye  :  Like  yourfelf,  Sir, 
Score  him,  and  let  him  go  -9  feem  to  contemn  him, 
And  now  ye've  made  him  make,  feal  him  his  Pardon  $ 
When  he  appears  a  Subject  fit  for  Anger, 
And  fit  for  you,  his  pious  Armour  off, 
His  Hopes  no  higher  than  your  Sword  may  reach  at, 
Then  ftrike,  and  then  ye  know  Revenge,  then  take  it. 
I  hope  I've  turn'd  his  Mind.  [Afide. 

Rod.  Let  the  Fool  go  there  ; 
I  fcorn  to  let  loofe  io  bafe  an  Anger 
May  light  on  thee:  See  me  no  more,  but  quit  me, 
And  when  we  meet  again  

Fed.  I'll  thank  ye,  Captain.  [Exit. 

Aim.  Why  this  was  like  yourfelf:   But  which  way 
goes  he  ? 

Shall  we  ne'er  happy  meet  ?  [Afide, 

Rod.  I'm  drowfy,  Boy, 
Go  with  me,  and  difcourfe;  I  like  thy  Company, 
O  Child  !  I  love  thy  Tongue. 

Aim.  I  fhall  wait  on  ye.  [Exeunt. 

Lop.  The  Boy  has  done't;  a  plaguy  witty  Rafcal, 
And  i  mall  love  him  terribly. 

Jaq.  'Twas  he  mod  certain, 
For  if  ye  mark,  how  earned  he  was  with  him, 
And  how  he  Jabour'd  him. 

Lop.  A  cunning  Villain, 
But  a  good  Rogue :  This  Boy  will  make's  all  honeft. 

i  Outl.  I  fcarce  believe  that  \  but  I  like  the  Boy  well ; 
Come,  let's  to  Supper  •,  then  upon  our  Watches. 

■*  «  '■  thus  madly  ? 

Take  the  bare  name  of  Honour,  it  will  pity  you 
When  the  World  knows  you  ve  preyed  on  a  poor  Pilgrim. 
The  meaning  is,  Confider  only  your  Honour,  and  how  poorly  the 
World  will  think  of  you  when  it  comes  to  know  that  you  have  prey'd 
on  a  poor  Pilgrim. 

Lop, 
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Lop.  (20)  This  Pilgrim  'fcap'd  a  joyful  one. 
Jaq.  Let's  drink  round, 
To  the  Boy's  Health,  and  then  about  our  Bufinefs. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Jacjues,  Lopes,  and  three  Outlaws. 
WAJONE  of  you  know  her? 

Nor  e'er  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  Report. 

Rod.  No  happy  Eye  ? 

Lop.  1  do  not  think  'tis  (he,  Sir, 
Methinks  a  Woman  dares  not. 

Rod.  Thou  fpeak'ft  poorly ; 
What  dares  not  Woman,  when  (he  is  provok'd  ? 
Or  what  feems  dangerous  to  Love,  or  Fury  ? 
That  it  is  (he,  this  has  confirm'd  me  certain, 
Thefe  Jewels  here,  a  part  of  which  I  fent  her, 
And  though  unwilling,  yet  her  Father  wrought  her 
To  take  and  wear. 

Lop.  A  Wench,  and  we  not  know  it  ? 
And  among  us  ?  where  were  our  Underftandings? 
I  could  have  guefs'd  unhappily,  have  had  fome  feeling 
In  fuch  a  matter :  Here  are  as  pretty  Fellows, 
At  the  difcovery  of  fuch  a  Jigambob. 
AhandfomeWench  too?  Sure  we've  loft  (21)  our  Faculties, 
We  have  no  Motions :  What  fhould  (he  do  here,  Sir  ? 

(20)  This  Pilgrim  fcap'd  a  joyful  one .]  This  may  be  underftood  as 
if  this  Pilgrim  was  joyful  on  account  of  his  Efcape,  but  'tis  more  in 
Character  to  make  one  relate  to  Supper,  and  then,  tho'  joyful,  under- 
ilood  ironically,  may  ftand,  yet  ivoful  feems  a  more  humorous  Word. 
I  read  therefore, 

This  Pilgrim  yfcap*d  a  vvoful  one.       Mr.  Seward. 

(21)  — — —   —  our  Faculties, 

We  have  no  Motions :  ]  The  iVand  the  M  have  taken  the 

fame  turn  here  as  in  Shake/tear.  Read, 
—  — —  — —  our  Faculties, 
JVe  have  no  Notions.     ■  > 

Rod, 
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Rod.  That's  it  that  troubles  me :  O  that  bafe  Rafcal ! 

There  lies  the  mifery  :  How  cunningly  (he  quit  him 
And  how  flie  urg'd !  Had  ye  been  conftant  to  me, 
I  ne'er  had  fuffer'd  this. 

i  Outl.  Ye  might  have  hang'd  him  ; 
And  would  he  had  been  hang'd,  that's  all  we  care  for't, 
So  our  Hands  had  not  done't. 

Rod.  She's  gone  again  too. 
And  what  care  have  ye  for  that?  gone,  and  contemn'd  me  • 
my  Will,  and  Power,  and  now  laughs  at  me. 

Lop.  The  Devil  that  brought  her  hither,  Sir,  I  think 
Has  carried  her  back  again  invifible, 
For  we  ne'er  knew  nor  heard  of  her  Departure. 

Jaq.  No  living  thing  came  this  Night  through  our 
Watches  ; 
She  went  with  you. 

Rod.  Was  by  me  till  I  flept, 
But  when  I  wak'd,  and  call'd — O  my  dull  Pate  here ! 
If  I  had  open'd  this  when  it  was  given  me, 
This  roguy  Box. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  two  Outlaws. 
Lop.  We  could  but  give  it  ye. 

Rod.  Pilgrim  ?  a  pox  o*  Pilgrims,  there  the  Game  goes, 
There's  all  my  Fortune  fled ;  I  know't,  I  feel  it. 

Alpb.  Bring  me  unto  thy  Captain  ;  where's  thy  Captain? 
I'm  founder'd,  melted,  fome  fairy  thing  or  other 
Has  led  me  dancing  •,  the  Devil  has  haunted  me 
I'th'  Likenefs  of  a  Voice    give  me  thy  Captain. 

2  Outl.  He's  here,  Sir,  there  he  (lands. 

Alpb.  How  doft  thou,  Captain  ? 
I  have  been  fool'd  and  jaded,  made  a  Dog-bolt. 
My  Daughter's  run  away  :  I  have  been  haunted  too, 
I've  loft  my  Horfe ;  I'm  hungry,  and  out  of  my  Wits  alio. 

Rod,  Come  in  5  I'll  tell  you  what  I  know;  ftrange 
things ! 

And  take  your  Eafe ;  I'll  follow  her  Recovery  ; 
Thefe  fhall  be  yours  the  whilft,  and  do  ye  Service. 
Alpb.  Let  me  have  Drink  enough,  I'm  almoft  choak'd 
too. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  You  mall  have  any  thing;  what  think  you  now, 
Soldiers  ? 

Jaq.  I  think  a  Woman,  is  a  Woman,  that's  any  thing. 
The  next  we  take,  we'll  fearch  a  little  nearer, 
We'll  not  be  boy'd  again  with  a  Pair  of  Breeches. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul  He's  gone  in  here :  This  is  Roderigo's  Quarter, 
And  I'll  be  with  him  foon,  I'll  ftartle  him, 
A  little  better  than  I  have  done  :  All  this  long  Night 
I've  led  him  out  o'  th'  way,  to  try  his  Patience, 
And  made  him  fwear,  and  curfe,  and  pray,  and  fwear  again, 
And  cry  for  Anger  ;  I  made  him  leave  his  Horfe  too, 
Where  he  can  never  find  him  more-,  whittled  to  him, 
And  then  he'd  run  through  thick  and  thin  to  reach  me ; 
And  down  in  this  Ditch,  up  again,  and  make  him, 
And  fwear  fome  certain  Bleflings  ;  then  into  that  Bufli 
Pop  goes  his  Pate,  and  all  his  Face  is  comb'd  over, 
And  I  fit  laughing :  A  hundred  Tricks  I've  ferv'd  him, 
And  I  will  double  'em,  before  I  leave  him  ; 
I'll  teach  his  Anger  to  difpute  with  Women  ; 
But  all  this  time  I  cannot  meet  my  Miftrefs, 
I  cannot  come  to  comfort  her,  that  grieves  me, 
For  fure  {he's  much  afflicted  ;  till  I  do, 
I'll  haunt  thy  Ghoft,  Jlphonfo ;  I'll  keep  thee  waking : 
Yes,  I  muft  get  a  Drum :  I  am  villanous  weary, 
And  yet  I'll  trot  about  thefe  Villages 
Till  I  have  got  my  Will,  and  then  have  at  ye. 
I'll  make  your  Anger  drop  out  at  your  Elbows,  e'er  I 
leave  ye.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Seberto,  and  Curio. 

Seb.  'Tis  ftrange,  in  all  the  Circuit  we  have  ridden, 
We  cannot  crofs  her ;  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Cur.  I  don't  think  (he  is  gone  thus  far,  or  this  way, 

For 
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For  certain  if  me  had,  we  fliould  have  reach'd  her, 
Made  fome  Difcov'ry,  heard  fome  News;  we've  feen 
nothing. 

Seb.  Nor  pafs'd  by  any  Body  that  could  promife  any 
thing. 

She's  certainly  difguis'd;  her  Modefty 
Durft  never  venture  elfe. 

Cur.  Let  her  take  any  Shape, 
And  let  me  fee  it  once,  I  can  diftinguifh  it. 

Seb.  So  ihould  I  think  too    has  n't  her  Father  found 
her? 

Cur.  No,  I'll  be  hang'd  then  5  h'as  no  Patience, 
Unlefs  flic  light  in's  Teeth,  to  look  about  him. 
(22)  He  gueffes  now,  and  chafes,  and  frets  like  Tinfel. 

Seb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  without  it 
But  keep  her  from  him,  Heav'n !  Where  are  we,  Curio  ? 

Cur.  In  a  Wood  I  think,  hang  me  if  I  know  elfe, 
And  yet  I've  ridden  all  thefe  Coafts  at  all  Hours, 
And  had  an  aim, 

Seb.  I  would  we  had  a  Guide. 

Cur.  And  if  I  be  not  much  awry,  Seberto, 
Not  far  off  fliould  be  Roderigo's  Quarter, 
For  in  this  Faftnefs,  If  I  be  not  cozen'd, 
He  and  his  Outlaws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  Place  then 
W  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Enter  Alinda; 

Cur.  Yes,  I  think  fo. 

Seb.  Would  we  could  meet  fome  living  thing :  What's 
that  there  ? 

"  Cur.  A  Boy,  I  think  ;  ftay,  why  may  n't  he  direft  us  ? 

(22)  He  guefl'es  now,  and  chafes,  and  frets  like  Tinfel."]  This  Line, 
to  me,  is  not  without  its  Difficulties,  and  if  I  may  be  allowM  to  guefs 
what  Curia  would  be  underftood  to  fay,  perhaps  it  might  be  as  follows. 

*  Alphonfo  has  net  Patience  enough  for  a  deliberate  Search  ;  he  flops  in- 

*  deed  fometimes  as  if  he  would  conjider  which  way  he  mail  take  next, 
'  but  he  only  chafes  and  frets,  and,  after  all,  purfues  at  random.'  To 
make  the  Line  iu  fome  meafure  to  agree  with  this  Interpretation,  we 
ihould  read  it, 

He  gueffes  not,  but  chafes  and frets  like  Tinfel. 
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Alin.  I'm  hungry,  and  I'm  weary,  and  I  can't  find  him. 
Keep  my  Wits,  Hcav'n,  I  feel  'em  wavering :  ■ 

0  God,  my  Head ! 

Seb.  Boy,  doft:  thou  hear,  thou  Stripling? 

Alin.  Now  they  will  tear  me,  torture  me,  now  Roderigo 
Will  hang  him  without  Mercy  ;  ha  ? 

Cur.  Come  hither : 
A  very  pretty  Boy    what  Place  is  this,  Child  ? 
And  whither  doll  thou  travel  ?  how  he  flares! 
Some  ftubbom  Mafter  has  abus'd  the  Boy, 
And  beaten  him:  How  he  complains!  whither  goeft 
thou  ? 

Alin.  I  go  to  Segovia,  Sir,  to  my  fick  Mother ; 

1  have  been  taken  here  by  drunken  Thieves, 
And  (O  my  Bones!)  I  have  been  beaten,  Sir, 
Mif-us'd  and  robb'd  j  extremely  beaten,  Gentlemen. 

0  God,  my  Side! 

Seb.  What  Beads  would  ufe  a  Boy  thus? 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  Cheer. 

Alin.  O,  I  cannot. 
My  Back!  my  Back!  my  Back! 

Car.  What  Thieves? 

Alin.  I  know  not, 
But  they  call  th'  Captain,  Roderigo. 

Cur.  Look  ye, 

1  knew  we  were  thereabouts. 

Seb.  Doft  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

Alin.  Nothing  but  Eafe,  but  Eafe,  Sir. 

Cur.  There's  fome  Money, 
And  get  thee  to  thy  Mother. 

Alin.  I  thank  ye,  Gentlemen. 

Seb.  This  was  extremely  foul,  to  vex  a  Child  thus. 
Come  let's  along,  we  cannot  lofe  our  way  now. 

[Exeunt. 

Alin.  Though  ye  are  honeft  Men,  I  fear  your  Fingers, 
And  glad  I  am  got  off ;  O  how  I  tremble! 
Send  me  but  once  within  his  Arms,  dear  Fortune, 
And  then  come  all  the  World  :  What  (hall  I  do  now  ? 
'Tis  almoft  Night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me 
Or  get  me  Meat,  or  any  thing,  I  know  not ; 

Thefe 
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Thefe  wild  Woods,  and  the  Fancies  I  have  in  mer 
Will  run  me  mad. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Boy!  Boy! 

jilin.  More  fet  to  take  me  ? 

Jul.  Doft  thou  hear,  Boy,  thou  Pointer  ? 

Alin.  'Tis  a  Boy  too, 
A  Lacky-Boy  ;  I  need  not  fear  his  Fiercenefs. 

Jul.  Canft  thou  beat  a  Drum  ? 

Attn.  A  Drum  ? 

Jul.  This  thing,  a  Drum  here. 
Didft  thou  ne'er  fee  a  Drum  ?  Canft  thou  make  this 
grumble  ? 

Alin.  Juletta's  Face  and  Tongue  j  is  fhe  run  mad  too  ? 

[Afide. 

Here  may  be  double  Craft.    I  have  no  Skill  in't. 

Jul.  I'll  give  thee  a  Royal  but  to  go  along  with  me. 

Alin.  I  care  not  for  thy  Royal,  I've  other  Bufinefs. 
Drum  to  thyfelf,  and  dance  to't. 

Jul.  Sirrah,  Sirrah  ; 
Thou  fcurvy  Sirrah  \  thou  Snotty-nos'd  Scab,  doft  thou 

hear  me  ? 
If  I  lay  down  my  Drum— 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  two  Outlaws. 

Alin.  Here  comes  more  Company, 
I  fear  a  Plot,  Heav'n  fend  me  fairly  from  it.  [Exit. 
Jul.  Baft  a,  who's  here  ? 
Lop.  Captain,  (23)  do  you  need  me  farther? 
Rod.  No,  not  a  Foot :  Give  me  the  Gown  ;  the  Sword 
now. 

Jul.  This  is  the  Devil  Thief,  and  if  he  take  me, 
Woe  be  to  my  Gally-gaskins. 

Lop.  Certain,  Sir, 
She'll  take  her  Patches  off,  and  change  her  Habit. 

(23)  —  do  you  need  me  t  Father?]  This  Paffage,  as  Mr.  Seward  to® 
obferved  with  me,  mould  be  read, 

  need  me  farther  ? 

And  I  find  the  Copy  of  1679  is  here  on  our  fide. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  Let  her  do  what  lhe  pleafe :  No,  no,  Alinda> 
You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a  Boy's  Figure, 
Nor  hide  the  Beauty  of  that  Face  in  Patches, 
But  I  (hall  know't. 

Jul.  A  Boy,  his  Face  in  Patches  ? 

Rod.  Nor  mail  your  Tongue  again  bewitch  mine  Anger* 
If  fhe  be  found  i'th'  Woods,  fend  me  Word  prefently, 
And  Pll  return ;  me  cannot  be  far  gone  yet, 
If  me  be  not,  expect  me,  when  ye  fee  me  3 
Ufe  all  your  Service  to  my  Friend  Alphonfo^ 
And  have  a  care  to  your  Bufinefs :  Farewel, 
No  more,  farewel.  [Exeunt, 

Jul.  (24)  I'm  heart'ly  glad  thou  art  gone :  yet 
This  Boy  in  Patches  was  the  Boy  came  by  me, 
The  very  fame,  how  haftily  it  fhifted  ! 
What  a  mop-ey'd  Afs  was  I,  I  could  not  know  her; 
This  muft  be  me,  this  is  fhe,  now  I  remember  her, 
How  loth  lhe  was  to  talk  too,  how  fhe  fear'd  me  ! 
I  could  now  pifs  mine  Eyes  out  for  meer  Anger : 

I'll  follow  her  But  who  (hall  vex  her  Father  then  ? 

One  flurt  at  him,  and  then  I'm  for  the  Voyage, 

If  I  can  crofs  the  Captain  too :  Come  Tabor.  [Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jaques,  and  one  Outlaw* 

Jaq.  Are  they  all  fet  ? 

1  Out!.  All,  and  each  Quarter  quiet. 

Jaq.  Is  the  old  Man  afleep  ? 

1  Outl.  An  Hour  ago,  Sir. 

Jaq.  We  muft  be  very  careful  in  his  Abfence, 
And  very  watchful. 

1  Outl.  It  concerns  us  nearly, 
He  will  not  be  long  from  us. 

Jaq.  No,  he  cannot. 

( 24)  /  am  heartily  glad  thou  art  gone  yet.]  The  Senfe  here  would 
be  greatly  heightned,  by  a  Change  in  the  Pointing,  and  metamorphofing 
this  heavy  yet  mtoyes. 

I  a?n  heart* ly  glad  thou  art  gone.  Yes 

This  Boy  in  Patches,  &c. 

x  Outl 
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i  Outl  A  little  heat  of  Love,  which  he  muft  wander  out. 

[Drum  afar  off. 

And  then  again  :  Hark  ! 
Jaq.  What  ? 

i  Outl  'Tis  not  the  Wind,  fure  : 
That's  ftiil  and  calm,  no  Noife,  nor  Flux  of  Waters. 

Jaq.  I  hear  a  Drum,  1  think. 

i  Outl.  That,  that ; 
It  beats  again  now. 

Jaq.  Now  it  comes  nearer:  Sure  we  are  furpris'd,  Sir ; 
Some  from  the  King's  Command;  we're  loft,  we're 
dead  all. 

1  Outl.  Hark,  hark,  a  Charge  now:  My  Captain  has 

betray 'd  us, 
And  left  us  to  this  Ruin,  run  away  from's. 

Enter  two  Outlaws. 

Lop.  Another  beats  o*  that  fide. 

2  Outl.  Fly,  fly,  Jaques, 

We're  taken  in  a  Toil,  fnapt  in  a  Pitfal 
Methinks  I  feel  a  Sword  already  (have  me. 

3  Outl.  A  thoufand  Horfe  and  Foot,  a  thoufand  Pioneers, 
If  we  get  under  Ground,  to  fetch  us  out  again  \ 

And  every  one  an  Ax  to  cut  the  Woods  down. 

Lop.  This  is  the  difmaPft  Night   [Exit. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 

Alph.  Where  is  my  Nag  now  ? 
And  what  make  I  here  to  be  hang'd  ?  What  Devil 
Brought  me  into  this  Danger  ?  is  there  ne'er  a  Hole, 
That  I  may  creep  in  deep  enough,  and  die  quickly  ? 
Ne'er  an  old  Ditch  to  choke  in  ?  I  mail  be  taken 
For  their  Commander  now,  their  General, 
And  have  a  commanding  Gallows  fet  up  for  me 
As  high  as  a  May-pole,  and  nafty  Songs  made  on  me ; 
Be  printed  with  a  Pint-pot  and  a  Dagger. 
They  are  all  kill'd  by  this  time :  Can  I  pray  ? 
Let  me  fee  that  firft — I've  too  much  Fear  to  be  faithful. 
Where's  all  my  State  now?  I  muft  go  hunt  for  Daughters, 
Daughters,  and  Damfels  of  the  Lake,  damned  Daughters. 
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A  hundred  Crowns  (25)  for  a  good  Tod  of  Hay, 
Or  a  fine  hollow  Tree,  that  would  contain  me ; 
I  hear  'em  coming ;  I  feeJ  the  Noofe  about  me. 

Enter  Seberto,  Curio,  Outlaws,  and  Jaques. 

Seb.  Why  do  you  fear,  and  fly  ?  Here  are  no  Soldiers ; 
None  from  the  King  to  vex  ye. 

1  Outl.  The  Drum,  the  Drum,  Sir. 

Cur.  I  never  faw  fuch  Pidgeon- hearted  People : 
.What  Drum  ?  what  Danger  $   Who's  that  that  makes 

behind  there  ? 
Mercy  upon  me,  Sir,  why  are  ye  fear'd  thus? 

Alph.  Are  we  all  kill'd,  no  Mercy  to  be  hop'd  for? 
Am  I  not  (hot,  d'  you  think  ? 

Sep.  You're  ftrangely  frighted, 
Shot  with  a  Fiddle-ftick  ;  who's  here  to  moot  ye  ? 
A  Drum  we  faw  indeed,  a  Boy  was  beating  it, 
And  hunting  Squirrels  by  Moon-light. 

Lop.  Nothing  elfe,  Sir  ? 

Cur.  Not  any  thing;  no  other  Perfon  ftirringk 

Alph.  O  that  I  had  that  Boy !  this  is  that  Devil, 
That  fairy  Rogue-,  that  haunted  me  laft  Night ; 
H'as  Sleeves  like  Dragon's  Wings. 

Seb.  A  little  Foot-boy. 

Alph.  Come,  let's  go  in,  and  let  me  get  my  Cloaths  on ; 
If  e'er  I  flay  here  more  to  be  thus  Marty r 'd— 
Did  ye  not  meet  the  Wench? 

Seb.  No  fure,  we  met  her  not. 

Alph.  She  has  been  here  in  Boy's  Apparel,  Gentlemen,* 
A  gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  a  Gentlewoman, 
And  all  her  Face  patch'd  over  for  Difcovery ; 
A  Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  hangs  a  Circumftance, 

(25)  1  for  a  good  Tod  of  Hay,]  I  have  not  ventured  at  an  Al- 
teration of  the  Text,  but  I  ftrongly  fufpett  a  Corruption,  and  that  the 
Line  once  run, 

'         ■  for  a  good  Tod  of  Ivy. 
So  in  Bonduca,  Act  I. 

— —  then  did  I  fee 

Thfe   Men  of  Britain 

Like  bonding  Qnxh  creep  into  Teds  of  Ivy. 


Vot.  v. 


Hh 


That 
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That  me  hath  play'd  her  Mafter-prize,  a  rare  one. 
I  came  too  ftiort. 

Cur.  Such  a  young  Boy  we  met,  Sir. 

Alpb.  In  a  gray  Hat. 

Cur.  The  fame ;  his  Face  all  patch'd  too. 

Alpb.  'Twas  fhe,  a  rot  run  with  her ;  fhe,  that  rank  (he  5 
Walk  in,  I'll  tell  ye  all ;  and  then  we'll  part  again, 
But  get  fome  ftore  of  Wine  j  this  Fright  fits  here  yet. 

[Exeunfo 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  What  a  Fright  I've  put  'em  in ;  what  a  brave 
Hurry. 

(26)  If  this  do  bolt  him,  I'll  be  with  him  again 
With  a  new  Part,  was  never  play'd ;  I'll  firk  him. 
As  he  hunts  her,  fo  I'll  hunt  him :  I'll  claw  him. 
Now  will  I  fee  if  I  can  crofs  her  footing : 
Yet  ftill  I'll  watch  his  Water,  he  fhall  pay  for't ; 
And  when  he  thinks  moft  Malice,  and  means  worfe, 
I'll  make  him  know  the  Mare's  the  better  Horfe.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Pedro,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Ye  are  a  Stranger,  Sir,  and  for  Humanity, 
Being  come  within  our  Walls,  I'd  fhew  you  fomething. 
Ye've  feen  the  Caftle  ? 

Ped.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  a  ftrong  one, 
And  well  maintain'd. 

Gent.  Why  are  you  ftill  thus  fad,  Sir  ; 
How  do  ye  like  the  Walks  ? 

Ped.  They're  very  pleafant ; 
Your  Town  ftands  cool  and  fwcet. 

Gent.  But  that  I  would  not 
Affect  you  with  more  Sadnefs,  I  could  lhew  ye 
A  Place  worth  View. 

Ped.  Shows  feldom  alter  me,  Sir ; 
Pray  ye  fpeak  it,  and  then  fhew  it. 

(26)  If  this  do  bolt  him,—]  Probably  the  Negative  is  wanting, 
If  this  don't  bolt  him  ■  m 

Gent. 
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Gent.  sTis  a  Houfe  here 
Where  People  of  all  forts,  that  have  been  vifited 
With  Lunacies  and  Follies*  wait  their  Cures ; 
There  Fancies  of  a  thoufand  Stamps  and  Fafhions, 
Like  Flies  in  feveral  fhapes,  buz  round  about  ye, 
And  twice  as  many  Geftures ;  fome  of  Pity, 
That  it  would  make  ye  melt  to  fee  their  Pafiions  j 
And  fome  as  light  again,  that  would  content  ye. 
But  I  fee,  Sir,  your  Temper  is  too  modeft, 
Too  much  inclin'd  to  Contemplation, 
To  meet  with  thefe  ? 

Ped.  You  could  not  pleafe  me  better  j 
And  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  do  me  the  Honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  ye. 

Gent.  Since  ye're  willing, 
To  me 't  lhall  be  a  Pleafure  to  conduct  ye, 

Ped.  I  ne'er  had  fuch  a  mind  yet  to  fee  Mifery. 

[Exeunt; 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  two  Keepers. 

t  Keep.  Carry  mad  Befs  fome  Meat,  (he  roars  like 
Thunder 

And  tie  the  Parfon  fhort,  the  Moon's  a'th'  Full, 
H'as  a  thoufand  Pigs  in's  Brains :  Who  looks  to  th' 
Prentice  ? 

Keep  him  from  Women,  he  thinks  h'as  loft  his  Miftrefs ; 
And  talk  of  no  Silk  Stuffs,  'twill  run  him  horn  mad. 
2  Keep.  The  Juftice  keeps  fuch  a  ftir  yonder  with  his 
Charges, 
And  fuch  a  coil  with  Warrants. 

1  Keep.  Take  away  his  Statutes ; 
The  Devil  has  porfeft  him  in  the  Liknefs 
Of  penal  Laws :  Keep  him  from  Aqua-vit*9 
For  if  that  Spirit  creep  into  his  ghtQ'um, 

He  will  commit  us  all ;  how's  it  with  th*  Scholar? 

2  Keep.  For  any  thing  I  fee,  he's  in  his  right  Wits. 

1  Keep.  Thou  art  an  Afs    in's  right  Wits,  gpodcnan 
Coxcomb  ? 

Hh  2  As 
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As  though  any  Man  durft  be  in's  right  Wits,  and  be  here.' 
It  is  as  much  as  we  dare  be  that  keep  'em. 

Enter  Englifli  Madman. 

Engl.  Give  me  fome  Drink. 

1  Keep.  O,  there's  the  Engli/h  Man. 

Engl.  Fill  me  a  thoufand  Pots,  and  froth  'em,  froth 'em. 
Down  o'  your  Knees  ye  Rogues,  and  pledge  me  roundly, 
One,  two,  three,  and  four-, 
We  Jhall  be  all  merry  within  this  Hour. 
To  the  great  Turk. 

1  Keep.  Peace,  peace,  thou  heathen  Drunkard  5 
Thefe  Engli/h  are  fo  Malt-mad,  there's  no  medling  with 

'em  ; 

When  they've  a  fruitful  Year  of  Barley  there, 
All  the  whole  Ifland's  thus. 

Engl.  A  Snuff,  a  Snuff,  a  Snuff; 
A  lewd  notorious  Snuff ;  give't  him  again,  Boy. 

Enter  She-fool. 

Fool.  God-ye-good  even,  Gaffer. 

2  Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loofe? 

1  Keep.  If  any  of  the  Madmen  take  her,  fhe  is  pepper'd, 
They'll  bounce  her  Loins. 

Fool.  Will  ye  walk  into  th'  Coal-houfe  ? 

1  Keep.  She  is  as  leacherous  too  as  a  She-ferret. 

2  Keep.  Who  a  vengeance  looks  to  her  ?  Go,  go  in,  Kate9 
I'll  give  thee  a  fine  Apple. 

Fool.  Will  ye  bufs  me, 
And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  Laugh  ? 
1  Keep.  I'll  whip  ye. 

Engl.  Fool,  Fool,  come  up  to  me,  Fool. 
Fool.  Are  ye  peeping? 
Engl.  I'll  get  thee  with  five  Fools. 
Fool.  O  fine,  O  dainty! 

Engl.  And  thou  fhalt  lie  in  a  Horfe-cloth,  like  a  Lady. 
Fool.  And  fhall  I  have  a  Coach? 
Engl.  Drawn  with  four  Turkeys, 
And  they  fhall  tread  thee  too. 
Fool,  We  fhall  have  Eggs  then  5 

And 
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And  fhall  I  fit  upon  'em  ? 

Engl.  Ay,  ay,  and  they  (hall  be  all  addle, 
And  make  an  admirable  Tanfey  for  the  Devil. 
Come,  come  away,  I'm  taken  with  thy  Love,  Fool, 
And  will  mightily  belabour  thee. 

1  Keep.  How  the  Fool  bridles!  How  fhe  twitters  at  him ! 
Thefe  Englijhmen  would  ftagger  a  wife  Woman. 

If  we  mould  fuffer  her  to  have  her  Will  now, 

We  mould  have  all  the  Women  in  Spain  as  mad  as  fhe  here. 

2  Keep.  They  would  ftrive  who  fhould  be  moft  Fool  % 

away  with  her. 

Enter  Majler,  three  Gentlemen,  a  mad  Scholar,  and  Pedro* 

Fool  Pray  ye  (lay  a  little :  Let's  hear  him  fing,  h'as  a 
fine  Brcaft. 

i  Keep.  Here  comes  my  Mafter ;  to  the  fpit,  ye  Whore, 
And  ftir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your  Bufinefs  j 
You  fhall  have  no  more  Sops  i'  th'  Pan  elfe,  nor  no  Por- 
ridge : 

Befides,  I'll  whip  your  Breech. 
Fool.  I'll  go  in  prefently. 

i  Gent.  I'll  aflure  ye,  Sir,  the  Cardinal's  angry  with  ye 
For  keeping  this  young  Man. 

Maft.  I'm  heartily  forry. 
If  ye  allow  him  found,  pray  ye  take  him  with  ye. 

1  Gent.  This  is  the  Place,  and  now  obferve  their  Humours. 

2  Gent.  We  can  find  nothing  in  him  light,  nor  tainted ; 
No  Startings,  nor  no  Rubs,  in  all  his  Anfwers; 

In  all  his  Letters  nothing  but  Difcretion, 
Learning,  and  handfome  Stile. 

Maft.  Be  not  deceiv'd,  Sir, 
Mark  but  his  Look. 

1  Gent.  His  Grief,  and  his  Imprifonment, 
May  ftamp  that  there. 

Maft.  Pray  talk  with  him  again  then. 

2  Gent.  That  will  be  needlefs,  we  have  try'd  him  long 

enough, 

And  if  he  had  a  Taint  we  mould  have  met  with't. 

Yet  to  difcharge  your  Care  

Ped.  A  fober  Youth  : 

H  h  3  Pity 
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Pity  fo  heavy  a  crofs  fliould  light  upon  him- 

2  Gent.  You  find  no  Sicknefs? 

Schol.  None,  Sir,  I  thank  Heav'n, 
Nor  nothing  that  diverts  my  Underftanding 

1  Gent.  Do  you  deep  a-nights? 

Schol.  As  found,  and  fweet,  as  any  Man. 

2  Gent.  Have  ye  no  fearful  Dreams  ? 
Schol.  Sometimes,  as  all  have 

That  go  to  bed  with  raw  and  windy  Stomachs^ 
glfe,  I'm  all  one  Piece. 

i  Gent.  Is  there  no  Unkindnefs 
You  have  conceiv'd  from  any  Friend  or  Parent  ? 
Or  Scorn  from  what  ye  lov'd  ? 

Schol.  No,  truly,  Sir : 
I  never  yet  was  Matter  of  a  Faith 
So  poor,  and  weak,  to  doubt  my  Friend  or  Kindred ; 
And  what  Love  is,  unlefs  it  lie  in  Learning, 
I  think  I'm  ignorant. 

1  Gent.  This  Man  is  perfect ; 

A  civiller  Difcourfer  I  ne'er  talk'd  with. 
Maft.  You'll  find  it  otherwife. 

2  Gent.  I  muft  tell  ye  true,  Sir, 

1  think  ye  keep  him  here  to  teach  him  Madnefs. 
Here's  his  Difcharge  from  myXord  Cardinal  i 
And  come,  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Schol.  I'm  bound  unto  ye, 
And  farewel,  Mafter. 

Majl.  Farewel,  Stephano ; 
Alas,  poor  Man  ! 

1  Gent.  What  Flaws  and  Whirles  of  Weather, 
Or  rather  Storms,  have  been  aloft  thefe  three  Days  \ 
How  dark,  and  hot,  and  full  of  Mutiny  ! 

And  dill  grows  louder. 

Maft.  'T  has  been  ftubborn  Weather. 

2  Gent.  Strange  Work  at  Sea,  I  fear  me  there's  old 

tumbling. 

1  Gent.  Blefs  my  old  Uncle's  Bark,  I  have  a  Venture. 

2  Gent.  And  I  more  than  I'd  wifh  to  lofe. 
Schol.  Do  you  fear  ? 

%  Gent.  Ha!>  how  he  looks? 

Maft. 
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Maft.  Nay,  mark  him  better,  Gentlemen. 
2  Gent.  Mercy  upon  me,  how  his  Eyes  are  alter'd! 
Maft.  Now  tell  me  how  you  like  him;  whether  now 
He  be  that  perfect  Man  ye  credited  ? 
SchoL  Does  the  Sea  ftagger  ye  ? 
Maft.  Now  ye  have  hit  the  Nick. 
SchoL  Do  ye  fear  the  Billows? 

1  Gent.  What  ails  him?  Who  has  ftirr'd  him? 
SchoL  Be  not  fhaken, 

Nor  let  the  Tinging  of  the  Storm  (hoot  through  ye, 
Let  it  blow  on,  blow  on :  Let  the  Clouds  wreftle, 
And  let  the  Vapours  of  the  Earth  turn  mutinous, 
The  Sea  in  hideous  Mountains  rife  and  tumble, 
Upon  a  Dolphin's  Back  Til  make  all  tremble, 
For  I  am  Neptune. 

Maft.  Now  what  think  ye  of  him  ? 

2  Gent.  Alas,  poor  Man! 

ScboL  Your  Bark  (hall  plough  through  all, 
And  not  a  Surge  fo  faucy  to  difturb  her. 
I'll  fee  her  fafe,  my  Power  (hall  fail  before  her. 

Down,  ye  angry  Waters  all, 

Te  loud  whiftling  Whirlwinds,  fall : 

Down,  ye  proud  Waves ,  ye  Storms^  ceafe  \ 

I  command  ye,  be  at  Peace. 

Fright  not  with  your  churli/h  Notes, 

Nor  bruife  the  Keel  of  Bark  that  flotes  ; 

No  devouring  Fifb  come  nigh, 

Nor  Monfter  in  my  Emmery 

Once  Jhew  his  Head,  or  Terror  bring ; 

But  let  the  weary  Sailor  fing ; 

Amphitrite  with  white  Arms 

Strike  my  Lutey  I'll  fing  thy  Charms. 

Maft.  He  muft  have  Mufick  now :  I  muft  obferve  him. 
His  Fit  will  grow  too  full  elfe.  \Mufick,  Song. 

2  Gent.  1  muft  pity  him. 

Maft.  Now  he  will  in  himfelf  mod  quietly, 
And  clean  forget  all,  as  he  had  done  nothing. 

i  Gent.  We're  forry,  Sir,  and  we  have  feen  a  Wonder ; 

H  h  4  From 
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From  this  Hour  we'll  believe,  and  fo  we'll  leave  ye. 

[Exeunt  two  Gentlemen. 

Ped.  This  was  a  ftrange  Fit. 

Maft.  Did  ye  mark  him,  Sir  ? 

Ped.  He  might  have  cozen'd  me  with  his  Behaviour. 

Maft.  Many  have  fworn  him  right,  and  I  have  thought  fo  : 
Yet  on  a  fudden,  from  fome  Word  or  other, 
When  no  Man  could  expect  a  Fit,  he'as  flown  out : 
I  dare  not  give  him  Will. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Ped,  Pray  Heav'n  recover  him. 

Alin.  Muft  I  come  in  too  ? 

Maft.  No,  my  pretty  Lad  ; 
Keep  in  thy  Chamber,  Boy,  'flialt  have  thy  Supper. 

Ped.  I  pray  ye  what's  he,  Sir? 

Maft.  A  ftrange  Boy,  that  lad  Night 
Was  found  i'th'  Town,  a  little  craz'd,  diftrafted, 
And  fo  fent  hither. 

Ped.  How  the  pretty  Knave  looks, 
And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me !  fure  fuch  Eyes 
I've  feen,  and  lov'd  ;  what  fair  Hands!  certainly 

Maft.  Good  Sir,  you'll  make  him  worfe. 

Ped.  I  pray  believe  not. 
Alas,  why  lhould  I  hurt  him  ?  How  he  fmiles ! 
The  very  Shape,  and  Sweetnefs  of  Alinda : 
Let  me  look  once  again ;  were  it  in  fuch  Cloaths 
As  when  I  faw  her  laft    this  muft  be  (he. 
How  tenderly  it  ftroaks  me ! 

Maft.  Pray  ye  be  mild,  Sir? 
I  muft  attend  elfewhere.  [Exit. 

Ped.  Pray  ye  be  fecure,  Sir, 
What  would  ye  fay  ?  how  my  Heart  beats  and  trembles  ? 
He  holds  me  hard  by  th'  Hand  •,  (27)  O  my  Life,  her  Flefh 
too! 

(27)  —  O  my  Lifey  her  Flefh  too  f]  Would  it  not  require  a  pro- 
digious nice  Touch,  to  diftinguifti  the  Flefh  of  any  one  fingle  Perfon, 
whether  Man  or  Woman,  from  ail  the  World's  belide  ?  The  Reading 
I  would  offer  to  make  this  Line  more  intelligible  is  this, 

  O  my  Life,  ^r  Blulh  tool 

And  who  knows  but  the  Poet  had  thefe  Words  of  Virgil  in  his  Eye, 
S/V  Qculcs,jte  ora  ferebat.  TEncid  3. 
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I  know  not  what  to  think  ;  her  Tears,  her  true  ones 
Pure  orient  Tears :  Hark,  do  you  know  me,  little  one  ? 

Alin.  O  Pedro,  Pedro  ! 

Ped.  O  my  Soul ! 

3  Gent.  What  Fit's  this  ? 
The  Pilgrim's  off  the  Hooks  too. 

Alin.  Let  me  hold  thee, 
And  now  come  all  the  World,  and  all  that  hate  me. 

Ped.  Be  wife,  and  not  difcover'd :  O  how  I  love  ye ! 
How  do  ye  now  ? 

Alin.  I  have  been  miferable  ; 
But  your  mod  virtuous  Eyes  have  cur'd  me,  Pedro  : 
Pray  ye  think  it  no  Immodefty,  I  kifs  ye ; 
My  Head's  wild  ftill. 

Ped.  Be  not  fo  full  of  Paflion, 
Nor  do  not  hang  fo  greedily  upon  me, 
'Twill  be  ill  taken. 

Alin.  Are  ye  weary  of  me  ? 
I  will  hang  here  eternally,  kifs  ever, 
And  weep  away  for  Joy. 

Enter  Majler. 

Maft.  I  told  ye,  Sir, 
What  ye  would  do    for  Shame  do  not  afflict  him : 
You've  drawn  his  Fit  upon  him  fearfully  : 
Either  depart,  and  prefendy  j  I'll  force  ye  elfe. 
Who  waits  within  ? 

Enter  two  Keepers  to  fetch  them  off. 
Ped.  Alas,  good  Sir. 

Maft.  This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  Recovery. 
Stay  but  one  Minute  more,  1*11  complain  to  th'  Governor. 
Bring  in  the  Boy  -9  d'  you  fee  how  he  fwells  and  tears 
himfelf? 

Is  this  your  Cure  ?  Be  gone;  if  th'  Boy  mifcarry 
Let  me  ne'er  find  you  more,  for  I'll  fo  hamper  ye— 

3  Gent.  You  were  to  blame,  too  rafh. 

Ped.  Farewel  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 


Enter  Alphonfo,  a  Gentleman  and  Juletta. 
to.'tT'OU  arc  now  within  a  Mile  o'  th'  Town,  Sir ; 


Would  give  me  Leave,  Fd  turn  and  wait  upon  ye; 
But  for  fuch  Gentlemen  as  you  enquire  of, 
Certain,  I  faw  none  fuch :  But  for  the  Boy  ye  fpoke  of* 
I  will  not  fay  'tis  he,  but  fuch  a  one; 
Juft  of  that  height. 
Alpb.  In  fpch  Cloaths? 
Gent.  I  much  miftake  elfe, 
Was  fent  in  th5  ether  Night,  a  little  maddifli 
And  where  fuch  People  wait  their  Cures. 
Alpb.  I  underftand  ye. 
Gent.  There  you  may  quickly  know. 
Alpb.  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Jul.  So  do  I  too ;  and  if  there  be  fuch  a  Place, 
I  ask  no  more  ;  but  ycu  (hall  hear  more  of  me. 
She  may  be  there,  and  you  may  play  the  Tyrant; 
Til  fee  what  I  can  do.   I'm  almoft  foundred 
In  following  him  •,  and  yet  I'll  never  leave  him, 
I'll  crawl  of  all  four  firft ;  my  Caufe  is  meritorious, 
And  come  what  can  come. 

Gent.  All  you've  told  me's  certain, 
Complexion,  and  all  elfe. 

Alpb.  It  may  be  me  then  ; 
And  I'll  fo  fumble  her:  Is  me  grown  mad  now? 
Is  her  Blood  fet  fo  high  ?  I'll  have  her  madded ; 
I'll  have  her  worm'd. 

Jul.  Mark  but  the  end,  old  Mailer, 
}f  thou  beeft  not  fick  o'  th'  Bots  within  thefe  five  Hours, 
And  kick'ft  and  roar'ft — I'll  make  ye  fart  Fire,  Signior. 

Enter  Alinda,  as  a  Foot. 

Gent.  Here's  one  o'  th'  Houfe,  a  Fool,  an  Idiot,  Sir ; 
Jvlay  be  (he's  going  home  i  fhe'll  be  a  Guide  to  ye, 


If  my  Bufinefs 


And  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand. 


[Exit. 
Alpb. 
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Abpb.  I  am  your  Servant. 

Alin.  O  now  I'm  loft,  loft,  loft!  Lord,  how  I  tremble! 
My  Father,  arm'd  in  all  his  Hates  and  Angers? 
This  is  more  Mifery  than  I  have  'fcap'd  yet. 

Alpb.  Fool!  Fool! 

Alin.  He  knows  me  not.  Will  ye  give  me  two  Pence? 
And  Gafier,  here's  a  Crow-Flower,  and  a  Da^ie  $ 
I've  fome  Pye  in  my  Pocket  too. 

Alpb.  This  is  an  arrant  Fool, 
An  ignorant  thing. 

Alin,  Believe  fo,  and  I'm  happy.  [Jfidt. 

Alpb.  Doft  thou  dwell  in  Segovia,  Fool  ? 

Alin.  No,  no,  I  dwell  in  Heav'n, 
And  I  have  a  fine  little  Houfe,  made  of  Marmalade. 
And  I  am  a  lone  Woman,  and  I  fpin  for  Saint  Peter ; 
I  have  a  hundred  little  Children,  and  they  fing  Pfalms 
with  me. 

Alpb.  'Tis  pity  this  pretty  thing  mould  want  Under-* 
(landing. 

But  why  do  I  ftand  talking  with  a  Coxcomb? 

If  I  do  find  her,  if  I  light  upon  her  — 

I'll  fay  no  more.  Is  this  the  way  to  th'  Town,  Fool  ? 
Alin.  You  muft  go  o'er  the  top  of  that  high  Steeple, 
Gaffer. 

Alpb.  A  plague  o'  your  Fool's  Face. 
Jul.  No,  take  her  Counfel. 

Alin.  And  then  you  mall  come  to  a  River  twenty  Mile 
over, 

And  twenty  Mile  and  ten,  and  then  you  muft  pray,  Gaffer^ 
And  ftill  you  muft  pray,  and  pray. 

Alpb.  Pray  Heav'n  deliver  me 
From  fuch  an  Afs,  as  thou  art. 

Alin.  Amen>  fweet  Gaffer : 
And  fling  a  Sop  of  Sugar-Cake  into  it  i 
And  then  you  muft  leap  in  naked. 

Jul.  Would  he  would  believe  her. 

Alin.  And  fink  feven  Days  together ;  can  ye  fink, 
Gaffer  ? 

Alpb,  Yes,  Coxcomb,  yes;  prithee  farewel,  a  pox  oil 
thee. 
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A  plague  o'  that  Fool  too,  that  fet  m'  upon  thee." 

Alin.  And  then  I'll  bring  you  a  fupof  Milk  fhall  ferve  ye : 
I'm  going  to  get  Apples. 

Alpb.  Go  to  th'  Devil  : 
Was  ever  Man  tormented  with  a  Puppy  thus? 
Thou  tell  me  News  ?  thou  be  a  Guide  ? 

Alin.  And  then,  Nunkle  

Alpb.  Prithee  keep  on  thy  way,  good  Naunt.    I  could 
rail  now 

Thefe  ten  Hours  at  mine  own  Improvidence : 

Get  Apples  and  be  choak'd  ;  farewel.  [Exit. 

Alin.  Farewel,  Nuncle. 

Jul.  I  rejoice  in  any  thing  that  vexes  him, 
And  1  mail  love  this  Fool  extremely  for't : 
Could  I  but  fee  my  Miftrefs  now,  to  tell  her 
How  I  have  truly,  honeftly  wrought  for  her, 
How  I  have  worn  myfelf  away,  to  ferve  her 
Fool,  there's  a  Ryal  for  the  Sport  thou  mad'ft  me 
In  crofting  that  old  Fool,  that  parted  from  thee. 

Alin.  Thou'rt  honeft  fure,  but  yet  thou  muft  not  fee  me, 
I  thank  ye,  little  Gentleman  5  Heav'n  blefs  ye, 
And  I'll  pray  for  ye  too:  Pray  ye  keep  this  Nutmeg, 
'Twas  fent  me  from  the  Lady  of  the  Mountain^ 
A  Golden  Lady. 

Jul.  How  prettily  it  prattles. 

Alin.  'Tis  very  good  to  rub  your  Underftanding. 
And  fo  good  Night ;  the  Moon's  up. 
Jul.  Pretty  Innocent. 

Alin.  Now  Fortune,  if  thou  dar'ft  do  good,  protect  me. 

[Exit. 

Jul.  I'll  foil' w  him  to  yond  Town,  he  mail  not  'fcape  me. 
Stay,  I  mnft  counterfeit  a  Letter  by  the  way  firft, 
And  one  that  muft  carry  fome  Credit  with  it:  I  am  wide 
elfe, 

And  all  this  to  no  purpofe  that  I  aim  at. 
A  Letter  muft  be  had,  and  neatly  handled ; 
And  then  if  Goodwife  Fortune  do  not  fail  me, 
Have  at  his  Skirts  ;  I  mall  worfe  anger  him 
Than  ever  1  have  done,  and  worfe  torment  him. 
It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I  (hall  conjure  him 

And 
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And  crucify  his  Crabb'dnefs :  He's  my  Matter ; 
But  that's  all  one,  I'll  lay  that  on  the  left  hand. 
He  would  now  perfecute  my  harmlefs  Miftrefs, 
A  Fault  without  Forgivenefs,  as  I  take  it ; 
And  under  (28)  that  bold  Banner  flies  my  Vengeance, 
A  meritorious  War,  and  fo  I'll  make  it. 
1'th'  name  of  Innocence,  what's  this  the  Fool  gave  me  ? 
She  faid  'twas  good  to  rub  my  Underftanding. 
What  ftrange  Concealment?  Bread,  or  Cheefe,  or  a 
Chefnut? 

Ha!  'tis  a  Ring,  a  pretty  Ring,  a  right  one; 
A  Ring  I  know  too !  the  very  fame  Ring : 

0  admirable  Blockhead !  O  bafe  Eyes ! 

A  Ring  my  Miftrefs  took  from  me,  and  wore  it, 

1  know  it  by  the  Pofy ;  (29)  Prick  me>  and  heal  mi. 
None  could  deliver  this  but  lhe  herfelf  too ; 

Am  I  twice  Sand-blind  ?  twice  fo  near  the  Blefling 
I  would  arrive  at,  and  block-like  ne'er  know  it  ? 
I'm  vengeance  angry,  but  that  fhall  light  on  thee, 
And  heavily,  and  quickly,  I  pronounce  it  : 
There  are  fo  many  crofs  ways,  (30)  there's  no  foll'wing 
her  ; 

And  yet  I  muft  not  now.  I  hope  fhe  is  right  (till 
For  all  her  outward  Shew,  for  fure  fhe  knew  me, 
And  in  that  hope,  fome  few  Hours  I'll  forget  her.  [Exit. 

(28)  —  that  bold  Banner  flies  my  Vengeance,]  The  Difcontinuity 
of  the  Metaphor  makes  this  Place  greatly  obfeure,  we  mould  probably 
read, 

—  under  that  bold  Banner  fights  my  Vengeance. 

(29)  Prick  me,  and  heal  me  ]  Thefe  Words,  by  what  Miflake 

I  know  not,  are  wanting  in  the  Folio  of  1679. 

(30)  1  there*  s  no  following  her; 

And  yet  1  muft  not  now.  ]  The  Diftra&ion  of  Juletta  here 

will  be  finely  expreffed  if  we  alter  the  pointing  ; 

—  there's  no  following  her  ;— 
And  yet  I  muft       not  now.   I  hope,  &c. 
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S   C   E   N   E  II. 

Enter  Roderigo,  in  a  Pilgrim's  Habit. 

Rod.  She's  not  to  be  recovered,  which  I  vex  at ; 
And  he  beyond  my  Veng'ance,  which  torments  me : 
O!  I  am  fool'd  and  flighted,  made  a  Rafcal; 
(3  0  My  Hopes  are  flatter'd,  as  my  prefent  Fortunes : 
"Why  mould  I  wander  thus,  and  play  the  Coxcomb? 
Tire  out  my  Peace  and  Pleafure  for  a  Girl  ? 
A  Girl  that  fcorns  me  too  ?  a  thing  that  hates  me  ? 
And  confider'd  at  the  bed,  *s  but  a  Ihort  Breakfaft 
For  a  hot  Appetite:  Why  mould  I  walk,  and  walk  thus, 
And  fret  myfelf,  and  travel  like  a  Carrier, 
And  peep,  and  watch  ?  want  Meat  and  Wine,  to  cherim 
me, 

When  thoufand  Women  may  be  had,  ten  thoufand, 

And  thank  me  too,  and  I  fit  ftill  ?  Well,  trim  Beauty 

And  Chaftity,  and  all  that  feem  to  ruin  me, 

Let  me  not  take  ye,  let  me  not  come  near  ye, 

For  I'll  fo  trim  ye,  I'll  fo  buftle  with  ye — 

*Tis  not  the  Name  of  Virgin  mail  redeem  ye, 

(I'll  change  that  Property :)  nor  Tears  nor  Angers  ^ 

1  bear  a  Hate  about  me  fcorns  thofe  Follies. 

To  find  this  Villain  too— —for  there's  my  main  Prize  $ 

(32)  And  if  he  fcape  me  then— 

Enter  Alinda* 

Alin.  Is  not  that  Pedro? 
>Tis  he,  'tis  he-,  O! 

Rod.  What  art  thou? 

Alin.  Ha  ?  now,  now,  now, 
O  now  moft  miferable ! 


(31)  My  Hopes  are  flatter'd,  as  my  prefent  Fortunes:]  But  flattered 
with  what?  It  Difappointments  are  Flatteries,  then  the  Paflage  is  clear. 
Write  without  Difpute, 

"My  Hopes  are  fiat  as  are  my  prefent  fortunes. 

(32)  And  if  he  fcape  me  then  ]  Thus  I  read  againft  the  Autho- 
rity of  all  the  Copies  who  agree  in  representing  the  Piace  fo, 

-   ■     1  fnap  me  then. 

Rod. 
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Rod.  What  a  Devil  art  thou  ? 

Alin.  No  end  of  my  Misfortunes,  Heav'n  ? 

Rod.  What  Antick  ? 
Speak,  Puppet,  fpeak. 

Alin.  That  Habit  to  betray  me? 
Ye  holy  Saints,  can  ye  fee  this  ? 

Rod,  It  danceth : 
The  Devil  in  a  Fool's  Coat,  is  he  turn'd  Innocent  ? 
What  Mops  and  Mowes  it  makes;  heigh,  how  it  frisked^ 
Is't  not  a  Fairy  ?  or  fome  fmall  Hobgoblin  ? 
It  has  a  mortal  Face,  and  I  have  a  great  mind  to  it, 
But  if 't  fhould  prove  the  Devil  then. 

Alin.  Come  hither. 

Rod.  I  think  'twill  ravifh  me ; 
Is  is  a  handfome  thing,  but  horribly  Sun-burnt  3 
What's  that  it  points  at  ? 

Alin.  Doft  thou  fee  that  Star  there, 
That,  juft  above  the  Sun? 
Prithee  go  thither,  and  light  me  this  Tobacco., 
And  (lop  it  with  the  Horns  o*  th*  Moon. 

Rod.  The  thing's  mad, 
Abominably  mad,  her  Brains  are  butter'd. 
Go  fleep,  Fool,  fleep. 

Alin.  Thou  canft  not  fleep  fo  fweetly : 
For  fo  I  can  fay  my  Prayers,  and  then  (lumber. 

(33)  1  am  not  proud \  nor  full  of  Wine* 
This  little  Flower  will  make  me  fine  : 
Cruel  in  Heart ,  for  I  fhallcry, 

If  I  fee  a  Sparrow  die: 
J  am  not  watchful  to  do  ill, 

(34)  Nor  glorious  to  purfue  it  Jlill: 
Nor  pitilefs  to  thofe  that  weep  ; 
Such  as  are,  bid  them  go  fleep. 

(33)  I am  not  proud,  "or  full  of Wine , 
This  little  Flower  nuill  make  me  fine  i 

Cruel  in  Heart ,— ]  The  Negative  not  in  tlie  firft  Line  is  to 
be  underftood  here  in  the  third,  or  the  Senfe  will  turn  out  dire&ly 
contrary  to  what  fhe  defigns. 

(34)  JHor  glorious  to  purfue*  ■■     ]  i.  e ,  Take  no  Pride,  Pleafure 
in,  &c. 

Do, 
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Do,  do,  do,  and  fee  if  they  can. 

Rod.  It  faid  true, 
I  feel  it  fmk  into  me  forcibly. 
Sure  'tis  a  kind  of  Sibyl,  fome  mad  Prophet. 
I  feel  my  Wildnefs  bound  and  fetter'd  in  me. 

Attn.  Give  me  your  Hand,  and  I'll  tell  you  what's  your 
Fortune. 

Rod.  Here ;  prithee  fpeak. 

Attn.  Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Wafh  your  Hands,  and  pare  your  Nails,  and  look  finely, 
You  fhall  never  kifs  the  King's  Daughter  elfe. 

Rod.  1  wafh  'em  daily. 

Attn.  But  ftill  you  foul  'em  fafter. 

Rod.  This  goes  nearer. 

Aim.  You'll  have  two  Wives. 

Rod.  Two  Wives  ? 

Aim.  Ay,  two  fine  Gentlewomen ; 
Make  much  of  'em,  for  they'll  ftick  clofe  to  you,  Sir. 
And  thefe  two,  in  two  Days. 

Rod.  That's  a  fine  Riddle. 

Attn.  To-day  you  fhall  wed  Sorrow, 
And  Repentance  will  come  To-morrow. 

Rod.  Sure  fhe's  infpired. 

Attn.  I'll  fing  ye  a  fine  Song,  Sir. 

He  called  down  his  merry  Men  all> 

Byoney  bytwo^  bytbree, 
William  would  fain  have  been  the  fir  ft  % 

But  now  the  lajl  is  he. 

Rod.  'Tis  the  meer  Chronicle  of  my  Mifhaps. 
Attn.  I'll  bid  you  good-ev'n  *,  for  my  Boat  ftays  for  me 
yonder, 

And  I  muft  fup  with  the  Moon  to  Night  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean. [Exit. 
Rod.  When  Fools  and  Mad-folks  fhall  be  Tutors  to  mc, 
And  feel  my  Sores,  yet  I  unfenfible— - 
Sure  it  was  fet  by  Providence  upon  me 
To  fteer  my  Heart  right :  I  am  wondrous  weary. 
My  Thoughts  too,  which  add  more  burden  to  mc: 
I  have  been  ill,  and,  which  is  worfe,  purfu'd  it, 

And 


■ 
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And  ftiJl  run  on  :  I  muft  think  better,,  nobler, 
And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all. 

Enter  four  Peafants. 

Still  I  grow  heavier,  heavier;  Heav'n  defend  me! 
PJ1  lie  down,  and  take  reft,  and  Goodnefs  guard  me. 

1  Pea.  We've  fcajf  d  to  day  well;  certain,  if  the  Outlaws 
Had  known  we  had  been  ftirring,  we  had  paid  for't... 

2  Pea.  Plague  on  'em,  they  have  robb'd  me  thrice, 

3  Pea.  And  me  five  times  : 

Befide  they  made  my  Daughter  one  of  us  too, 
An  arrant  Drum  :  O,  they're  the  lev/deft  Rafcals! 

The  Captain  fuch  a  damn'd  Piece  of  Iniquity  • 

But  we  are  far  enough  off  on  'em,  that's  the  beft  on't, 
They  cannot  hear. 

4.  Pea.  They'll. come  to  me  familiarly 
And  eat  up  all  I  have ;  drink  up  my  Wine  too, 
And  if  there  be  a  Servant  that  contents  'em, 
Let  her  Keel  hold,  they'll  give  her  Stowage  enough : 
We  have  no  Children  now,  but  Thieves,  and  Outlaws; 
The  very  Brats. 

P  their  Mothers  Bellies  have  their  Qualities, 
They'll  fteal  into  the  World. 

1  Pea.  Would  we  had  fome  of  'em  here. 

2  Pea.  Ay,  o'  that  Condition  we  could  mafter  'em, 
They're  fturdy  Knaves. 

3  Pea.  A  Devil  take  their  Sturdinefs, 

We  can  neither  keep  our  Wives  from  'em,  nor  our  States, 
We  pay  the  Rent,  and  they  pofTefs  the  Benefit. 

1  Pea.  What  is  this  lies  here  ?  is  it  drunk  or  fober  ? 
It  fleeps  and  foundly  too, 

2  Pea.  'Tis  an  old  Woman 

That  keeps  Sheep  hereabouts ;  it  turns  and  ftretches. 

4  Pea.  Does  me  keep  Sheep  with  a  Sword  ? 

3  Pea.  It  has  a  Beard  too. 

1  Pea.  Peace,  peace :  It  is  the  Devil  Roderigo, 
Peace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

2  Pea.  'Tis  he. 

3  Pea.  Speak  foftly. 

4  Pea.  Now  we  may  fit  him. 

Vol.  V.  Ii  3Pea. 
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4  Pea.  Stay,  ftay  •,.  let's  be  provident. 

1  Pea.  Kill  him,  and  wake  him  then. 
4  Pea.  Let  me  come  to  him, 

Ev'n  one  Blow  at  his  Pate,  if  e'er  fie  wake  more.  ' 
3  Pea.  So,  fo,  fo,  lay  that  by. 

2  Pea.  I  muft  needs  kill  him. 
It  ftands  with  my  Reputation. 

3  Pka.  Stand  off,  I  fay : 

And  let  us  fome  way  make  him  fure  ;  then  torture  him. 

To  kill  him  prefently,  has  no  Pleafure  in't. 

H'as  been  tormenting  of  us,  at  leaft  this  Twelvemonth. 

Rod.  Oh  me! 

All.  He  comes,  he  comes. 

4  Pea.  Has  he  no  Guns  about  him  ? 

3  Pea.  Softly  again  :  No,  no ;  take  that  Hand  eafily, 
And  tie  it  faft  here,  that  to  th'  other  Bough  there. 
Faft,  faft,  and  eafy,  left  he  wake. 

2  Pea.  Have  we  got  ye  ? 

This  was  a  Benefit  we  never  aim'd  at. 

3  Pea.  Out  with  your  Knives,  and  let  us  carve  this 

Cock-thief, 
Daintily  carve  him. 

1  Pea.  I  would  h'had  been  ufed  thus 
Ten  Years  ago,  we  might  have  thought  we  had  Children. 

3  Pea.  O,  that  (35)  Sir  Nicholas  now  our  Prieft  were  here, 
What  a  fweet  Homily  would  he  fay  over  him, 
For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  Wife  i'th'  Belfry! 
He  would  ftand  up  ftiff  girt:  Now  pounce  him  lightly, 
And  as  he  rores,  and  rages,  let's  go  deeper ; 
Come  near,  you  are  dim-ey'd,  on  with  your  Spectacles. 

Rod.  O,  what  torments  me  thus  ?  What  Slaves,  what 
Villains  ? 
O  fpare  me,  do  not  murder  me, 

3  Pea.  We'll  but  tickle  ye. 
You've  tickled  us  at  all  Points. 

4  Pea.  Where  are  his  Emblems? 

(35)    Sir  Nicholas  nonv  our  Prieft,  &c]  Sir  was  a  Title  given 

(formerly)  to  any  Clergyman  under  the  degree  of  a  Doctor.  The 
Reader  can't  but  obferve  the  great  Impropriety  which  the  next  Line 

but  one  contains,  the  Scene  lying  not  in  England  but  Spain. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pedro. 
Rod.  As  y'  are  Men,  and  Chriftians. 
&Pea.  Yes,  we  hear  ye, 
And  you  fliali  hear  of  us  too. 
Rod.  Oh !  no  Mercy  ? 

Ped.  What  Noife  is  this  ?  What  Roar  ?  I  cannot  find  her, 
She  is  got  free  again;  but  where,  or  which  way? 

Rod.  O  Villains,  Beafts! 

Ped.  Murd'ring  a  Man,  ye  Rafcals  ? 
Y'  inhuman  Slaves,  off,  off,  and  leave  this  Cruelty, 
Or  as  1  am  a  Gentleman — Do  ye  brave  me? 
Then  have  among  ye  all,  ye  Slaves,  ye  Cowards ; 
Take  up  that  Sword,  and  ftand:  [_To  Roderigo.]  Stay,  ye 

bafe  Rafcals, 
Ye  cut-throat  Rogues— 

All.  Away,  away.  [Exeunt  Peafants. 

Ped.  Ye  Dog-whelps. 

Rod.  O !  I  am  now  more  wretched  far,  than  ever.  \Afidc. 

Ped  A  Violence  to  that  Habit  ?  Ha  ?  Roderigo  f 
What  makes  he  here,  thus  clad  ?  Is  it  Repentance, 
(36)  Or  only  a  fair  Shew  to  guild  his  Mifchiefs? 

Rod.  This  Benefit  has  made  me  fhame  to  fee  him, 
To  know  him,  blufh. 

Ped.  You  are  not  much  hurt? 

Rod.  No,  Sir; 
All  I  can  call  a  Hurt,  fticks  in  my  Confcience, 
That  pricks  and  tortures  me. 

Ped.  Have  ye  confider'd 
The  Nature  of  thefe  Men,  and  how  they  us'd  ye  ? 
Was  it  fair  Play?  Did  it  appear  t'you  handfome? 

Rod.  I  dare  not  fpeak :  Or  if  I  do,  'tis  nothing 
Can  bring  me  off,  or  juftify  me.     Ped.  Was  it 

(36)  Or  only  a  fair  Shew  to  guide  his  Mi/chiefs?]  In  this  Blander 
do  all  the  Copies  agree,  yet  that  general  Confent  can't  incline  me  to 
think  the  Paffage  found.  A  Difguife  is  not  us'd  as  a  Guide,  but  a 
Cover  or  Colour,  and  fo  it  ought  to  be  here.  There  are  feveral  ways 
of  correcting  this  Place,  as  Hide,  'Sguife,  i.  e.  Difguife-.  But  I  like 
(as  Mr,  Seward  too  directed)  Guild  the  belt,  there  being  great  reafon 
to  believe  that  to  be  the  original  Reading,  from  what  the  Edition  of 
1679  exhibits,  tho'  corruptly, 

»- ■  —  fair  Shew  to  guile  hi*  Mifcbiefs. 

I  i  2  Noble- 
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Noble  to  beo'er-lay'd  with  odds,  and  Violence? 
Manly,  or  brave  in  thefe,  thus  to  opprefs  ye  ? 
D'  you  blufh  at  this,  in  fuch  as  are  mere  Rudenefs  ? 
That  have  ftopt  Souls,  that  never  knew  things  gentle  ? 
And  dare  you  glorify  worfe  in  yourfelf,  Sir? 
Ye  us'd  me  with  much  Honour,  and  I  thank  ye, 
In  this  I  have  requited  fome ;  ye  know  me  : 
Come  turn  not  back,  ye  muft  and  ye  mail  know  me ; 
Had  I  been  over-feafon'd  with  bafe  Anger, 
"  And  fuited  all  Occafions  to  my  Mifchiefs, 
Bore  no  refpecl:  to  Honefty,  Religion ; 
No  Faith,  no  common  Tie  of  Man,  Humanity, 
Had  I  had  in  me,  but  giv'n  Reins,  and  Licence 
To  a  tempeftuous  Will,  as  wild  as  Winter, 
This  Day,  know,  Roderigo,  I  had  fet 
As  fmall  a  Price  upon  thy  Life,  and  Fortunes, 
As  thou  didft  lately  on  mine  Innocence ; 
But  I  referve  thee  to  a  nobler  Service. 

Rod.  I  thank  ye,  and  PU  ftudy  more  to  honour  ye ; 
You  have  the  nobler  Soul,  I  muft  confefs  it, 
And  are  the  greater  Matter  of  your  Goodnefs. 
Though't  be  impofiible  I  mould  now  recover 
And  my  rude  Will  grow  handfome,  in  an  inftant, 
Yet  touching  but  the  Purenefs  of  your  Metal, 
Something  (hall  mew  like  Gold,  at  lead  (hall  glider; 
That  Men  may  hope,  although  the  Mine  be  rugged, 
Stony  and  hard  to  work,  yet  Time,  and  Honour 
Shall  find  and  bring  forth  that,  that's  rich  and  worthy. 

Ped.  I'll  try  that ;  and  to  th*  purpofe.  Ye  told  me,  Sir, 
In  noble  Emulation,  fo  I  take  it, 
(I'll  put  your  Hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it  0 
You  had  a  fair  Defire  to  try  my  Valour  : 
You  feem'd  to  court  me  to 't ;  you've  found  a  time, 
A  Weapon  in  your  Hand,  an  equal  Enemy, 
That,  as  he  puts  this  off,  puts  of!  all  Injuries, 
And  only  now  for  Honour's  fake  defies  ye: 
Now,  as  you  are  a  Man,  I  know  you're  valiant, 
As  you're  gentle  bred,  a  Soldier  fafhion'd  

Rod.  His  Virtue  ftartles  me ;  I  dare  fight,  Pedro. 

Ped.  And  as  you  have  a  Miftrefs  that  you  honour, 

Mark 
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Mark  me,  a  Miftrefs  ■ 

Rod.  Ha? 

Ped.  A  handfome  Miftrefs; 
As  you  dare  hold  yourfelf  deferving  of  her — — 

Rod.  Deferving?  What  a  Word  was  that  to  fire  me? 

Ped.  I  could  compel  ye  now  without  this  Circumftance, 
But  Pll  deal  free  and  fairly,  like  a  Gentleman  : 
As  ye  are  worthy  of  the  Name  ye  carry, 
A  daring  Man— • 

Rod.  O  that  I  durft  not  fuffer  ; 
For  ali  I  dare  do  now,  implies  but  Penance. 

Ped.  Now  do  me  noble  Right. 

Rod.  I'll  fatisfy  ye; 

(37)  But  not  by  th*  Sword:  Pray  ye  hear  me,  and  allow  me. 
I  have  been  rude ;  but  fhall  I  be  a  Monfter, 

And  teach  my  Sword  to  hurt  that  that  preferv'd  me  ? 
Though  I  be  rough  by  Nature,  fhall  my  Name 
Inherit  that  eternal  Stain  of  Barbarous  ? 
Give  me  an  Enemy,  a  thing  that  hates  ye, 
That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  felt  your  Goodnefs, 
(That  is  one  main  Antipathy  to  Sweetnefs,) 
And  fet  me  on,  you  cannot  hold  me  Coward  ; 

(38)  If  I  have  ever  err'd,  't  has  been  in  hazard : 
The  Temper  of  my  Sword  ftarts  at  your  Virtue 
And  will  fly  off,  nay  it  will  weep  (39)  to  light  ye ; 

Things 

(37)  But  not  by  tti  Word:  ]  The  Copy  of  1647  has  drop'd  a 

Letter,  which  that  of  1679  has  luckily  pick'd  up,  and  reads  the  Text, 
as  it  doubtiefs  was  wrote  primitively, 

But  not  by  the  Sword  :  

Thus  Mr  Seward  too  faw  the  Place  mould  run. 

(38)  If  I  have  errdy  '/  has  been  in  hazard:]  When  a  Line  is  evi- 
dently mangled,  and  has  loft  Words  ablolutely  neceffary  to  its  meaning, 
the  who  e  that  one  can  hope  is  to  recover  the  Sentimeut;  and  if  we 
mifs  that,  to  put  one  in  its  ftead  that  may  not  at  lealt  difgrace  the 
Context :  I  hope  the  following  Conjecture  will  be  thought  probable, 

If  I  have  errd  {hall  thy  Life  be  in  hazard  ? 
i.  e.  It  is  jult  that  for  my  Crimes  my  Life  mould  be  in  hazard,  but 
furely  not  yours,  whofe  Virtue  would  charm  things  inanimate,  and 
make  my  Sword  ilarc  back  on  its  Matter.       Mr.  Seward. 

(39)  — , — — —  to  light  ye\]  We  have  here  either  an  Elltpfis  or  a 
Corruption  ;  the  one  will  be  filled  up  eafter  than  the  other  amended; 
As  to  the  firft,  to  make  the  Senfe  eafy  the  Words  ought  to  run  l"o, 
*  to  light  on  ye  ; 

X  i  3  1  his 
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Things  excellently  mingled,  and  of  pure  Nature, 
Hold  facred  Love  and  Peace  with  one  another. 
See  how  it  turns ! 

Ped.  This  is  a  ftrange  Converfion : 
And  can  ye  fail  your  Miftrefs?  Can  ye  grow  cold 
In  fuch  a  Cafe  ? 

Rod.  Thofe  Heats  that  they  add  to  us, 

0  noble  Pedro,  let  us  feel  'em  rightly, 
And  rightly  but  confider  how  they  move  us. 

Ped.  Is  not  their  Honour  ours  ? 

Rod.  If  they  be  virtuous ; 
And  then  the  Sword  adds  nothing  to  their  Luftre, 
But  rather  calls  in  queftion  what's  not  doubted : 
If  they  be  not,  the  bed  Swords  and  bed  Valours 
Can  never  fight  'em  up  to  Fame  again, 
No,  not  a  Chriftian  War,  and  that's  held  Pious. 

•Ped.  How  bravely  now  he's  temper'd !  I  muft  fight, 
And  rather  make  it  honourable,  than  angry ; 

1  would  not  task  thofe  Sins  to  me  committed. 

Rod.  You  cannot,  Sir,  you've  caft  thofe  by,  difcarded  'em, 
And  in  a  noble  Mind,  fo  low  and  loofely 
To  look  back,  and  collecl:  fuch  Lumps,  and  lick  *em 
Into  new  horrid  Forms  again- 

Ped.  Still  braver. 

Rod.  To  fight,  becaufe  I  dare,  were  worfe,  and  weaker 
Than  if  I  had  a  Woman  in  my  Caufe,  Sir, 
And  more  proclaim'd  me  Fool;  yet  I  muft  confefs 
I  have  been  covetous  of  all  Occafions, 

This  Mr.  Seward  faw  as  well  as  myfelf ;  but  if  the  Reader  is  not 
fatisfitd  with  it  he  may  read, 

— — — »  to  pight  ye  ;  * 

i.  t.Jirike.  So  Chaucer,  in  his  Squire's  Tale,  \.  488.  /peaking  of  a 
Falcon,  has  thefe  Lines, 

And  ewr  and  anon  Jbe  erfd,  and  /bright, 

And  with  her  Bek  her/elf  in  fo  Jhe  pight. 
Bat,  upon  fecond  Thoughts,  this  I  am  afraid  will  not  be  Grammar, 
unlefs  fight  could  be  found  either  in  the  Prefent  Tenfe  Indicative  or 
Infinitive.    What  I  like  belt,  fuppofmg  a  Corruption,  is  to  read  the 
PaflTage  thus, 

  will  weep  to  flight  ye; 

j.  c.  cut,  wound,  Sec.  from  the  A.  S.  Slitan,  fcindere,  lacerare. 

And 
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And  this  I  have  taken  upon  trull,  for  Noble, 
The  more  fhame  mine  ;  devife  a  w^:y  to  fight  thus, 
That  like  the  wounded  Air  no  Blood  may  IfTue, 
Nor  where  this  Sword  mall  enter,  no  loll  Spirit, 
And  fee  me  on;  I  would  not  fear  that  Body, 
That  virtuous,  valiant  Body,  nor  deface  if, 
To  make  the  Kingdom  mine  :  If  one  muft  bleed, 
Let  me  be  both  the  Sacrifice,  and  Altar, 
And  you  the  Prieft  ;  I  have  deferv'd  to  fufFer. 

Ped.  The  noble  Roderigc,  now  I  call  ye, 
And  thus  my  Love  mail  ever  count,  and  hold  ye. 

Rod.  I  am  your  Servant,  Sir,  and  now  this  Habit, 
Devotion,  not  Diftrufl  mall  put  upon  me. 
I'll  wait  upon  your  Fortunes,  that's  my  way  now, 
And  where  you  grieve,  or  joy,  I'll  be  a  Partner. 

Ped.  1  thank  ye,  Sir,  I  fhall  be  too  proud  of  ye ; 

0  I  could  tell  ye  ftrange  things! 
Rod.  I  guefs  at  'em, 

And  I  could  curfe  myfelf,  I  made  'em  ftranger  j 
Yet  my  Mind  fays,  you  are  not  far  from  Happinefs. 

Ped.  It  fhall  be  welcome ;  come,  let's  keep  us  thus  ftill, 
And  be  as  we  appear,  Heav'n's  Hand  may  blefs  us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Mafter^  and  two  Keepers. 

Majt.  Yes,  Sir,  here  be  fuch  Peopie:  But  how  plea&ng 
They  will  appear  to  you 
Alpb.  Pray  let  me  fee  'em  ; 

1  come  to  that  end,  pray  let  me  fee  'em  all. 

Majt.  They  will  confound  ye,  Sir,  like  Bells  rung  back- 
ward ; 

They're  nothing  but  Confufion,  and  meer  Noifes. 

Alpb.  May  be  I  love  a  Noife ;  but  hark  ye,  Sir, 
Have  ye  no  Boys,  handfome  young  Boys  ? 

Maft.  Yes  one,  Sir, 
A  very  handfome  Boy. 

Alpb.  Long  here  ? 

Maft.  But  two  Days  5 

I  i  4 


504-   •  7/5*  Pilgrim. 

A  little  craz'd,  but  much  hope  of  Recovery. 

Alph.  Ay,  that  Boy  let  me  fee,  may  be  I  know  him ; 
That  Boy,  I  fay    this  is  the  Boy  he  told  me  of, 
And  it  muft  needs  be  Ihe :  that  Boy  I  befeech  ye,  Sir, 
That  Boy  I  come  to  fee. 

Maft.  And  ye  fhall  fee  him, 
Or  any  elfe,  but  pray  be  not  too  violent. 

Alph.  I  know  what  to  do,  I  warrant  ye    I  am  for  all 
Fancies, 
I  can  talk  to  'em,  and  difpute. 

1  Keep.  As  madly, 

For  they  be  very  mad,  Sir. 
Alph.  Let  'em  be  horn  mad. 

2  Keep.  We  have  few  Citizens,  they've  Bedlams  of  their 

own,  Sir, 
And  are  mad  at  their  own  Charges. 
Alph.  Who  Hes  here? 

Maft.  Pray  ye  don't  difturb  'em,  Sir,  here  lie  fuch 
Youths 

Will  make  you  ftart  if  they  but  dance  their  Trenchmores. 
Fetch  out  the  Boy,  Sirrah:  Hark!  [Exit  Keeper. 

Alph.  Heigh  Boys. 

[Shake  Irons  within.  Englifh  Madman^  Scholar^  Par/on. 

Engl.  Bounce, 
Clap  her  o'th'  Star-board,  bounce,  top  the  Can,  Jenkin. 

Schol.  Dead  ye  Dog,  dead:  D*  ye  quarrel  in  my 
Kingdom  ? 
Give  me  my  Trident. 

Engl.  Bounce,  'twixt  Wind  and  Water, 
Loaden  with  Mackrels:  O  brave  Meat! 

Schol.  My  Sea-horfes! 
I'll  charge  the  Northern- Wind,  and  break  his  Bladder. 

Par.  I'll  fell  my  Bells,  before  I  be  out-brav'd  thus. 

Alph.  What's  he?  What's  he? 

Maft:  A  Parfon,  Sir,  a  Parfon, 
That  run  mad  for  Tythe-Goflings. 

Alph.  Green  Sauce  cure  him. 

Par.  I'll  curfe  ye  all,  Til  excommunicate  ye: 
Thou  Englifh  Heretick,  give  me  the  tenth  Pot. 

Engl.  Sue  me,  I'll  drink  up  all  \  bounce  I  fay  Once  more. 

o, 
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O,  have  I  fplit  your  Mizen  ?  Blow,  blow,  thou  Weft- 
Wind, 

(40)  Blow  till  thou  rive,  and  make  the  Sea  run  roaring. 
I'll  hifs  it  down  again  with  a  Bottle  of  Ale. 

SchoL  Triton !  why  Triton  f 

Engl.  Triton's  drunk  with  Metheglin. 

Scbol.  Strike,  ftrike  the  Surges,  ftrike. 

Engl.  Drink,  drink,  'tis  Day-light; 
Drink,  didle,  didle,  didle,  drink  Par/on,  proud  Par/on: 
A  Pig's  Tail  in  thy  Teeth,  and  I  defy  thee. 

Par.  Give  me  fome  Porridge,  or  I'll  damn  thee,  EngHJh. 

Alph.  How  comes  this  Englijh  Madman  here  ? 

Maft.  Alas, 

That's  no  Queftion,  they're  mad  ev'ry  where,  Sir ; 
Their  Fits  are  cool  now,  Jet  'em  reft. 

Enter  Keeper  and  She-fool. 

Alph.  Mad  Gallants, 
Moft  (41)  admirably  mad,  I  love  their  Fancies. 

1  Keep.  Ye  (linking  Whore,  who  knew  of  this?  who 

look'd  to  him  ? 
Pox  take  him,  he  was  fleepy  when  I  leff  him. 

2  Keep.  Certain  he  made  the  Fool  drunk. 
Maft.  How  now,  who's  this  here  ? 

Where  is  the  Boy  ? 

(40)  Blow  till  thou  rive,  ]  This  is  a  manifeft  copying  from 

SbakefpeaSs  Boat/wain  in  the  Tempef, 

Blow  till  thou  burjl  thy  Wind,  if  Room  enough. 
Which  Paffage  is  not  Senfe  as  it  Hands,  but  ought  to  be  alter'd  thus, 

Blow  till  thou  bur  ft  thee,  Windy  &c. 
By  which  Reading  he  {Boat/wain)  addreffes  the  Wind  as  a  Perfon, 
and  the  Sentence  acquires  a  Dignity  which  it  had  not  before. 

(41)  —  admirably  mad,  I  love  their  Faces  ]  Mphonfo  mud  be  near 
as  mad  as  the  Folks  here  in  Bedlam  to  talk  thus :  Read, 

  I  love  their  Fancies. 

So  in  Act  3.  Scene  5.  the  Gentleman  defcribing  this  Place  to  Pedro, 
fays, 

  ■  '//x  a  Houfe 

Where  People  of  all  forts,  that  have  been  vijtted 
With  Lunacies  and  Follies,  wait  their  Cures ; 
Their  Fancies  of  a  thoufand  Stamps  and  Faihions,  fcfr. 

1  Keep. 
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i  Keep.  The  Boy,  Sir? 

Mafi.  Ay,  the  Boy,  Sir. 

i  Keep.  Here's  all  the  Boys  we  found, 

Mafi.  Thefe  are  his  Cloaths, 
But  where's  the  Boy? 

Fool.  The  Boy  is  gone  a  Maying, 
He'll  bring  me  home  a  Cuckow's  Neft ;  d*  ye  hear,  Matter? 
I  put  my  Cloaths  off,  and  I  dizen'd  him, 
And  pin'd  a  Plumb  in's  Forehead,  and  a  Feather, 
And  bufs'd  him  twice,  and  bid  him  go  feek  his  Fortune  : 
He  gave  me  this  fine  Money,  and  fine  Wine  too, 
And  bid  me  fop,  and  gave  me  thefe  trim  Cloaths  too, 
And  put  'em  on. 

Alph.  Is  this  the  Boy  you'd  fhew? 

Fool.  I'll  give  you  Two-pence,  Matter. 

Alph.-  Am  I  fool'd  of  all  fides  ? 
I  met  a  Fcol  i'th'  Woods,  they  faid  fhe  dwelt  here, 
In  a  long  pied  Coat. 

Mafi.  That  was  the  very  Boy,  Sir. 

Fool.  Ay,  ay,  I  gave  him  leave  to  play  forfooth ; 
He'll  come  again  To-morrow,  and  bring  Pefcods. 

Mafi.  I'll  bring  your  Bones  

Alph.  Pox  o'  your  Fools,  and  Bedlams, 
Plague  o'  your  Owls  and  Apes. 

Mafi.  Pray  ye,  Sir,  be  tamer, 
We  cannot  help  this  prefently  \  but  we  fhall  know ; 
I'll  recompence  your  Care  too. 

Alph.  Know  me  a  Pudding  : 
You  juggle,  and  ye  fiddle,  fart  upon  ye, 
I  am  abufed. 

Mafi.  Pray  ye,  Sir. 

Enter  Wrel(h  Madman. 

Alph.  And  I  will  be  abufed,  Sir, 
And  you  fhall  know  I  am  abufed. 

Weljh.  Whaw,  Mr.  Keeper. 

Alph.  Pox  o'  thy  Whaws,  and  thy  Whims, 
Pox  o'  thy  Urfhip. 


Weljb. 
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Weljh.  Give  mefome  Ceeze  and  Onions,  give  me  forae 
W  am-brew, 

I  hr :C«  in  my  Bellies,  give  me  Abundance; 

Pendragon  was  a  Shentleman,  marg  you,  Sir, 
■  And  tiie  Organs  at  Kixum  were  made  by  Revelations  5 
There  is  a  Spirit  blows,  and  blows  the  Bellows, 
And  then  they  fing. 

Alpb.  What  Moon-calf's  this?  what  Dream? 

Maft.  Pray  \e,  Sir,  obferve  him, 
He  is  a  Mountaineer,  a  Man  of  Goatland. 

Weljhx  I  will  beat  diy  Face  as  black  as  a  blue  Clout, 
1  wiiJ  leave  no  more  Sheet  in  thine  Eyes. 

Maft,  He  will  not  hurt  ye. 

Weljh.  Give  me  a  great  deal  of  Guns:  thou  art  the 
Devils, 

I  know  thee  by  thy  Tails:  Poor  Owen's  hungry, 
I  will  pig  thy  Bums  full  of  Bullets. 

Alpb.  This  is  the  rareft  Rafcal, 
He  fpeaks  as  if  he  had  Butter-milk  in's  Mouth  5 
Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th*  Englijh? 

Maft.  The  elder  Brother,  Sir, 
He  run  mad  becaufe  a  Rat  eat  up's  Cheefe; 

Alpb.  H'ad  a  great  deal  of  Reafon,  Sir. 

Weljh.  Befar  las  manos,  is  for  an  old  Cod-piece,  mark  ye9 
I  will  borrow  thy  Urfliip's  Whore  to  feal  a  Letter. 

Maft,  Now  he  grows  villanous. 

Alpb.  Methinks  he's  beft  now. 

Maft.  Away  with  him. 

Alpb.  He  (hall  not. 

Maft.  Sir,  he  mud. 

Weljh.  I  will  fing,  and  dance,  do  any  thing. 

Alpb.  Wilt  thou  declaim  in  Greek? 

Maft.  Away  with  the  Fool, 
And  whip  her  foundly,  Sirrah. 

Fool.  I'll  tell  no  more  Tales.  [Exit. 

Alpb.  Or  wilt  thou  fly  i'  tW  Air  ? 

Engl.  Do,  and  I'll  catch  thee, 
And  like  a  Wifp  of  Hay,  I'll  whirle,  and  whirle  thee, 
And  puff  thee  up,  and  puff  thee  up. 

Scbcl. 
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Schol.  I'll  fave  thee, 
And  thou  ihalt  fall  into  the  Sea,  foft,  fofdy. 
fVel/h.  1*11  get  upon  a  Mountain  and  call  my  Country- 
men. 

Maft.  They  all  grow  wild;  away  with  'em  for  Heav'n 
fake. 

Sir,  ye  are  much  to  blame. 

Alph.  No,  no,  'tis  brave,  Sir. 
Ye've  cozen'd  me  ;  I'll  make  you  mad. 

Mafi.  In  with  him, 
And  lock  him  faft. 

Alph.  Til  fee  him  in  his  Lodging.  [_Exit. 

Maft.  What  means  this  Gentleman  ? 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  He's  in  ;  have  at  him. 
Are  you  the  Matter,  Sir  ? 

Maft.  What  would  you  with  him  ? 

Jul.  I  have  a  Bufinefs  from  the  Duke  of  Medina ; 
Is  there  not  an  old  Gentleman  come  lately  in  ? 

Maft.  Yes,  and  a  wild  one  too ;  but  not  aPrifoner. 

Jul.  Did  you  obferve  him  well  ?  'tis  like  he  may  be. 

Maft.  I  have  feen  younger  Men  of  better  Temper. 

Jul.  You  have  hit  the  Caufe  I  come  for ;  there's  a 
Letter, 

Pray  ye  perufe  it  well.    I  fhall  be  wi'  ye, 

And  fuddenly,  I  fear  not ;  finely,  daintily  ; 

I  fhall  fo  feed  your  fierce  Vexation, 

And  raife  your  Worfhip's  Storms ;  I  fhall  fo  niggle  ye, 

And  juggle  ye,  and  fiddle  ye,  and  firk  ye, 

I'll  make  ye  curfe  the  Hour  ye  vex'd  a  Woman  ; 

I'll  make  ye  fhake,  when  our  Sex  are  but  founded  : 

For  the  Lord's  fake,  we  fhall  have  him  at ;  I  Jong  to  fee  it, 

As  much  as  for  my  Wedding-night ;  I  gape  after  it. 

Maft.  This  Letter  fays  the  Gentleman  is  Lunatick, 
I  half  fufpefted  it. 

Jul.  'I  is  very  true,  Sir, 
And  fuch  Pranks  he  has  play'd. 

Maft.  He's  fome  great  Man, 

The 
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The  Duke  commands  me  with  fuch  Care  to  look  to  him  s 
And  if  he  grow  too  violent  to  correct  him, 
To  ufe  the  fpeedieft  means  for  his  Recovery, 
And  thofe  he  muft  find  fharp. 

Jul.  The  better  for  him. 

Maft.  How  got  y'  him  hither? 

Jul.  With  a  Train,  I  told  him  : 
He's  in  love.with  a  Boy,  there  lies  his  Melancholy. 

Maft.  Hither  he  came  to  feek  one. 

Jul,  Yes,  I  fent  him ; 
Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we'd  never  brought  him. 

Maft.  Here  was  a  Boy. 

Jul.  He  faw  him  not  ? 

Maft.  He  was  gone  firft.  x 

Jul.  It  is  the  better  •,  look  you  to  your  Charge  well ; 
I'll  fee  him  lodged,  for  fo  the  Duke  commanded  me  5 
He  will  be  very  rough. 

Maft.  We're  us'd  to  that,  Sir, 
And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occafion. 

Jul.  (42)  You  will  find  him  gainful,  but  be  fure  ye 
curb  him, 

And  get  him  if  ye  can  fairly  t'  his  Lodging  j 
I  am  afraid  ye  will  not. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 
Maft*  We  muft  fweat  then. 

Alpb.  What  doft  thou  talk  to  me  of  Noifes?  Ill  have 
more  Noife, 

I'll  have  all  loofe,  and  all  mail  play  their  Prizes ; 
Thy  Matter  has  let  loofe  the  Boy  I  look'd  for, 
Bafely  convey'd  him  hence. 

Keep.  Will  ye. go  out,  Sir? 

Alpb.  I  will  not  out,  I  will  have  all  out  with  me, 
I'll  have  thy  Mafter  in  \  he*s  only  mad  here.  [Shake  Irons. 
And  Rogues,  I'll  have  y*  all  whipt  j  heigh,  mad  Boys, 
mad  Boys. 

Jul.  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ? 

(42)  Ton  will  find  him  gainful* — ]  i.  #.  wayward,  refty,  &c. 

Maft; 
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Maft.  'Tis  too  apparent. 
Jul.  I'm  glad  Cat's  gone ;  he  raves  thus. 
Maft.  Do  you  hear,  Sir, 
Pray  will  ye  make  lefs  ftir,  and  fee  your  Chamber  j 
Call  in  more  help,  and  make  the  Clok-t  ready. 

Keep.  I  thought  he  was  mad ;  1  11  have  one  long  Lafh  at  ye. 
Alpb.  My  Chamber  ?  where  ray  Chamber  ?  why  my 
Chamber? 
Where's  the  young  Boy  ? 

Maft.  Nay,  pray  ye,  Sir,  be  more  modeft 
For  your  own  Credit  fake ;  the  People  lee  ye, 
And  I  would  ufe  ye  with  the  beft. 

Alpb.  Beft  ?  hang  ye, 
What  doft  thou  think  me  mad  ? 

Maft.  Pray,  and  be  civil, 
Heav'n  may  deliver  ye. 

Alpb.  Into  a  Rogue's  Hands. 
Maft.  You  do  but  draw  more  Mifery  upon  ye, 
And  add  to  your  Difeafe. 
Alpb.  Get  from  me. 
Maft.  No,  Sir, 
You  muft  not  be  left  fo  -9  bear  yourfelf  civilly, 
And  'twill  be  better  for  ye;  fwell  not,  nor  chafe  not. 
Alpb.  I  am  a  Gentleman,  and  a  Neighbour,  Rafcal. 
Maft.  A  great  deal  the  more  pity,  I  have  heard  of  ye, 
Jul.  Excellent  Mafter. 
Maft.  The  Duke  is  very  tender  too. 
Alpb.  Am  I  a  Lunatick?  am  I  run  mad? 
What  doft  thou  talk  to  me  of  Dukes  and  Devils? 
Why  do  the  People  gape  fo? 

Maft.  Do  not  anger  'em, 
But  go  in  quietly,  and  (lip  in  foftly, 
They  will  fo  tew  ye  elfe;  I  am  commanded,  Sir. 
Alpb.  Why,  prithee,  why? 
Maft.  Ye' re  Dog-mad,  yet  perceive 't  not, 
Very  far  mad,  and  Whips  will  fcant  recover  ye. 
Alpb.  Ha,  Whips  ? 

Maft.  Ay,  Whips,  and  fore  Whips,  and  ye  were  a 
Lord,  Sir, 
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If  ye  be  ftubborn  here. 

Alph.  Whips  ?  what  am  I  grown  ? 

Jul.  Olcouldburft;  hold,  hold,  hold,  hold  o'  both  ends  ; 
How  he  looks  !  pray  Heav'n  he  be  not  mad  indeed. 

Alph.  I  don't  perceive  I'm  fo,  but  if  you  think  it  

Nor  I'll  be  hang'd  if 't  be  fo. 

Maft.  Do  you  fee  this,  Sir  ?  [ Irons  brought  in. 

Down  with  that  Devil  in  ye. 

Alph.  Indeed  I'm  angry, 
But  I'll  contain  myfelf :  O  I  could  burft  now, 
And  tear  myfelf ;  but  thefe  Rogues  will  torment  me. 
Mad  in  my  old  Days  ?  make  mine  own  Afflictions  ? 

Maft.  What  do  you  mutter,  Sir  ? 

Alph.  Nothing,  Sir,  nothing; 
I  will  go  in,  and  quietly,  moft  civilly  : 
And  good  Sir, 

Let  none  of  your  Tormentors  come  about  mej 
You  have  a  gentje  Face,  they  look  like  Dragons. 

Maft.  Be  civil  and  be  fafe  ;  come,  for  thefe  two  Days 
Ye  muft  eat  nothing  neither ;  'twill  eafe  your  Fits,  Sir. 

Alph.  'Twill  ftarve  me,  Sir  ^  but  I  muft  bear  it  joyfully. 
I  may  deep? 

Maft.  Yes,  a  little;  go  in  with  thefe  Men. 

Alph.  O  miferable  me  !  [Exit. 

Maft.  I'll  follow  prefently. 
You  fee  'tis  done,  Sir. 

Jul.  Ye  have  done  it  handfomely, 
And  I'll  inform  the  Duke  fo :  Pray  y*  attend  him, 
Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  Will. 

Maft.  He  (hall  not, 
And  if  he  be  rebellious'  

Jul.  Never  fpare  him  : 
H'as  Flefli,  and  Hide  enough,  he  loves  a  Whipping. 

Maft.  My  Service  to  his  Grace.  [£#//. 

Jul.  I  mail  commend  it. 
So  thou  art  raft  ;  I  muft  go  get  fome  frefti  Room 
To  laugh  and  caper  in:  O  how  it  tickles  me ! 
O  how  it  tumbles  me  with  Joy!  Thy  Mouth's  ftopt : 
Now  if  I  can  do  my  Miftrefs  good,  I'm  Sainted.  [Exit. 

ACT 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 


Enter  Seberto  and  Curio. 

S^.TVT  OWo'  my  Confcience,  we  have  loft  him  utterly ; 

He's  not  gone  home,  we  heard  from  thence  this 
Morning  ; 
And  fmce  our  parting  laft  at  Roderigo's, 
You  know  what  Ground  we've  travel'd. 

Cur.  He's  afleep  fure  : 
For  if  h'ad  been  awake,  we  fhould  have  met  with  him : 
Faith  let's  turn  back,  we've  but  a  fruitlefs  Journey  j 
And  to  hope  further  of  Alinda's  Recovery, 
(For  fure  fhe'Jl  rather  perifh  than  return) 
(43)  Is  but  to  feek  a  Moth  i'th'  Sun. 

Seb.  We'll  on  fure ; 
Something  we'll  know,  fome  Caufe  of  all  this  Fooling, 
Make  fome  Difcovery. 

Cur.  Which  way  fhall  we  call  then  ? 
For  all  the  Champian  Country,  and  the  Villages, 
And  all  thofe  "d^s- — 

Seb.  We'll  crofs  thefe  Woods  awhile  then : 
Here  if  we  fail,  we'll  gallop  to  Segovia, 
And  if 'we  light  of  no  News  there,  hear  nothing/ 
We'll  cv'n  turn  fairly  home,  and  coaft  the  other  fide. 

Cur.  He  may  be  Tick,  or  fall'n  into  fome  Danger ; 
He  has  no  Guide,  nor  no  Man  to  attend  him. 

Seb.  He's  well  enough,  he  has  a  travelled  Body, 
And  though  he  be  old,  he's  tough,  and  will  endure  well ; 
But  he's  fo  violent  to  find  her  out, 
That  his  Anger  leads  him  a  thoufand  wild  Goofe  Chafes : 
I'll  warrant  he  is  well. 

Cur.  Shall  we  part  Company  ? 

Seb.  By  no  means,  no ;  that  were  a  fullen  Bufinels  : 

(43)  h  but  to  feek  a  Moth  ?  th?  Sun.]  Mr.  Theobald  has  a  Cor- 
rection here  which  I  think  my  (elf  oblig'd  to  communicate  to  the  Reader, 
tho*  I  have  not  ventur'd  to  infert  it  in  the  Text ; 
»  to  feek  a  Moat  ?  tky  Sun. 

No 
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No  Pleafure  in  our  Journey  :  Come,  let's  crofs  here  firft, 
And  where  we  find  the  Paths,  let  them  direct  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta  and  Alinda* 

Jul.  Why  are  you  ftill  fo  fearful  of  me,  Lady? 
So  doubtful  of  my  Faith,  and  honeft  Service? 
To  hide  yourfelf  from  me,  to  fly  my  Company  ? 
Am  I  not  yours  ?  All  yours  ?  By  this  Light  you  fliake  ftill  °9 
|Do  ye  fufpe£fc  me  falfe  ?  Did  I  e'er  fail  ye  ? 
D'  you  think  I  am  corrupted,  bafe,  and  treacherous? 
Lord,  how  ye  look!  Is  not  my  Life  ty'd  to  ye? 
And  all  the  Power  I  have  to  ler  ve,  and  honour  ye  ? 
Still  do  ye  doubt?  ftill  am  I  terrible? 
I  will  not  trouble  ye :  Good  Heav'n  preferve  ye, 
And  fend  ye  what  ye  wifti :  I  will  not  fee  ye, 
Nor  once  remember  I  had  fuch  a  Miftrefs,  (J 
1  will  not  fpeak  of  ye,  nor  name  Alinda, 
For  fear  you  mould  fufpedt  I  would  betray  ye : 
Goodnefs  and  Peace  conduct  ye. 

Alin.  Prithee  pardon  me, 
I  know  thou'rt  truly  faithful ;  and  thou'rt  welcome* 
A  welcome  Partner  to  my  Miferies ; 
Thou  know'ft  I  love  thee  too. 

Jul.  Pve  thought  fo,  Lady. 

Alin.  Alas,  my  Fears  have  fo  diftra&ed  me 
I  durft  not  truft  myfelf. 

Jul.  Come,  pray  ye  think  better, 
And  caft  thofe  by  \  at  leaft  confider,  Lady, 
How  to  prevent  'em pray  ye  put  off  this  Fool's  Coat, 
Though  it  have  kept  ye  fecret  for  a  Seafon, 
'Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye  j  your  arch  Enemy 
Roderigo  is  abroad    many  are  looking  for  ye. 

Alin.  I  know  it,  and  thofe  many  I  have  cozen'd. 

Jul  You  cannot  ftill  thus. 

Alin.  I've  no  means  to  fhift  it. 

Jul.  I  have,  and  (Lift  you  too.    I  lay  lad  Night 
At  a  poor  Widow's  Houfe  here  in  the  Thicket, 

V  o  l  V.  K  k  Whither 
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Whither  I  will  condutt  ye,  and  new  fhape  ye, 
Myfelf  too  to  attend  ye. 

Alin.  What  Means  haft  thou  ? 
For  mine  are  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  ferve  ye  \ 
I  came  not  out  fo  empty. 

Alin.  Prithee  tell  me, 
(For  thou  haft  ftruck  a  kind  of  Comfort  through  me,) 
When  law'ft  thou  Rcderigo  ? 

Jul.  Ev'n  this  Morning, 
And  in  thefe  Woods :  Take  heed,  h'as  got  a  new  Shape. 

Alin.  The  Habit  of  a  Pilgrim  ?  Yes,  I  know  it, 
And  1  hope  fhall  prevent  it;  was  he  alone? 

Jul.  No,  Madam,  and  which  made  me  wonder  mightily, 
He  was  in  Compay  with  that  handfome  Pilgrim, 
That  fad  fweet  Man. 

Alin.  That  I  forgot  to  give  to? 
Jul.  The  fame,  the  very  fame,  that  you  fo  pitied  ; 
A  Man  a3  fit  to  fuit  his  Villanies— — 
Alin.  And  did  they  walk  together  ? 
Jul.  Wondrous  civilly. 
Al:n.  Talk,  and  difcourfe? 
Jul.  I  think  fo,  for  I  faw  'em 
Make  many  Stands,  and  then  embrace  each  other. 

Alin.  The  Pilgrim  is  betray'd,  a  Judas  dwells  with  him, 
(44)  A  Sinon>  that  will  feem  a  Saint  to  choak  him. 
Canft  thou  but  mew  me  this  ? 

Jul.  Lord  how  fhe  trembles! 
Not  thus,  for  all  the  World,  ye  are  undone  then  5 
But  let's  retire,  and  alter,  then  we'll  walk  free; 
And  then  Til  fhew  ye  any  thing. 

Alin.  Come,  good  Wench, 
And  fpeedily,  for  I  have  ftrange  Faiths  working, 
As  ftrange  Fears  too,  I'il  tell  thee  all  my  Life  then. 

Jul.  Come  quick,  I  will  conduct  ye,  and  ftill  ferve  ye, 
And  do  not  fear  \  hang  Fear,  it  fpoils  all  Projects. 
This  way,  I'Jl  be  your  Guide.  [Exeunt. 

,'44)  A  Stmon,—]  The  Text  from  the  Edition  of  1679. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Governor^  Verdugo,  and  Citizens. 

Gov.  Ufe  all  your  Sports,  all  your  Solemnities ; 
*Tis  the  King's  Day  To-morrow, 
His  Birth-day,  and  his  Marriage,  a  glad  Day, 
A  Day  we  ought  to  honour,  all. 

1  Cit.  We  will,  Sir, 

And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  Rejoicings. 

Gov.  Be  fumptuous,  but  not  riotous ;  be  bounteous, 
But  not  in  drunken  Bacchanals ;  free  to  all  Strangers, 
Eafy  and  fweet  in  all  your  Entertainments, 
For  'tis  a  Royal  Day,  admits  no  Rudenefs. 

2  Cit.  Your  Lord  (hip 

Will  do  us  th'  Honour  to  be  here  yourfelf, 
And  grace  the  Day  ? 

Gov.  'Tis  a  main  part  of  my  Service. 

i  Cit.  I  hope  your  Honour 
Has  taken  into  your  Confideration 
The  Miferies  we  have  fuffer'd  by  thefe  Outlaws, 
The  Lones,  hourly  Fears-,  the  rude  Abufes, 
Strangers  that  travel  to's  are  daily  loaden  with  ; 
Our  Daughters  and  our  Wives  Complaints. 

Gov.  I'm  forry  for't, 
And  have  CommiHion  from  the  King  to  eafe  it: 
You  fhall  not  be  long  vext. 

1  Cit.  Had  we  not  Walls,  Sir, 

And  thofe  continually  mann'd  too  with  our  Watches, 
We  fhould  not  have  a  Bit  or  Meat  to  feed  us. 
And  yet  they  are  our  Friends,  and  we  muft  think  fo, 
And  entertain  'em  fo  fometimes,  and  feaft  'em, 
And  fend  'em  loaden  home  too,  we  are  loft  elfe. 

2  Cit.  They'll  come  to  Church  'mongft  us,  as  we  hope, 

Cbrijliansy 

When  all  their  Zeal  is  but  to  ileal  the  Chalices  i 
At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  Lordfhip  were  not  here, 
To  awe  their  Violence,  with  your  Authority, 
They'd  play  fuch  Gambols. 

K  k  2  GgL 
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Gov.  Are  they  grown  fo  heady  ? 
2  Cit.  They'd  drink  up  all  our  Wine,  pifs  out  our 
Bonfires ; 

Then,  like  the  drunken  Centaurs*  have  at  th'  faireft, 
Nay,  have  at  all;  Fourfcore  and  ten's  a  Goddefs, 
Whilft  we,  like  Fools,  (land  making  in  our  Cellars. 

Gov.  Are  they  fo  fierce  upon  fo  little  Sufferance? 
I'll  give  'em  fuch  a  Purge,  and  fuddenly— 
VerdugOy  after  this  Solemnity  is  over 
Call  on  me  for  a  Charge  of  Men,  of  good  Men, 
(To  fee  what  Houfe  thefe  Knaves  keep,)  of  good  Soldiers, 
As  fturdy  as  themfelves ;  that  dare  difpute  with  'em, 
Dare  walk  the  Woods  as  well  as  they,  as  fearlefs, 
But  with  a  better  Faith  belabour  'em ; 
I'll  know  what  Claim  they  have  to  their  PolTcfiion. 
'Tis  pity  of  their  Captain,  Roderigo* 
A  well-bred  Gentleman,  and  a  good  Soldier, 
And  one  his  Majefty  has  fome  little  Reafon 
To  thank  for  fundry  Services,  and  fair  ones; 
That  long  Neglect  bred  this.    I'm  forry  for  him. 

Ver.  The  hope  of  his  Eftate  keeps  back  his  Pardon  ; 
There's  divers  Wafps  that  buz  about  that  Honey-Box, 
And  long  to  lick  themfelves  full. 

Gov.  True,  Verdugo* 
Would  he  had  but  the  Patience  to  difcern  it, 
And  Policy  to  wipe  their  Lips. 

Ver.  To  fetch  him  in,  Sir, 
By  Violence,  he  being  now  no  Infant, 
Will  ask  fome  bloody  Crowns.    I  know  his  People 
Are  of  his  own  Choice,  Men  that  will  not  totter 
Nor  blench  much  at  a  Bullet;  I  know  his  Order; 
And  though  he  have  no  Multitude,  h'as  Manhood  ; 
The  elder  Twin  to  that  too,  (laid  Experience. 
But  if  he  muft  be  forc'd,  Sir,—— 

Gov.  There's  no  Remedy, 
Unlefs  he  come  himfelf. 

Vcrd.  That  will  be  doubtful. 
Did  you  ne'er  hear  yet  of  the  noble  Pedro  ? 

Ggv.  I  cannot  by  no  Means;  1  think  he's  dead  fure ; 

The 
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The  Court  bewails  much  his  untimely  Loft: 
The  King  himfelf  laments  him. 

Verd.  He  was  funk  ; 
And  if  he  be  dead,  he  dy'd  happily  ; 
He  buried  all  he  had  in  the  King's  Service, 
And  loft  himfelf. 

Gov.  Well,  if  he  be  alive,  Captain, 
(As  hope  (till  fpeaks  the  belt)  I  know  the  King's  Mind 
So  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happy. 
Come,  to  this  Preparation  ;  when  that's  done, 
The  Outlaws  Expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  We'll  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help  ourfelves  too. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Pedro. 

Rod.  How  fweet  thefe  folitary  Places  are !  How  wantonly 
The  Wind  blows  through  the  Leaves,  and  courts,  and  plays 
with  'em ! 

Will  ye  fit  down,  and  deep?  The  Heat  invites  ye. 
Hark  how  yond  purling  Stream  dances,  and  murmurs, 
The  Birds  fing  foftly  too*  pray  take  fome  Reft,  Sir. 
I  would  fain  wooe  his/Fancy  to  a  Peace, 
It  labours  high  and  haftily  upon  him : 
Pray  ye  fit,  and  I'll  fit  by. 

Ped.  I  cannot  fleep,  Friend, 
I  have  thofe  Watches  here  admit  no  Slumbers, 
Saw  ye  none  yet  ? 

Lop.  No  Creature. 

Ped.  What  ftrange  Mufick 
Was  that  we  heard  'far  off? 

Rod.  I  cannot  guefs ; 
'Twas  loud,  and  mrill :  Sometimes  it  (hew'd  hard  by  us, 
And  by  and,by  the  Sound  fled  as  the  Wind  does  ; 
Here's  no  Inhabitants. 

Ped.  It  much  delighted  me. 

Rod.  They  talk  of  Fairies,  and  fuch  Demi-Devils, 

This  is  as  fine  a  Place  to  dance  their  Gambols.-  

K  k  3  Ped, 
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Ped.  Methought  I  heard  a  Voice.    \Mufick  and  Birds. 
Rod.  They  can  fing  admirably, 
They  never  lofe  their  Maiden-heads:  I  would  fool  any 
away 

To  make  him  merry  now ;  methinks  yond  Rocks  yonder 
Shew  like  enchanted  Cells,  where  they  inhabit. 

[Mufick  afar  off  Pot  Birds. 
Ped.  'Tis  here  again,  hark,  gentle  Roderigo^ 
Hark,  hark  :  O  fweet,  Tweet,  how  the  Birds  record  too ! 
Mark  how  it  flits  now  ev'ry  way,    O  Love! 
In  Inch  a  Harmony  art  thou  begotten, 
In  fuch  foft  Air,  fo  gentle,  lull'd  and  nourifo'd. 

0  my  belt  Miftrefs! 

Rod.  How  he  weeps!  Dear  Heav'n, 
Give  him  his  Heart's  Content,  and  me  forgive  too. 

1  muft  melt  too. 

Ped  The  Birds  fing  louder,  fweeter, 
And  every  Note  they  emulate  one  another ! 
Lie  ftill  and  hear:  Thefe  when  they've  done  their  Labours, 

Enter  Alinda  and  Juletta,  like  old  Women, 

Their  pretty  Airs,  fall  to  their  Reds,  enjoy  'em. 
Nothing  rocks  Love  afleep,  but  Death. 

Rod,  Who're  thefe  ? 

Ped.  What? 

Rod.  Thofe  there,  thofe,  thofe  things  that  come  upon  us, 
Thofe  grandam  things,  thofe  ftrange  Antiquitiei. 
Did  not  I  fay  thefe  Woods  begot  ftrange  Wonders? 

Jul.  Now  ye  may  view  'em. 

AM.  Ha? 

Jul.  The  Men  ye  long'd  for, 
Here  they  are  both  :  Now  ye  may  boldly  talk  with  'em, 
And  ne'er  be  guefs'd  at ;  be  n't  afraid,  nor  faint  not  j 
They  wonder  at  usj  let's  maintain  that  wonder  j 
Shake  not,  but  what  ye  pqrpofe  do  difcreetly, 
And  from  your  Tongue  I'll  take  my  Part. 

Alin  Ha? 

Jul  There, 

Before  ye,  there  j  do  not  turn  Coward,  Miftrefs, 

If 
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If  ye  do  love,  carry  your  Love  out  bandfomely. 

Alin.  'Tis  he  and  Roderigo:  What  a  Peace 
Dwells  in  their  Faces,  what  a  friendly  Calm 
Crowns  both  their  Souls  ? 

Rod.  They  fliow  as  they  were  mortal  j 
They  come  upon  us  (till. 

Ped.  Be  not  afraid,  Man, 
Let  'em  be  what  they  will,  they  cannot  hurt  us. 

Rod.  That  thing  i'th'  Button'd-Cap  looks  terribly. 
She  has  Guns  in  her  Eyes,  the  Devil's  Engineer. 

Ped.  Come,  ftand,  and  let's  go  meet  'em. 

Rod.  Go  you  fir  ft. 
I  have  lefs  Faith  :  When  I  have  faid  my  Prayers — — 

Ped.  There  needs  no  Fear.    Hail  reverend  Dames. 

Alin.  Good  Even, 
What  do  ye  feek  ? 

Ped.  We  would  feek  happier  Fortunes. 

Rod.  That  little  Devil  has  main  need  of  a  Barber, 
What  a  trim  Beard  (he  has  ?  \Afide. 

Alin.  Seek  'em,  and  make  *em, 
Lye  not  ft ill \  (45)  nor  longer  here, 
Here  inhabits  nought  but  Fear. 
Be  conftant  good,  in  Faith  be  clear : 
Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 

Ped.  Whither  fliould  we  go?  for  we  believe  thy  Re- 
verence, 
And  next  obey. 

Alin.  Go  to  Segovia, 
And  there  before  the  Altar  pay  thy  Vows, 
Thy  Gifts,  and  Prayers ;  unload  thy  Heavinefs9 
To-morrow  fhed  thy  Tears,  and  gain  thy  Suit, 
Such  hone  ft  noble  Show'rs  ne\r  wanted  Fruit. 

Jul.  Stand  you  out  too.  [To  Roderigo. 

Rod.  I  mail  be  hang'd,  or  whip'd  I  know  \ 
Thefe  know  and  thefe  have  Pow'r. 

(45)  — >  nor  longer  here,]  Tho'  this  is  Senfe,  I  yet  fufpeft  v(G 
ihould  read, 


nor  linger  here. 
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Jul .  See  how  he  flakes. 
A  fecure  Confcience  never  quakes  % 
Thou  haft  been  ill,  be  fo  no  more, 
A  good  Retreat  is  a  great  Store. 
Thou  hafi  commanded  Men  of  Might, 
Command  thyfelf,  and  then  thou9rt  right. 

Alin  Command  thy  Will,  thy  foul  Defires* 
Tut  out  and  quench  thy  unhallowed  Fires : 
G  mmand  thy  Mind,  and  make  that  -pure ; 
Thou'rt  wife  then,  valiant  and  fecure. 
A  Bleffing  then  thou  mafft  beget. 

Jul.  A  Curje  elfe  that  flail  never  fet 
Will  light  upon  thee:  Say  thy  Prayers  ; 
Thou  haft  as  many  Sins  as  Hairs. 
Thou  art  a  Captain,  let  thy  Men 
Be  hone  ft,  have  good  Thoughts,  and  then 
Thou  may* ft  cotmnand,  and  lead  in  chief, 
Yet  thou  art  bloody,  and  a  Thief. 

Rod.  What  (hall  1  do?  1  do  confefs, 

Alin.  Retire, 
'And  purge  thee  pet -feci  in  his  Fire: 
His  Life  ob/erve  ;  live  in  his  School, 
And  then  thou  Jhalt  put  off  the  Fool. 

Jul.  Pray  at  Segovia  too,  and  give 
Thy  Offerings  up,  repent,  and  live.         [Mufick  within." 

Alin.  Away,  away,  enquire  no  more, 
Do  this,  ye* re  rich,  elfe  Fools,  and  poor ; 
What  Mufick's  this  ?  \Afide. 

Jul.  Retire ;  'tis  fome  neat  Joy, 
In  Honour  of  the  King's  great  Day ;  they  wonder, 
This  comes  in  right  to  confirm  their  Reverence. 
Away,  away,  let  them  admire,  it  makes 
For  our  Advantage ;  how  the  Captain  fhakes!  [Exeuntl 

Ped.  This  was  the  Mufick. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes ;  how  I  fweat ! 
I  was  ne'er  fo  deferred  ;  fure  thefe  Woods  are 
Only  inhabited  with  rare  Dreams,  and  Wonders ; 

I  would  not  be  a  Knave  again,  a  Villain-  

Lord,  how  I  loath  it  now!  for  thefe  know  all,  Sir, 

And 


Ure  Pilgrim*  £21 

And  they  would  find  me  out. 

Fed.  They're  excellent  Women, 
Deep  in  their  Knowledge,  Friend. 

Rod.  Vd  not  be  Traitor, 
And  have  thefe  of  my  Jury  5  how  light  I  air^ 
And  how  my  Heart  laughs  now  methinks  within  me! 
Now  I  am  Catechiz'd,  I'd  ever  dwell  here, 
For  there's  a  kind  of  Court  of  Reformation ; 
Had  I  been  ftubborn,  Friend-   -  ■— 

Fed.  They  would  have  found  it. 

Rod.  And  then  they  would  have  handled  me  a  new  way, 
The  Deel's  dump  had  been  danced  then. 

Fed.  Let's  away 
And  do  their  great  Commands,  and  do  *em  handfomly, 
Contrite,  and  true;  for  I  believe,  Roderigo, 
And  conftantly  believe,  we  fhall  be  happy. 

Rod.  So  you  do  well  fall  edge  or  flat  o*  my  fide, 
All  I  can  dagger  at  is  the  King's  Anger, 
Which  if  it  come,  I  am  prepar'd  to  meet  it.- 

Fed.  The  King  has  Mercy,  Friend,  as  well  as  Juftice. 
(46)  And  when  you  fall :  No  more. 

Rod.  I  hope  the  faireft.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Mafter^  Seberto,  and  Curio. 

Cur.  We've  told  ye  what  he  is,  what  time  we've  foughe 
him, 

His  Nature,  and  his  Name;  the  feemingBoy  too, 
Ye  had  here,  how,  and  what,  by  your  own  relation, 

(46)  And  when  you  fall:  No  more. 

Rod.  I  hope  the  faireft.]  Mr.  Seward  is  difjpleas'd  at  the  Pointing  of 
the  firft  Line,  and  wou'd  alter  it  thus, 
And  when  you  fall  no  more. 
Rod.  /  hope  the  fair  eft. 
I  fhall  give  the  Reader  what  occurred  to  me  before  I  received 
Mr.  Seward's  Letter,  and  leave  it  to  his  Judgment: 
And  when  you  fall 
Rod,  No  more;  I  hope  the  faireft. 

All 
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All  Circumftances  we  have  clear'd :  That  the  Duke  fent  him 
We  told  ye  how  impoffible  i  he  knows  him  not ; 
That  he  is  mad  himfelf,  and  therefore  fit 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  we  dare  fwear  againft  it. 

Seb.  Take  heed,  Sir,  be  not  madder  than  you'd  make  him ; 
Though  he  be  rafti,  and  fudden  (which  is  all  his  Wildnefs) 
Take  heed  ye  wrong  him  not :  He  is  a  Gentleman, 
And  fo  muft  be  reftorM  and  clear'd  in  all  Points ; 
The  King  (hall  be  a  Judge  elfe. 

Cur.  'Twas  fome  trick 
That  brought  him  hither :  Th'  Boy  and  Letter  counterfeit, 
"Which  (hall  appear,  if  ye  dare  now  detain  him. 

Maft.  I  dare  not,  Sir,  nor  will  not :  I  believe  ye, 
And  will  reftore  him  up  •,  had  I  known  fooner 
H'ad  been  a  Neighbour,  and  the  Man  you  fpeak  him, 
(Though  as  I  live,  he  carried  a  wild  feeming) 
My  Service  and  myfelf  had  both  attended  him. 
How  I  have  us'd  him,  let  him  fpeak. 

Seb.  Let's  in,  and  vific  him, 
Then  to  the  holy  Temple,  there  pay  our  Duties, 
And  fo  we'll  take  our  Leaves. 

Maft.  I'll  wait  upon  ye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

An  Altar  prepared.  Solemn  Mufick. 

Enter  Governor,  Verdugo,  Courtiers,  Ladies,  Sec. 

Gov.  This  to  Devotion  /acred  be, 
This  to  the  King's  Profperity, 

This  to  the  <%ueen,  and  Chaftity.  [Mufick. 

Ver.  (47)  Thefe  Oblations  fir  ft  we  bring 
¥0  purge  our/elves :  Thefe  to  the  King. 
To  Love,  and  Beauty  thefe:  Now  Sing.  [Mufick. 

(47)  Thefe  Obligations  firft  we  bring]  The  Le&ion  of  the  oldeft 
Copies  makes  both  the  Senfe  and  Meafure  compleat,  thus, 
thefe  Oblations  — 
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Ladies.  Holy  Altar,  deign  to  take 
Thefe  for  out  J elves :  for  ihe  King's  Jake 
And  Honours,  thefe :  Thefe  f acred  lye 
To  Virtue,  Love,  and  Modefiy, 
OurWiJhes  to  Eternity* 


[Mufick. 


Enter  Pedro,  and  Roderigo. 


Ped.  For  ourf elves  fir  ft,  thus  we  bend  j 
Forgive  us  Heav'n,  and  be  our  Friend. 
Rod.  And  happy  Fortune  to  us  fend. 
Ped.  To  the  King,  Honour \  and  all  Joy, 
Long,  and  happy  from  Annoy. 
Rod.  Profperous  be  all  his  Days, 


Ped.  Every  Minute  thus  be  feen, 
Both.  And  thoufand  Honours  crown  the*  Queen. 


Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

Seb.  Come  to  the  Altar  ;  let  us  do  our  Duties. 

Alph.  I  have  almoft  forgot  a  Church. 

Cur.  Kneel  reverently. 

Alph.  For  my  loft  Wits  {let  me  fee) 
Firft  I  pray ;  and  fecondly, 
To  be  at  home  again,  and  free  *, 
And  if  I  travel  more,  hang  me. 

For  the  King,  and  for  the  Queen,  y 
That  they  may  be  wife,  and  feen  > 
Never  in  the  Madman's  Inn.  y 
For  my  Daughter  I  would  pray, 
But  Jhe  has  made  a  Holy- day, 

And  needs  not  my  Devotion  now ; 
Let  her  take  her  own  courfe,  Heaven, 
Whether  it  be  odd,  or  even,  [Mufick. 

And  if  that  pleafe  not,  take  her  you. 

Seb.  A  lhort,  and  fweet  Meditation,  what  are  thefe  here? 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta,  like  Shepherds. 
Alin.  Hail  to  this  facred  Place. 


Every  new  Hour,  a  new  Praife. 


[Mufick. 


Jul. 
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Jul  They  are  all  here,'  Madam  ; 
No  Violence  dare  touch  here,  be  fecure. 
My  BiJbo-Mafter  too :  How  got  he  loofe  again  ? 
How  lamentably  he  looks!  h'as  had  Difcipline, 
I  dare  not  let  him  know  my  Pranks. 

Seb.  'Tis  me  fure. 

Cur.  5Tis  certainly. 

Fed.  Ha!  do. I  dazle? 

Rod.  5 Tis  the  fair  Alinda. 

Gov.  What  wonder  (land  thefe  Strangers  in  ? 

Rod.  Her  Woman  by  her ; 
The  fame,  Sir,  as  I  live. 

Alpb.  I  had  a  Daughter 
With  fuch  a  Face  once,  fuch  Eyes,  and  Nofe  too. 
Ha,  let  me  fee,  'tis  wondrous  like  Alinda  ; 
Their  Devotion  ended,  Til  mark  'em  and  nearer. 
And  fhe  had  a  Filly  too  that  waited  on  her 
Juft  with  fuch  a  Favour   do  they  keep  Goats  now  ? 

Alin.  Thus  we  kneel,  and  thus  we  pray 
A  happy  Honour  to  this  Day ; 
Thus  our  Sacrifice  we  bring 
Ever  happy  to  the  King. 

Jul.  Thefe  of  Purple,  Damask,  green* 
Sacred  to  the  virtuous  Queen, 
Here  we  hang. 

Alin.  As  thefe  are  now, 
Her  Glories  ever  fpring,  and  fbow. 
Thefe  for  ourfelves,  our  Hopes,  and  Loves, 
Full  of  Pinks,  and  Lady-gloves, 
Of  (48)  Hearts- eafe  too,  which  we  would  fain, 
As  we  labour  for,  attain  ; 
Hear  me.  Heav'n,  and  as  I  bend, 
Full  of  Hope,  jome  Comfort  fend. 

Jul   Hear  her.  hear  her  ;  if  there  be 
A  fpotlcfs  Sweet nefs,  this  is  fhe.  [Mufick. 
Ped  Now,  Rcden'go,  (land. 
Red.  He  that  divides  ye 
Divides  my  Life  too. 


(48)  Heart1  i  iafe]  i.  c.  Panfy  or  Piela  tricshr, 


Gov. 
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Gov.  Pedro,  noble  Pedro, 
Do  not  you  know  your  Friend  ? 
Ped.  I  know,  and  honour  ye. 
Gov.  Lady,  this  Leave  I'll  crave,  pray  be  not  angry, 
I  will  not  long  divide  you  *,  how  happy,  Pedro, 
Would  all  the  Court  be  now,  might  they  behold  thee, 
Might  they  but  fee  you  thus,  and  thus  embrace  you! 
The  King  will  be  a  joyful  Man,  believe  it 
Moft  joyful,  Pedro. 

Ped.  Yxn  his  humble  Servant. 
Nay,  good  Sir,  {peak  your  Will,  I  fee  you  wonder, 

One  eafy  Word  from  you  — 

Alph.  I  dare  fay  nothing, 
My  Tongue's  a  new  Tongue,  Sir,  and  knows  his  Tither ; 
Let  her  do  what  {he  pleafe,  I  dare  do  nothing. 
I  have  been  damn'd  for  doing.  Will  the  King  know  him,' 
That  Fellow  there?  Will  he  refpecl  and  honour  him? 
He  has  been  look'd  upon,  they  fay    will  he  own  him  ? 

Gov.  Yes  certainly  and  grace  him,  ever  honour  him, 
Reftore  him  every  way ;  h'as  much  lamented  him. 
Alph.  Is't  your  Will  too  ?  'Tis  the  laft  time  of  Asking. 
Rod.  I  am  fure,  none  elfe  fliall  touch  her,  none  elfe  en- 
joy her. 
If  this,  and  this  hold. 

Alpb,  You  had  bed  begin 
The  Game  then,  I  have  no  Title  in  her, 
Pray  take  her,  and  difpatch  her,  and  commend  me  to  her^ 
And  let  me  get  me  home,  and  hope  I'm  fober  : 
Kifs,  kifs,  it  mult  be  thus ;  ftand  up,  Alinda^ 
I  am  the  more  Child,  and  more  need  of  Bleffing, 
Ye  had  a  waiting  Woman,  one  Juktta, 
A  pretty  defperate  thing,  juft  fuch  another 
As  this  fweet  Lady  ;  we  call'd  her  Nimble-chaps. 
I  pray  is  this  the  Party  ? 

Jul.  No  indeed,  Sir, 
She  is  at  home ;  I  am  a  little  Foot-boy, 
That  walk  a  Nights,  and  fright  old  Gentlemen  ; 
Make  'em  loofe  Hats  and  Cloaks. 
Alph.  And  Horfes  too, 

Jul. 
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Jul.  Sometimes  I  do,  Sir ;  teach  'em  th*  way  through 
Ditches, 

And  how  to  break  their  Worfliips  Shins,  and  Nofes 
Againft  old  broken  Stiles  and  Stumps. 

Alpb.  A  fine  Art ! 
I  feel  it  in  my  Bones  yet; 

Jul.  I'm  a  Drum,  Sir, 
A  Drum  at  Midnight,  ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  tan,  Sir ; 
D'  you  take  me  for  Juletta?  I'm  a  Page,  Sir, 
That  brought  a  Letter  from  the  Duke  of  Medina 
To  have  one  Senior  Aipbonfo,  juft  fuch  another 
As  your  old  Worfhip,  worm'd  for  running  mad,  Sir. 
Alas,  you  are  miftaken. 

Alpb.  Thou'rt  the  Devil, 
And  fo  thou'ft  ufed  me. 

Jul.  I  am  any  thing, 
An  old  Woman,  that  tells  Fortunes——-* 

Rod.  Ha. 

Jul.  And  frights  good  People, 
And  fends  them  to  Segovia  for  their  Fortunes : 
I  am  ftrange  Airs  and  excellent  fweet  Voices. 
I'm  any  thing,  to  do  her  good,  believe  me; 
She  now  recovered,  and  her  Wifhes  crown'd, 
I  am  Juletta  again  ;  pray,  Sir,  forgive  me. 

Alpb.  1  dare  not 
Do  otherwife,  for  fear  thou  fliould'ft  ftill  follow  me  5 
Prithee  be  forgiv'n,  and  I  prithee  forgive  me  too : 
And  if  any  of  you  will  marry  her 

Jul.  No,  I  befeech  you,  Sir 
My  Miftrefs  is  my  Husband,  with  her  I'll  dwell  ftill, 
And  when  you 

Play  any  more  Pranks  you  know  where  to  have  me. 

Fed.  You  know  him,  Sir? 

Gov.  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him  ; 
The  King's  incens'd  much,  much  Sir,  I  can  affure  you. 

Ped.  Noble  Governor  

Gov.  But  fince  he  is  your  Friend,  and  now  appears, 
In  honour  of  this  Day,  and  Love  to  you,  Sir, 
1*11  try  the  Power  I  have,  to  th'  pinch  I'll  put  it  •, 

Here': 
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Here's  my  Hand,  Roderigo^  I'll  fet  you  fair  again. 

Rod.  And  here's  mine,  to  be  true  and  full  of  Service. 

Gov.  Your  People  too  mall  have  their  general  Pardons, 
We'll  have  all  Peace  and  Love. 

Rod,  And  fhall  pray  for  you. 

Gov.  To  my  Houfe  now,  and  fuit  you  to  your  Worths  j 
Off  with  thefe  Weeds,  and  appear  Glorious : 
Then  to  the  Prieft  that  (hall  attend  us  here, 
And  this  be  ftil'd  Loves  new  and  happy  Year. 

i^W.The  King's  and  Queen's  %  two  noble  Honours  meet 
To  grace  this  Day,  two  true  Loves  at  their  Feet. 

Jlpb.  Well,  well,  fince  Wedding  will  come  after  Wooing, 
Give  me  fome  Rofemary,  and  let's  be  going.  [Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Volume, 
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To  the   Fifth  Volume* 
By  Mr.  S  E  W  A  R  ZX 

Page  61,  Note  16. 
£\H  E's  parcel  drunk]  I  was  milled  by  Skinner  to  in- 
rerpret  parcel  by  portly.   It  was  probably  only  a  typo- 
graphical Error  in  that  excellent  Dictionary.   For  parcel 
us'd  adverbially  always  fignifies  partly. 
Page  100,  Note  15. 

/Fto  noble  Spirit  eager  of  Advancement , 

Employment  is  his  Plough.]  I  rather  condemn 
the  Change  I  have  made  of  Imploymcnt  to  Interefi.  I  had 
more  regard  to  the  Meafure  than  was  neceflary. 

Page  1 16,  Note  37.  I  give  up  the  Change  I  have  made 
here,  and  prefer  the  former  Pointing. 
Page  120,  Line  9. 

Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  Flood  and  Sea> 
In  which  my  Brother  Rollo\r  Appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  Puff  of  Breath  ? 
His  fweiling  Blood  exhales ,  and  therefore  hear.]  I  acci- 
dentally forgot  to  correct  the  old  Pointing  of  this  Paffage, 
tho'  the  Faults  were  vifible  at  firft  Reading,  and  are  ftjen 
as  greatly  diminifh  the  extreme  Beauty  of  the  Metaphors. 
I  read, 

Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  Flood  and  Sea 
In  which  my  Brother  Roiio'j  Appetites 
Alter  and  rage  ?  With  every  Puff  of  Wind 

His  fweiling  Blood  exhales.   exhales  i.  e.  boils 

and  flings  off  Vapours,  as  the  Sea  in  Storms  does  its 
Spray.    This  is  the  true  meaning  of  the  Word,  from  the 
Latin  exhalare.    We  corrupt  it  when  we  fay  the  Sun  ex- 
bales  Vapours  from  the  Sea. 
Page  1 40,  Line  ult. 
That  fleep'ft  within  thy  Mafter^s  Ear^  and  whifper'ft^  &c] 
The  Tale-bearer,  Whifpererand  Sycophant,  cannot  be  fatd 
to  deep  within  their  Mailer's  Ear,  fmce  they  are  generally 
vigilant  and  eager  to  inflil  their  poifonous  Counfel.   I  read 
therefore,     That  crecpM;  within  thv  Mqfttr's  Ear. 
Vol.  V.  LI  Page 
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Page  447- 

The  very  Shrines  of  Saints  fink  at  her  Virtues, 

And  fwear  they  cannot  hold  pace  with  her  Pieties.]  I 
have  none  of  the  old  Editions  now  by  me  to  examine  whe- 
ther they  alfo  make  the  Shrines  fwear,  or  whether  it  is  a 
meer  Miftake  of  the  prefent  Printer:  For  fweat  is  un- 
doubtedly the  true  Word,  being  the  proper  Metaphor  to 
the  Shrines. 

Page  376,  Note  8; 

Tet  dearly  will  1  fell  my  Love]  It  was  great  Inatten- 
tion to  Lidianh  Character  which  made  Mr.  Sympfon  and 
myfelf  propofe  to  change  Love  to  Life.  His  Love  was 
his  Life,  and  all  he  regretted  in  the  lofs  of  the  latter,  was 
that  he  fhould  lofe  the  former. 
Page  516,  Line  22. 

And  Policy  to  wipe  their  Lips]  Verdugo  had  faid  that 
the  Court-Wafps  buz'd  about  the  Honey  of  Roderigo's 
Eftate,  and  in  hopes  of  gaining  it,  prevented  his  Pardon. 
The  Governor  in  anfwer,  wiflies  he  had  Policy  enough  to 
bribe  them  but  how  does  he  exprefs  it  ?  why,  Would 
he  had  Policy  to  wipe  their  Lips.  To  make  the  Meta- 
phor clear  and  exprellive  of  the  Senfe,  we  fliould,  I  think, 
read,  And  Policy  to  wet  their  Lips.  i.  e.  to  gain  lbme  of 
them  by  letting  them  tafte  fome  of  his  Honey. 


ERRATA. 

Page   63,  Line  20,  for  tumble,  tumble,  read  rumble,  rumble, 

1 00,  IO  of  Note  17,  for  probability  read  pojfibility 

2%it  2  of  Note  7,  for  Bands  read  Baivds 

292,  12,  for  Cajfander  read  Cajfandra 

302,  at  the  end  of  Note  22,  add,  //  fucb  a  Word  ceu'J  be  four. J 

3,  in  Note,  for  Arms  too  read  Armes 

2z6,  3,  for  JVomen  read  Woman 

3zS,  15,  <klc 

335,  6,  for  Even  read  Ever 

379,  1  in  Note  8,  for  tell  read  fell 

387,  12,  for  Lis  read  Lan 

404,  tl>  for  meditate  read  mediate 

404,  the  laft  in  Note  1 5,  for  In  danger  read  Indanger 

463,  16,  for  Atonfis  read  Fernanda's.  See  p.  443. 

4871  35»  f°r  mufi  read  muc^ 

49  5»  *5>  *°r    rcad  ^ 

502,  7,  in  Note,  for  berfelf  in  read  berfelfin       .        .  . 

5 1*,  3,  in  Note  43,  add  ivbicbyet  I  might  bave  done  •without  anj  Dis- 

credit to  the  Poet 

517,  24>  fox  Lop.  read  Rod. 

FINIS. 
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